	
	


200
Dori Williams









Chapter 1
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Katie stirred and rolled over in bed, seeking comfort from the warmth of her blankets as she pulled them snugly under her chin. . Just aA few minutes more she thought, savoring the. tranquility of the moment. In that liminal space between wakefulness and slumber, Katie's mind wandered. Thoughts of her beloved son emerged, filling her consciousness with memories and emotionsAs she lay there in that place between awake and sleep, thoughts of her beloved son drifted into her mind. and herHer eyes slowly opened. They flickered a few times trying to find clarity amidst the drowsiness.. Her gaze turned towards window, drawn to the soft glow peeking over the horizon. The sun was casting its gentle rays upon the world. Katie's eyes fixated on the breathtaking sight before her an orange and canary yellow sky painted by the emerging sun. It was a beautiful reminder of the new beginnings that each day brings, a symbol of hope and endless possibilities.
Then she looked out the window and focused on the sun peaking over the horizon painting the sky is strokes of Canary Yellow, Carnation Pink and Vermilion Orange. 
Oh, my sweet little Michael, how I miss you and want to hold you. I know you are with with aa loving family and have all the things I could never provide, but my heart still aches for you. Everyone tells me I did the right thingg. , and deepDeep down I know that’s truee., but However, you will always have a piece of my heart . . .always. She breathed inhaled a in a deep breath of longing, and exhaled a long sigh of acceptance. of what is.  
She triedTrying to shake off her somber mood, she thought,. This this is the fabulous Sixties. The time has come for me to start a new day, rebuild my life, and move forward. It’s time I started a new day, a new life, and move forward. She kicked off the covers with a new eagerness. Just then there was aA light knock on came on her door and it opened slowly. and one of theA nuns carried a tray of breakfast food into her room and set it on the table next to her bed.
The nun smiled. “There you go, Katie. Enjoy your breakfast.”
“Thank you, Sister. I will. ”
 She cupped her hands around a mug of  steaming coffee hot cocoa to warm them savoring the deep rich aroma before taking a sipsip. Then she took a bite of toast. After the longA life-threatening illness that had robbed her strength and that forced Katie to stay longer than she planned at the maternity home to gain back her engery and stamina.still needed to build up her stamina, but she felt that she was getting stronger with each passing day.
 	She would takeDuring her stay  full advantage of her time at Our Mother of Sorrows Maternity Home, she planned on taking full advantage of her time. She to prepare for nursing school. She took all the educational classes she could, could, absorbing soaking them up like a sponge and all the knowledge they offered. She wanted toso she could move quickly through her preliminary classesstudies for nursing school. until she was wellWhen she was well enough enough toshe’d go back to her tiny apartment over the diner where she had worked. Then she would , resume her normal life and attend a regular college.
The thought of next Saturday sent a A fluttering of butterfly wings stirred withinin Katie’s stomach.  when she thought about next Saturday. HHer dear friend Rosa was coming to see her. It had been months since Katie had delivered her baby. He was in his new home now and she could finally see her friend. Rosa was not only her friend — she had becomebecame her family.

*   *   *

That night Katie could hardly sleep in anticipation of seeing Rosa. She wondered if Rosa would bring her brother Joe, but then realized one of them had to be there to run the diner.
 	The next morning Sister Marie, Katie’s favorite nun, was working.  that morning. She came into Katie’s room with her breakfast tray and offered her usual cheery greeting. 
“Good morning Sweet Pea.” She set the tray down and pulled open the drapes. 
Katie sat up sporting a big smile. “Good morning to you Sister! I’m so excited my friend Rosa is coming to visiting me this afternoon. I can’t wait to see her! I have so much to tell her.” 
“I know sweetheart, that’s wonderful.” The nun removed a cover off from one of the plates. Katie glanced down and wrinkled her nose at the runny side- up eggs and the char-broiled bacon. The nun ignored Katie’s facial antics and continued. “She has been a true and loyal friend to you. She’d call every week to see how you were doing. She was quite concerned. You are truly blessed to have such a good friend.” 
“I know,” Katie nodded. “I don’t know where I would be if God had not sent her into my life.” 
    	The nun swung the tray -table in front of Katie, so she could eat her breakfast. She sat at the foot of the bed and patted Katie’s leg and gave her a warm smile.smiled. “Well, I have some good news. We had a staff meeting this morning. and weWe have decided after speaking with your doctors at the University Hospital and sincethat you do not require such close medical supervision anymore., tomorrow Tomorrow you can move downstairs with the other girls. The doctors have agreed that you are stable enough that you can start doingto do things alone without our help. So, how does that sound?” 
Upon hearing the news Katie’s eyes widened and she beamed with excitement. She couldn’t contain her joy and  at the news. “Are exclaimed, “are you kidding me? That’s great! That is what I have been waiting to hearfor.” 
The nun smiled.The corners of the nun’s face lifted into a warm smile. “I thought it might make you happy.” The The nun slid off the end of the bed and stood and faced KatieKatie. . “I’ll be working tomorrow, so I’ll help you move your things down to the second floor and get you settled into your new room. And in a few weeks, I’ll take you back to the University Hospital for some further testing. to Then we’ll see how things are improving with your blood condition and if your platelets are going upincreasing.” The nun patted Katie’s leg and smiled. “You know the couple that adopted your baby has paid for your medical bills and your stay here at the maternity home. They have been so generous. They have a real concern for your welfare, and they want to help you get on with your life.”
 	Katie smiled. “Yes, they are truly special people, with wonderful qualities and compassion. Something I’m sure they will instill in my son . . . She paused for a moment. “Their son.”

*   *   *

Katie showered and changed and even put on a little make-up, something she hadn’t done in months. She wanted to look great nice for Rosa. She tried studying to take her mind off of the anticipation of seeing her friend. However, her mind kept waondering.ing. So, she summoned Sister Marie. 
 	“Sister, would it be alright if I go went downstairs to the parlor and watched TV to help fill the time?”.
“Okay, Sweet Pea. Sister Margaret is working on that floor and she will find something suitable for you to watch. I think you can walk down there without my assistance . . . Right?” 
Katie rolled her eyes. “Yes, Sister, I’m perfectly capable of going getting down there on my own.” 
“Well then, get on your way. And while you are down there, why don’t you just plan on eating lunch with the other girls?. That would be a nice change for you.” 
Katie gave her favorite nun a hug., “Yes it would. It would be a very nice change. Thank you.”

*   *   *
     	
Katie walked down the hall past the desk where Mother Superior was sitting.past the office of Mother Superior. Her door was open and Katie peeked her head in. “Good morningmorning, Mother Superior.” 

The elderly nun looked up from her work. “Well, good morning! You are looking well. I trust Sister Marie told you the good news about you being able to movinge down stairs tomorrow.” 
 	“Yes, she did and I’m looking forward to it. Well, have a good day Mother Superior,” she said replied, offering giving her a little friendly wave.
She stepped inside of the old elevator and listened to the grinding and churning as it moved laboriously down to the first floor. The only times Katie saw the first floor was were when she moved in and when she had to leave to goget to her doctor’s appointments. I think today I’ll take some time to walk around and explore this place.This time, she planned to walk around and explore. 
 	When the doors opened, she strolled down the hall to the foyer, and came uponfound two enormous, wood- paneled doors, which must have been twelve feet in heighttall. In each door was a stained-glass window of a cross. To Katie’s right was the parlor, with a couple of couches and half-a-dozen chairs. A large crucifix hung on the wall along with pictures of the stations -of -the -cross. Bulky, heavy, velvet drapes hung over the large windows holding the bright sunlight at bay. Mismatched furniture was positioned around the room, along with a TV placed in the center. 
Katie wandered into the dining room. It had a massive wooden table and benches situated in the middle of the room, that which easily sat twelve people. Positioned around the large table were four, smaller tables. The room was vast, with floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooking ed the pond. The same one that Katie saw from the window in her roomher room window. 
The sun poured through the window, bathing the room with in streams of sunbeams. The light rays bounced playfully around the room making it quite inviting.
     	I wonder where everyone is? It’s eerily quiet, but it’s Saturday morning and perhaps some of the girls slept in or decided to gowent to mass. 
She strolled down the long corridor and peeked inside the library. The scent of old books prickled her nose. She saw a couple of pregnant girls relaxing in over-sized chairs in front of the fireplace reading. 
“Excuse me,” Katie said. “Do you know where I canto find Sister Margaret?” 
One girl with short, dark hair and a pleasant face looked up and smiled. “I believe she is down the hall in the office on the right,” she said pointing in that direction.
“Thank you very much.” Katie proceeded She walked down the hall to find the nun. She knocked on the door and a crackly little soft voice from the other side told her to enter. Katie turned the handle and stepped inside. Katie She did not know the nun behind the desk very well. She had only seen her in passing in the halls. She was elderly, perhaps in her eighties. Her hands were gnarled and knotty like an old tree branch. Her face was pleasant, but , but showed wrinkled likes deep like a sun-dried raisin. 
“Yes, my dear. What can I do for you?” 
“Good morningmorning, Sister Margaret. Sister Marie gave me permission to come down to the parlor and watch television for a little while. and sheShe told me to locate find you to find a program for me to watch.” 
“Oh, I see. Isn’t your name Katie?, and aAren’t you the one who will movebe moving down to the second -floor tomorrow?” 
“Yes, I’m Katie, and I’m looking forward to the move.”
 	“I bet you are. I understand you had a pretty rough go of it for a while. It is wonderful to see you up and around and doing so much better.” 
She pushed her chair away from her desk. “Well, let’s see what we can find for you to watch, shall we?” Katie noticed that she walked bent over, and had a slight hump on her back. She reached for a cane that hung on the side of her desk. Katie opened the door for the nun and followed her down the hall. Katie felt a little bit guilty about making her walk to the parlor, because it seemed like it took a great effort for the nun to walk. The nun stopped in the hall and looked at Katie and sounded a little winded as she spoke.  
“I’m sorry dear that it takes takes me so long. I’m just not as young as I used to be.” 
Katie gave her an little empatheticic little smile. “That’s okay Sister. You just take your time. I’m not in any hurry.” 
    	After a laborious walk, the nun shuffled over to the to the Mmahogany cabinet that housed the Philco TV and turned the dial. She flipped through a few channels and asked sweetly, “would you like to watch Gilligan’s Island or the news, dearsweetheart?” 
I’m not thrilled with about either one. “Oh, I guess I’ll just watch the news. I might as well catch up on what was going on occurring in the world, since I’ve been so isolated these last few months.” And sheI wondered about Rick and Rafe over in Vietnam and what was is going on over there?.  Even though Rick abandoned her and his baby she still was concerned for his well-being. Rafe was Rosa’s nephew who fell in love with Katie when he was home on leave. 
    	The nun straightened up and rubbed her back after setting the dial to the station Katie wanted. “There, I will come backreturn in an hour. Here, is a list of some of the shows you can watch at other times and days., but However, of course, there is no television during the school day.” The nun laid the list on the table. 
“Okay Sister, thank you,” Katie she saidsmiled. Katie enjoyed the fact that she hadhaving the enormous roomentire room all to herself. She kicked her shoes off and grabbed the Afghan blanket draped over the back of the couch. and She snuggled under the warm cover and focused on the program in front of her, CBS Midday News. 
    	She picked up the piece of paper Sister Margaret laid on the coffee table with the approved list of programs to watch. Her eyes began to peruse the page, Green Acres, Beverly Hillbillies, Gilligan’s Island, My Three Sons, Doris Day Show, Bonanza, Gunsmoke, The Flying Nun, but of course, I Dream of Jeannie, Leave It to Beaver, Carol Burnett Show, The Dick Van Dyke Show, Flipper, The Real McCoysMcCoys, The Lucy Show, Dennis the Menace, Mr. Ed, The Walt Disney Wonderful World of Color. Katie remembered some of the shows that she used to watched at home. Her mother always had the television setTV on, but since Katie started working at the diner, she never had much time to enjoy TV. 
    	Katie listened to the news program. The announcer gave the commentarycommented in a stern, authoritative voice. “The Enemy enemy attacked an allied air base in Dông Ha; casualties were reported. Casualties were reported from enemy shelling of Saigon. Thirty Vietnam cities and allied bases were shelled. Secretary of State, Dean Rusk warned North Vietnam of political and military consequences if indiscriminate shelling continued. On March 7, the Marines sent over 3,500 troops to South Vietnam. “One thing to be thankful for,” the announcer went on to continued, say, “the unemployment is at 3.3%.”
Katie stared at the mayhem of the news clips of Vietnam protesters and civil rights unrest. Her face was clouded with uneasinessanxiety. They called it, “Bloody Sunday” the announcer reported. “State and local police with Billy Clubs and tear gas, attacked six hundred civil rights marchers.” It all 
It was a sad state of affairs. After a while, Katie couldn’t stand watching all the brutality and decided to turned on to Gilligan’s Island. Sister Margaret came back inreturned about an hour later, as she had promised. 
“Well, did you enjoy watching TV dear?” the nun asked.She asked. 
Katie sighed. “Not really Sister; everything that’s going on in the world seems so depressing.” 
 	“I know honey. Unfortunately, this is life’s realitythis is the reality of life. We all need to pray for peace and better days. 
    	“On a brighter note,” the nun offered.replied. “I know they are getting ready to serve lunch in a little while. Would you like to walk down with me to the dining room?” 
“Yes, I would. “I’m getting a little hungry.”

*   *   *

Katie escorted the elderly nun down the hallway to the dining room, making sure not to move too swiftlyfast. When they entered the room, they saw some of the other girls setting the table and getting things ready for lunch. 
Katie counted ten other girls in various stages of pregnancy. Some she knew from her classes, and some must have just arrived within the last few days. A few of the girls were younger like Katie, and there were others who looked as if like they were in their twenties. Girls come and go. None of them ever stayedhave stayed as long as Katie hasd.  The girls are expected to leave usually within a couple of weeks after giving birth. It was different for Katie with her medical problems. Katie She walked up to one of the girls and gave her a warm smile.smiled. “Do you need some help?” 
The young woman  seemedlooked to be in her early twentieslike she was in her twenties and smiled. “No, I think we have it covered. Why don’t you sit down and we will bring out the food in just a bita couple of minutes.” 
It thrilled Katie to be in the company of all the girls. A nice change after being isolated in her room for so long. All the girls pitched in and helped worked at the maternity home, in part to help pay for their stay there. They cooked, cleaned, and did laundry. In the summer, they planted a garden and canned the fruits of their labor. After lunch, Katie helped the girls clear the dishes and clean the kitchen. 

*   *   *  

SheWhen she finished in the kitchen she returned to her room for a short nap before Rosa’s arrival. She still tired easily. Katie pulled her drapes closed and laid lay down on the bed to wait for her friend. After a brief snooze, she heard Sister Marie’s voice. 
“Sweet Pea, wake -up. Your friend is down in the parlor waiting to see you.” Katie bolted out of bed too fast and got a little dizzy and had to sit down until she cleared her head. 
“Now, take it easy sweetheart. We don’t need want you falling and bumping your head in your condition that which could be fatal. I know you are very excited, but move a little slower until you get your wits about you.” . 
Katie was appeared a little dazed. “Wow, that was weird. I’m just going to sit here for a little bit.”while.” 
After a couple of minutes, Katie felt composed again. “Okay, I think I’m fine. Can I go now?” 
The nun took her pulse and blood pressure and looked into her eyes. “Yes, I think you are fine. Just take it easy.” 
“I will.” 

*   *   *

She walkedShe walked down down the long corridor hallway and went toward the front of the house and the parlor where her friend was waiting. When she walked into the parlorroom, Rosa was looking out the window over at the grounds. Katie squealed with delight. “Oh, my God Rosa, is it really you?” 
Rosa turned and ran towards KatieRosa embraced Katie and gave her awith a loving hug loving hug. Rosa cried and choked on her words. “Katie it is so good to see you. It’s been so long! I sure have missed you!” She wept. 
 	“I missed you too,” she Katie said in between sobs. “There were so many times I wished you were with me.” After several minutes of crying and stroking each other’s faces and hair, they composed themselves and sat down on the couch, and started talking.  
    	“Joe sends youyou, his love. He would have liked to come, but as you know, someone has to be at the diner. He is always tellsing the customers how much he misses his little Katie.” 
“Oh Rosa, that is so sweet. I miss him too. I can’t wait until I canto leave this place, get back to work, and go to college.” 
“I know honey. We want you back as soon as possible, but that depends on your blood condition. However, you seem to be doing pretty well.” She smiled. 
Katie nodded. “I’m stronger every day. I still get tired easily, but not as bad much as before, and no more bleeding.” 
    	Rosa had only gotten a very brief, condensed version of Katie’s health, when she called to the maternity home every week to check on her. So, Katie began to telltold her the whole story.
“Rosa I really wanted to keep my baby, but with my weakened health and not knowing whether I would live or die, I made the heartbreaking decision to give him up for adoption. I was too weak to even take care of myself. The day I went into labor we had that tremendous blizzard. There weren’t any ambulances to take me to the hospital, so Sister Marie and Mother Superior had to drive me.”
“I remember that storm with the high winds and tons of snow. That must have been terrifying to drive in.” Rosa frowned.  
Katie nodded. “of wanting to keep the baby and then due to her illness deciding to give him up for adoption. She told her about the journey to the hospital in the snowstormWe had an avalanche of snow blocking the road. We turned around and headed back to the little diner we had stopped at which was only about five miles from the hospital, but we couldn’t get through.. I needed my specialist and blood transfusions to survive otherwise I could have died of a cerebral hemorrhage. Finally, some young interns stopped by the diner and rigged this sleigh behind their snowmobile and got me to the hospital in time. My platelets were extremely low, but by the grace of God, I’m still here. I guess he still has work for me to do.” She chuckled.
“Katie your story is amazing. You are truly a miracle.” Rosa said giving her hand a loving pat.
About theShe proceeded to tell her about the wonderful people who adopted her son, and how they helped her with her medical bills and money for college. She explained how her son would grow up on a small farm with all kinds of animals and even have his own pony one day. The baby’s new dad was a doctor and the baby’s new mother was a teacher. She quit her job to stay home and take care of the baby. They talkedThe conversation flowed for hours., getting caughtThey got caught up on every detail that went on in each of their lives over the last few of months.
	To change the topic, Katie asked, “Rosa, how is Rafe?”
	“He is doing fine. His deployment to Vietnam has gottenwas delayed. delayed. He asks about you all the time , and says he misses you. Katie, when are you going towill you tell him about the baby?”
	“I know Rosa. Now, that my son has been adopted and my health is getting better I need to sit down and write him a letter and tell him everything.”
	“I just can’t help but feel that he will never think of me the same way again. Rosa, he really deserves someone better than me.”
	“Katie don’t be so hard on yourself. Rafe just might surprise you. Look how afraid you were to tell Joe and me, and look at how that all turned out. You need to put everything out in the open and see where it goes.”
	Katie hung her head. “I know . . . he deserves to know the truth. 
    	Rosa looked at her watch. “Oh my gosh, I didn’t realize it was that late. Joe is going towill kill me! I need to get back to the diner for the dinner hour.” 
    	“Katie, it has been lovely seeing you and knowing you are getting better. I can’t wait until you are backreturn home. Do you know when that might be?” 
Katie shrugged and frowned. “Not really. I have a follow-up appointment in a few weeks and they will do more blood tests to check my platelets. Until they reach a low, normal level they won’t allow me to do much and I still run the risk of a cerebral hemorrhage with the low platelets. So, I have to be careful yet.”very careful.” 
Rosa nodded in agreement. “Well then, I will come backreturn in a few weeks to see you and see how you are progressing.” 
The two women embraced tightly; their arms wrapped around each other as if they couldn't bear to separate. Their hug conveyed a deep bond. Katie, feeling a mix of emotions, slowly walked towards the window. She leaned against the frame; her eyes fixed on her friend who was driving away. As the car made its way down the driveway and disappeared through the gate, Katie could help but feel a pang of sadness.The two women hugged each other like they didn’t want to let go. Katie went to the window to watch her friend drive down the driveway and out the gate.
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Katie and Sister Marie moved her things down to the second floor on Sunday. Katie and the other girls enjoyed wandering back and forth forth to between each other’s rooms and chatting. It was such a nice change for Katie after from being isolated for so long and after battling her a serious illness. It was sort of like a big sorority house for fallen women. They all had compelling stories to share of about how they got pregnant and what they planned to do after they gave birth.
Katie went started back to school on Monday. She could work at her own pace and move ahead faster. The faster she could move the preliminary classes out of the way, the further ahead she would be when she started college. She made good use of her time at the home. 

*   *   *  

The next few weeks flew by for Katie,, especially with having so many new friends around. There was always girl talk going on and when Katie wasn’t involved in that she was studying. 
Sister Marie stopped by her room one day. “Hi, Sweet Pea. I just stopped by to remind you that I will take you to the University Hospital tomorrow for your follow- up with your specialist. I want you to know that I have been lighting candles and praying for a good positive outcome.” 
Katie walked over and hugged the compassionate nun. “Thank you, Sister. I certainly appreciate that. I have been prayingprayed too.” 
“Okay then, I will be down here at 8 am and we will be on our way,” the nun said, patting Katie’s cheek. “Good night, my dear.” 
“Good nightnight, Sister.”

*   *   *

The next morning Sister Marie was on time and Katie was dressed and ready to goleave. They exchanged chitchat in the car on the ride way to the hospital. After about an hour’s ride, the car pulled up in front of the hospital. “Well, here we are,” Sister Marie said as she drove around the circular drive of the massive hospital’s circle drive. “I’m going to drop you off at the front door and go park the car.”
Katie went walked up to the counter and checked in. A few minutes later a nurse called her name and escorted her down the hall to her hematologist’s office, Doctor Marcus. Katie pulled a chair in front of his Mahogany mahogany desk. A few minutes later a smiling, handsome Dr. Marcus entered the room. “Well, young lady, how are you doing?” 
Katie returned a warm smile.d. “I’m getting stronger every day. I hope I can leave the maternity home and go backreturn to my real home.” 
“Well, I hope that too. And I guess the only way we are going able to know is to take some of that blood of yours.” There was a slight knock at the door. “Ah, there they are now. Come in.” 
 	The lab technician came into the room with her vials to fill. A routine Katie was has become very familiar with since this whole ordeal began. When the lab technician finished, the doctor patted Katie’s hand. “Why don’t you and Sister Marie get some lunch and by the time you are done, hopefully, we will have the results back?.” 

*   *   *

They went walked down to the cafeteria and chose a table by the window and enjoyed the nice spring day. The snow had disappeared, and the trees had started to bud. Spring had finally arrived, bringing with it a sense of renewal and hope.  It was a time of rebirth and new beginnings, for Katie, as well she hoped. They finished their lunch and decided to taketook a little stroll outside and to enjoy the nice sunny weather. Then,After a leisurely walk around the grounds, they walked headed back to Dr. Marcus’’s office. After a brief wait, Katie was called into his office, along with Sister Marie. Dr. Marcus was looking at the lab report when they entered his office. He looked up and smiled. “Well young lady, the good news is your platelet count has gone upincreased.” Katie started jumping bounced in her seat and clappeding her hands. 
“However, the bad news is,” the doctor went on to say, “it’s notit hasn’t gone up as high as we would like it to be. There is concern that over the fact you are still still at risk for a cerebral hemorrhage. You have to continue to be exceedingly extremely careful and take it easy. You need to get plenty of rest. 
Sister, is it still possible she can stay with you a while longer? I would feel so much better knowing there is nursing staff nearby and someone looking over after her.” 
“Yes, doctor. Katie can stay as long as she needs to.” 
The doctor patted the nun on the shoulder. “That’s wonderful. You need to keep an eye on her, so she doesn’t try and over do things. I’m afraid if she went back to her old environment, she’d be pushing herself too hard.”
“I will doctor. I’ll keep a close eye on her,” she winked.
    	The doctor spoke to Katie in an markedly empatheticic tone. “I know this is not the news you wanted to hear, but you are recovering from a serious illness. It can take months, up to a year, before your platelet count is back to normal. You are just going towill have have to be patient. You have come so far and overcome so many hurdles. We don’t want to take any chances at this stage of recovery.” The disappointment on her face was undeniable. He reached for her hand.  “Just remember, they have gone up. That’s good news. We will set another appointment for you and see where things are in a few weeks. I know it’s harddifficult, but just hang in there. We are going iheading in the right direction.” Katie weakly smiled,sighed, nodded, and reluctantly agreed. 
Katie was silent on the way home and stared out the window. Sister Marie tried to focus on the bright side. Katie listened politely and offered an occasional uh-huh. After a while, Katie grew tired and drifted off to sleep for the rest of the ride back to the maternity home. 

*   *   *  

The next day Rosa planned to see Katie and find outlearn about her progress. Katie had hoped she could have told her that her things were packed, and she was ready to go home . . . sadly not this time. Katie didn’t socialize much with the girls that night. She just went returned to her room and studied.
    	The next morning Katie helped prepare breakfast and lunch. She had some time to kill before Rosa arrived and didn’t feel like studying, so she thought that she would go to the parlor and watch some television for a while. The nun on duty went walked with her to the parlor and flipped on the TV. She turned the channel selector around and came upon found the news again., and Katie figured she might as well see what is going onwas going on  in the world. The war in Vietnam’s war raged on. Dead bodies where camecoming home by the thousands. Protesters around the country were makingmade their disdain for the war known with protests in on the streets. The news -caster informed the listeners, Doctor Dr. Martin Luther King Jr., led 3,200 civil rights activists in a third march from Selma, Alabama to the Capital in Montgomery. NASA launched the first 2-person crew into orbit. The spacecraft was called The Molly Brown, and he talked about putting a man on the moon in a few years. It seemed to Katie thought the world had gone gotten crazy. Every timeWhenever she saw news clips of the war in Vietnam War, she wondered about if Rick if he werewas over there and if he was dead or alive. Even though Rick had deserted her when he found out she was pregnant, she never wished him any harm. She wondered if he ever thought about her and the baby. She thought that when she left the maternity home, she would call Lisa, her best friend, and see if she could give her any news. 
Ding-dong, she heard the door-bell ring. She snapped off the TV and walked toward the front and swung open the massive wooden door. The Rosa stood at the door with a welcoming smile. The two women leaped leapt into each other’s arms. After a tearful hello they headed to . Katie led Rosa into the parlor. 
“Have a seatseat, Rosa.” Katie said pointing to a floral chair. “I have some bad news.” When she tried to speak her voice wavered. “My tests results, only showed a slight improvement, not enough to get me out of here.” She shrugged in resignation. “I am’m so disappointed.”
 Rosa took Katie’s hand. “Oh honey, I’m so sorry to hear that. I know how much you would likewant to come home. But I understand the doctor’s concern. You are dealing with a very serious illness and you need specialized care. But they’ve gone upincreased, so that is encouraging.,”
“I guess you’re right. I’m just going toI’ll have to be patient. I really am thankful that I’m even still alive. I guess God has some more work for me to do.”
     	“Rosa, I wonder every day how my little boy is doing and the what new and exciting things he is doing learning.”now?”
“Katie, I never want you to doubt that you did the right thingyour decision. I’m sure that the doctor and his wife who adopted him are taking very good care of him, and loving him to pieces.”  Katie appreciated her friend’s valiant efforts to try and make her feel better, but no words could fill up the hole she had in her heart for her son. 
     	After several hours of pleasant conversation, Rosa stood from her chair and reached for Katie’s hand. “Well, my dear, I must get going.go. I need to get back and help Joe.” Katie stood to give her a hug.hugged her. Rosa walked towards the door and stopped, and turned to face Katie. “Oh, by the way, I almost forgot to tell you. I haven’t had a vacation in the last six years., so Joe is making meinsists I go to Italy for a few months to visit our Aunt Mary and other relatives and. My my mother is going also.joining me. My other Sister sister Angela will come and help Joe at the diner while I’m gone.not there. So, I won’t be able to visit for a while.       
     	Katie beams.ed. “Italy, wow! Maybe you will find a nice handsome Italian man over there too.” 
She giggled. 
Rosa waved her finger. in the air. “No, that is not on my itinerary. I just want some rest and relaxation and to visit my family. It has been a long time since my mother has been back tovisited the old country. I want to do this for her while she is still in good health.” 
Katie nodded. “Well, you certainly deserve a nice vacation, and I’m sure your mother will is going to love seeing her family.”
“I’m goingI’ll to write to Rafe this week. I waited to see what the doctor had to say. I hoped I could layer in some good news of when I would be getting get out of here, but I guess that won’t be the case.
“That’s good terrific sweetheart. . I’m sure my nephew will be happy to hear from you. And it will be good for you to clear the air and get everything out in the open.”
They walked arm and arm to the front door. Katie gave Rosa a gigantic hug. “Make sure you send me a post card from Italy.” 
Rosa gave her a kissed her on the cheek. “I will certainly do that. I will also bring something special back for you too.” 
    	Katie was happy her friend was getting a much-needed vacation , but was a little sad she wouldn’t get to see her again for months. Katie stood in the doorway and watched her friend get into her car and drive away. She waved and blew her a kiss goodbye. Katie knew it was going towould be a long couple of months, waiting to see if her next test results improved and waiting for her friend to return. Little did she know over the next couple of months she would go on atake her on a roller-coaster ride of emotions, taking her to the depths of sadness and despair and then to the pinnacle of joy and happiness.ppiness.
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Katie's room held a wooden desk adorned with carvings and initials left behind by the girls who had occupied the space before her. As she traced her fingertips over these markings, a sense of connection to those who came before her washed over her. The desk, with its tangible reminders of the past, became a symbol of shared experiences and stories. However, it was not just the desk that held sentimental value to Katie. Resting against her chest was a half-heart necklace, a precious memento engraved with the word "Forever." The other half of the heart was given to her son’s adoptive parents in the hope they would share it with him one day bearing the inscription "My Love." This act symbolized a deep bond between mother and child, as well as the hope that one day their halves would be reunited, making them whole again.    	Katie ran her finger tips over the carvings and initials in the little wooden desk in her room from all the girls that sat there before her. Then she touched the half-heart necklace she wore engraved with the words “Forever.” The other half she sent with her son in hopes someday the two halves would be united and whole once again Sadly, the likelihood of that happening went against all odds. In a closed adoption, the process of connecting biological parents with their child is hindered. Closed adoptions, also known as confidential adoptions, restrict contact and information exchange between birth parents and adoptive families. 
. Katie She stared out the window as she fingered the half-heart necklace as she gazed out the window searching for the words to put on paperwrite in the letter to Rafe. Then she picked up a pen and began to write. The ink flowed smoothly onto the pristine white paper, forming words that danced across the lines. Her thoughts unfolded effortlessly as she poured her heart onto the letter. She picked up a pen and began to write.
	Dear Rafe,
	I’m so glad that you haven’t been sent over to that awful war yet. Perhaps, if you can keep getting delayed the war will end soon, ha. I admire and respect you so much for what you are doing. I have never met a man with so much honor and integrity. You are a very special person.
	The time we shared together was incredible and it will always be a treasured memory for me. But I’m afraid what I am about to tell you will change your perception of me. I wasn’t honest with you. I will understand if you will never think of me in the same way .that you did. I do believe that you deserve someone more worthybetter than me. I do not want to keep you hanging on to some misguided hope that there could be a future for us based on a lie. Once you hear the truth you may not want to ever speak to me  again. Whatever feelings of animosity you may have towards me are will be well- founded. 
I told you a little bit about my stormy relationship with Rick and his drinking problem. What I failed to tell reveal to you was that after a night of drinking, the alcohol took over his common sense., and heHe rapped me, which resulted in me getting pregnant. When you met me, I was pregnantwas expecting Rick’s child. with Rick’s child. After he found out I was pregnant he didn’t want anything to do with the baby or me. He used his draft notice as his excuse, and babbled something to me about not being ready for that kind of responsibility yet. 
My Mother mother wasn’t going towouldn’t allow me to have a child out of wedlock; so, she made an appointment with some butcher in Chicago to get rid of it, as she put it. Thank God I was able to escaped before they could harm hurt my baby. I ran and ran and ran, and that is how I found Rosa’s and Joe’s dinerDiner. What a Godsend that was. 
I was afraid that if Rosa and your dad found out about the baby, they would reject me. and I would be without a job or a place to live, and I needed to hang on to both as long as I could. So, I decided to prolong telling them the truth as long as possible.
Then, you entered the picture. I couldn’t tell you for fear you would tell them. That’s why I said I wanted to keep things simple and uncomplicated. I didn’t intend on falling for you but I did. But I thought once you left and went went back to your air force base that would be the end of everything. You would go continue on with your life and I would go oncontinue with mine.
Then, another twist got thrown into the mix. The day you left I ended up in the hospital. I was bleeding internally and was diagnosed with thrombocytopenia. A serious bleeding disorder. I ultimately had to tell Rosa the truth. It was a great complete surprise to me that Rosa and Joe have beenwere very understanding and loving, which I am grateful for. 
Though, I wanted to keep my son and raise him myself my illness prevented me from doing so. And I came to the conclusionconcluded that giving him to two wonderful parents who could provide for him in a way I never could was the loving thing to do. It broke my heart, but I know he is better off.
So, you see I’m not the girl you thought I was, and I’m not the same girl you wanted to build a future with. 
I’m so sorry I deceived you., but However, at the time my first priority was my baby and I had to do what I did to protect him. I was so scared. I have been rejected by people all of my life. and I was afraid that if the truth came out, I’d be rejected again and sent on my way. And the longer I could prolong that the more time it bought allowed me to save money and figure out another plan.
I know our relationship was based on a lie and I won’t even ask for your forgiveness. I know I don’t deserve it. I will say that I am truly sorry; you deserved better. I think you are a charming, funny, and a loving. man. And I’m honored to have spent those magical weeks with you.
I will continue to pray for your safety and well-being. I hope that you will continue to wear the Saint Christopher medal I gave you for your protection. 
Thank you for allowing me to come to know the wonderful man that you are. 
God bless your life journey,.
Kat
“There! That was one of the most difficult letters I have ever written. I hope he finds himself a wonderful girl worthy of the good man that he is..” She reached into her drawer and retrieved an envelope and addressed it with to the address Rosa had given her. She put a stamp on it and headed down to the mailbox. She was just about to drop it in the box and paused and held it to her heart. Sheto reflected on the times they had shared. Her vision blurred from her thoughts. She drew the envelope to her lips and let it rest there for a moment then kissed it goodbye. “Goodbye, my love.” She said in a hush of a whisperwhispered and dropped it into the box. 
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Though Katie didn’t find her current situation ideal she enjoyed her time on the floor with the other girls. Her sorority sisters of sorts were in various stages of pregnancy or had recently given birth. Through conversations and shared experiences, she formed genuine friendships with them. These friendships were meaningful and provided Katie with a support system during this challenging period of her life. During Katie’s lengthy stay and recuperation, she got to know some of the girls quite well and formed some genuine friendships. 
     	Even though, the kind family that had adopted Katie’s son paid for all of her bills, she still wanted to help out around the maternity home as much as she could. She felt it was the fair thing to do. At night, the girls would gowandered  back and forth to between each other’s rooms. They would talk and share stories of about how they had gottengot to where they were. It was kindred liketo a big pajama party, a sorority house of sorts, but these were not happy times for these girls and young women. Nevertheless, they all shared a common bond. They found comfort and strength from in one another, and that is all that they had in this tumultuous time . . . each other. All oOutside contact was terminated prohibited until they delivered their baby. 
    	Many were rejected by the baby’s father and often by their own families. They were sequestered, to reflect on the shame they had brought to themselves and to their families. They were pressured to do the right thing, and that meant they should givegiving their baby up for adoption. These were exceptionally stressful and difficult times for these young women. Their souls were mortally wounded and their minds ravaged with shame and guilt.   
    	Unmarried, white girls and women filled a demand in the adoption market for healthy, Caucasian babies. They were the producedrs of a valuable commodity. The nuns, social workers, and their parents, warned them by no meansnot to tell anyone about this episode of their life.lives. When they left the maternity home, they were told to resume their life lives as if it had never happened. How could they have a piece of their heart ripped from them and ever still be expected to be the same? Yet, this is what had beenwas drilled into these young women’s minds. “Just forget about it, and pretend like it never happened,” they were told. 
This pretense was something some of these women carried with them to their graves never to be spoken of again. Yet, the pain and suffering were constantcontinued throughout the rest of their lives., and theyThey kept it hidden away within the confines of their minds. There could be no verbal release to of the pain they felttheir pain. They suffered in silence. If these girls got pregnant while they were in high school, they would be expelled. So, they left quietly in the dark of the night. They were ostracized for their sin and in turn it further diminished their self- worth. Most girls felt that whatever blame or reprimand they received they deserved. For somehow, it was their entire fault. Little fault was ever laid at the father’s feet. He could walk away from the whole situation virtually unscathed, and go on to live his life unblemished, without the girl and his child if that is what he chose to do, and many did. 
    	However, for the young womenwoman, it was predetermined that her parents would pack her up and send her to a maternity home. This was right before she stated started showing. Parents went to great great lengths to hide their daughter’s mistake from family and friends. To absolve her of her sin she was sent away. Hidden from society, totally alone, and abandoned by everyone she loved. They were dropped off on a stranger’s doorstep, to bear the burden of their shame . . . alone. They’d watched as their parents drove drove off, without so much as awithout a glance back.  towards them. Frightened, they gripped the handled of their suitcase and walked up the stairs. Hence, they began to serve their sentence for the vile deed they committed. Their soul was heavily burdened by carrying their “Secrets of the Heart.” “heart of shame,” a stigma they’d carry with them for the rest of their lives. They would be forever known as the woman, who “got herself pregnant,” a title that shifted all the blame onto the woman and away from the man. They labored to give birth, but they would labored the rest of their lives to find forgiveness also. 
    	The 1960’s Sixties were an era of considerable social upheaval. The Vietnam War, Women’s Liberation, Sexual Revolution, and the Civil Rights Movement. The sexual revolution did not apply to these women. Many of them walked into the maternity home as young girls, but all walked left out as mothers. , even if unsanctioned. Their lives were forever changed. These young women got pregnant, not because they were promiscuous, but because they were naïve. Most girls became pregnant with their first sexual romantic partner, some from their mere firsta single sexual sexual experience.
     	In 1958, there was a study done of on unwed mothers. It found evidence of severe emotional deprivation and absent relationships with fathers appeared as a rather routine finding among these girls. The most typical pattern appeared to be a weak father and a hypochondriac and controlling mother, or a strong but neglectful father and a frustrated mother. In response to this family dysfunction, the unmarried, pregnant girl constructed a neurotic base. This was , a symptom of an unresolved love-hate parental relationship originating in early childhood. 
Understanding how the family dynamics could lead a girl, or woman to premarital sex and pregnancy, left many to wonder, why did these problems manifest themselves in pregnancy? Many theorists concluded that self-punishment was at the heart of the matter. It seems that the girl is using her body, particularly her reproductive organs, as the tool with which to hurt herself.  Single, pregnant women and girls, were theoretically motivated to punish themselves as an affirmation to the rejections that they suffered from one or both parents. 
The world of mMaternity homes conjure d up images of scary, gothic Gothic dwellings obscured hidden from the community. Set on the fringes of society, hidden behind closed curtains and high spiked fences. It was shrouded in shame and mystery to the outside world, much like an insane asylum, or leper colony. The girls and women behind the doors were surrounded by a mystery and mystique, and misconceived notions of them.It was a mystery and mystique, and misconceived notions of the girls and women who lived behind the curtains.
Katie saw a wide variety of girls walk through Our Mother of Sorrows’ doors, and they all had the same scared, blank expression. They seemed lost and afraid, when they entered the house of shame and all left with unspoken hearts.
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Katie settled into a daily routine on the second floor, getting up early to go to church and asking for divine guidance for her life. After church, she’d help in the kitchen with breakfast preparations, and then head to school. The warm spring weather drew Katie’s attention away from the classroom to the apple blossoms starting to unfurrow their delicate pink color on the trees outside her window. With new life blooming all around her, it was difficult for her to stay focused.
“Katie. Katie! The nun tapped her ruler on her desk. Katie looked away from the window and back at the nun. 
“I’m sorry, Sister. What did you say?”
“I asked you to come up to the blackboard to calculate that last problem for the class.” Katie brought her focus to the situation at hand.

*   *   *

	The girls were not allowed to leave the property, but they could go outside and walk around the massive grounds. In the spring, they planted a garden. Of course, every girl had her limitations on what she could do depending on her stage of pregnancy. 
    	The likable Mexican groundskeeper and handyman named Jose enjoyed showing the girls how to plant and care for the garden. The young women learned how to prepare delicious meals from their gardening efforts. 
    	Jose looked to be in his mid-fifties. His face was weathered from the sun with deep furrows and wrinkles and his skin had a leathery texture. He was small in stature, with coco-colored skin and deep, rich chocolate-colored eyes. His English was limited but he knew enough to get by. He would even teach the girls Spanish here and there. He was a kind-hearted man who empathized with the girls’ situation and the girls all loved his kind demeanor.

*   *   *
	
Katie passed Sister Marie in the hall. “Good morning, Sister.”
	The nun smiled. “Good morning, Katie. You look well today.”
	“Getting stronger day-by-day. As a matter of fact, I’m feeling so good today that I’m planning to take a little walk around the grounds. I’ll see you later.”
	“Yes, it is a lovely day for that. Enjoy yourself,” the nun said with a wave. 
     	The apple orchard is lined with tall sturdy trees, their branches heavily laden with delicate white and pink blossoms. Katie strolled this Sunday afternoon through the rows of Jonathan’s, McIntosh’s, and Red Delicious. Her olfactory senses were delighted by the orchard’s aromatic scents. The fall produced an abundance of tangy, succulent, crisp apples in a rainbow of colors, red, yellow, and green. The tart apples, coated in buttery brown sugar, made superb apple pies. A grape arbor also tickled her palate. Clusters of purple orbs, encased in a semi-translucent skin, bursting with flavor with each tantalizing bite, made scrumptious jellies and jams. 
    	Katie observed a handful of egg-producing hens clucking, and strutting, around the grounds pecking at the earth on their daily excursion. Jose and the girls rounded up the fowl at night to put them in the coop. To keep them away from predators that might enjoy a chicken entrée as their evening meal. The girls hated the strong fetor the coop emitted and were happy when the door was shut, but loved having fresh eggs in the morning for breakfast.
A couple of cows named Daisy and Betsy provided fresh milk, rich creamery butter, and hand-churned ice cream. The chores were executed under the supervision and watchful eye of Jose. 
Now that Katie’s health was improving, she looked forward to the extra activities that would bring variety and interest back into her life. Besides the girls’ regular school lessons, there were sewing and knitting classes. They had classes on social graces and art classes, but no classes on motherhood. Social workers never talked about what services might be available if they wanted to keep their baby. They were lambasted if they even mentioned the idea. Adoption was the only answer to their grave predicament they were told.

*   *   *
     	
Sister Marie summoned Katie to stay after class one day. “Katie you are doing outstanding work in all of your classes. I’m very proud of you. So proud as a matter of fact, I had a talk with Mother Superior about you.”  
Katie wrinkled her forehead and pinched her eyebrows together. “What do you mean?” 
“Well Katie, we know you want to become a nurse and we think you will make a fine one. We would like to give you some first-hand experience and allow you to work on the medical floor, so you can see how things are done. Katie’s mouth dropped open.
“I spoke with your doctor and he said it would be fine.” Katie clapped her hands and did a happy dance. The nun raised her hand to slow Katie’s enthusiasm. “He wants you to start slow. Then, if all goes well, you can increase the hours. Our main focus is still on your health and if at any time, we see it is wearing you down, you will need to cut back. Well Sweet Pea, what do you think? Would this be something you might like to do?” 
Katie squealed. “Yes, yes, yes, it is something I would love to do! When can I start?” 
“We thought we would let you start tomorrow night after supper, if that’s alright with you?” 
 “That would be great. Thank you so much for this opportunity. I won’t let you down.” 
The nun looked her straight in the eye with a raised brow and warned. “Now, this won’t be all fun and games. You will have to take the dirty linens down to the laundry room and wash them. You will bring food trays for the girls. You will have to clean rooms and make beds. You will learn how to record charts and take blood pressure. Eventually, you can help in the nursery by changing diapers, feeding the babies, and bathing them. If you are here long enough, in time, you will help assist with delivery.” 
Katie’s excitement was palpable. “I don’t care, whatever you want me to do I’ll do it. I’m just so happy to be given this opportunity.” She ran to the nun and gave her a big hug.
“Well, now that’s settled, I guess you better go downstairs and help the girls prepare dinner. I feel really hungry tonight. Scoot,” the nun said. 
Katie scooped up her books, “Okay Sister, I’m on my way. Thanks again for all the nice things you do for me. You are one of God’s angels here on earth.” 
The nun chuckled and waved her off with her hand. “Go on now, get going on that dinner.” 
Katie left the nun’s office and skipped down the hall to the elevator. She hadn’t felt this excited in a long time. She felt like she had a purpose again. Life isn’t perfect. It never was, but it wasn’t so bad either. She could only imagine it getting better. 

*   *   *
    	 
Katie headed to her room and placed her books on her desk and took the stairs down to the first floor to the kitchen. 
There were fifteen girls in the home now and four of them were up on the maternity floor. Katie entered the kitchen ready to help. The girls were busy chopping, peeling, and boiling water, and other various tasks in preparation for dinner. This was all under Sister Ann’s watchful eye an elderly nun in her eighties. She filled in when the regular cook had a day off. 
She sat on a stool in the kitchen and orchestrated the dinner like a maestro. Her cane was the maestro’s baton. She conducted her nightly performance with masterly precision. The sounds of the kitchen were evocative of an orchestra warming up before a nightly performance. Pots, pans, dishes, and utensils were instruments. The elderly nun set the tempo by executing clear preparations, which shaped the sound of the ensemble. Every stir of the wooden spoon hitting the sides of the big metal pot created the heavy beat of a bass drum. Reminiscent of clanging cymbals was the rise and fall of the lid hitting the boiling pot. The fluidity and rapidity of the chop, chop, chop, and sound of the knife pounding the chopping board were suggestive of one pounding a keyboard on a piano. The teapot whistled its tune like a Reed section tuning up. The clanging of glasses made musical chimes to the ear. She waved her hands in one direction to explain and then pointed her cane at something else. The girls followed the nun’s every command. The kitchen was alive with delightful sounds and made for beautiful music to all who entered. The kitchen was huge, spacious enough for a dozen girls with room to spare. A commercial stove and oven accommodated the many meals produced in the home. A spacious, cutting block counter provided work space for preparations. Shiny pots and pans hung from the wrought iron potholder attached to the ceiling. A large commercial-size refrigerator, along with a small walk-in freezer kept many foods fresh. A room right off the kitchen, about 10’x12’ in size, was the pantry where they kept canned goods, rice, and other non-perishables. 
     	Katie entered the kitchen and greeted the girls with a warm smile. “Well, what can I do to help?” 
One of the girls looked up from her task. Her name was Diane, and she was about eight months pregnant. She had a teasing tone in her voice. “Oooh, Katie had to stay after school. She must have been bad. What did you do Katie?” 
The other girls all chimed in, “Yeah what did you do Katie?”  
   	 Katie’s face split like a ripe melon. “Well ladies, Sister Marie offered me a job on the medical floor since I’m going into nursing. I’m so excited! I can’t wait.” She giggled and clapped her hands together childlike. 
The girls applauded and offered hugs and congratulations. After a few minutes of congratulations and well wishes, Sister Ann cleared her throat and tapped her cane on the floor. 
“Girls, girls, settle down, and let’s get back to tonight’s dinner,” she said glancing over at Katie. “Katie, I think it is wonderful that you can work on the medical floor. It will be a fantastic experience for you and I know you will do an outstanding job. She tapped her cane on the floor two times. “Now grab those potatoes and start peeling. We have dinner to finish.” 
Katie hugged the elderly nun. “Thank you, Sister, I’ll get right on those potatoes.” She flashed a warm smile and picked up the peeler.
    	During the rest of the dinner preparations, there was chitchat about Katie’s new job. Some of the other girls shared what they wanted to do when they left, but none wanted to be a nurse like Katie. When supper was ready the nuns came into the dining room and sat down. The majority of the conversation focused on Katie’s new job. Everyone was genuinely happy for her. After dinner, Katie hurried to her room with a newfound passion for her schoolwork. She knew that all of her time and effort would pay off in the future. She settled down at her desk for a long night of studying.
Then, she looked to the heavens. As the saying goes, “when life gives you lemons make lemonade,” and I’m planning to make vats of it.
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Katie settled into a nice routine on the second floor, getting up early to go to church asking for divine guidance for her life. After church, she’d help in the kitchen with breakfast preparations, and then she headed off to school. The warm, spring weather drew Katie’s attention away from the classroom to the apple blossoms starting to unfurrow their delicate pink beauty on the trees outside her window. With new life blooming all around her, it was difficult for her to stay focused.
“Katie. Katie! The nun tapped her ruler on her desk. Katie looked away from the window and back at the nun. 
“I’m sorry sister. What did you say?”
“I asked you to come up to the blackboard to calculate that last problem to the class.” Katie brought her focus to the situation at hand.

*   *   *

	The girls were not allowed to leave the property, but they could go outside and walk around the grounds and the grounds were vast. In the spring, they were allowed to plant a garden. Of course, every girl had her limitations on what she was able to do depending on her stage of pregnancy. 
    	The likeable, Mexican grounds keeper and handy-man named Jose, enjoyed showing the girls how to plant and take care of the garden. The young women learned how to prepare flavorsome meals from their gardening efforts. 
    	Jose looked to be in his mid-fifties. His face was weathered from the sun with deep furrows and wrinkles and his skin had a leathery texture. He was small in stature, with coco colored skin and deep, rich chocolate eyes. His English was limited but he knew enough to get by. He would even teach the girls some Spanish here and there. He was a kind-hearted man who empathized with the girls’ situation and the girl’s all loved his kind demeanor.

*   *   *
	
Katie passed Sister Marie in the hall. “Good morning Sister.”
	The nun smiled. “Good morning Katie. You are looking well today.”
	“Getting stronger day-by-day. As a matter-of-fact, I’m feeling so good today I’m going to go for a little walk around the grounds. I’ll see you later.”
	“Yes, it is a lovely day for that. Enjoy yourself,” the nun said with a little wave. 
     	The apple orchard was filled with rows and rows of tall sturdy trees, their branches heavily laden with delicate white and pink pedals. Katie strolled leisurely this Sunday afternoon through the columns of Jonathan’s, McIntosh’s, and Red Delicious. Her olfactory senses were delighted with the orchard’s aromatic scents. The fall produced an abundance of tangy, succulent, crisp apples in a rainbow of colors, red, yellow and green. The tart apples, coated in buttery, brown sugar made superb apple pies.
A grape arbor also tickled her palate. Clusters of purple orbs, encased in a semi-translucent skin, bursting with flavor with each tantalizing bite, made scrumptious jellies and jams. 
    	Katie observed a handful of egg-producing hens cluck and strut around the grounds pecking at the earth on their daily excursion. Jose and the girls rounded up the fowl at night to put them in the safety of the coop, away from predators that might enjoy a chicken entrée as their evening meal. The girls hated the strong fetor the coop emitted and were happy when the door was shut, but loved having fresh eggs in the morning for breakfast.
A couple of cows named Daisy and Betsy provided fresh milk, rich creamery butter, and hand churned ice cream. The chores were executed under the supervision and watchful eye of Jose. 
Now that Katie’s health was improving, she looked forward to the extra activities that would bring variety and interest back into her life. Besides the girls’ regular school lessons, there were sewing and knitting classes. They had classes on social graces, and art classes, but no classes on how to be a mother. The social workers never talked about what services might be available if they wanted to keep their baby. They were lambasted if they even mentioned the idea. Adoption was the only answer to their grave predicament they were told.

*   *   *
     	
Sister Marie summoned Katie to stay after class, one day. “Katie you are doing outstanding in all of your classes. I’m very proud of you. So proud as a matter of fact, I had a talk with Mother Superior about you.”  
Katie wrinkled up her forehead and pinched her eyebrows together. “What do you mean?” 
“Well Katie, we know you want to become a nurse, and we think you are going to make a fine one. We would like to give you a little first-hand experience, and allow you to work up on the medical floor, so you can see how things are done. Katie’s mouth dropped open.
“I spoke with your doctor, and he said he thought it would be fine.”
Katie clapped her hands and did a happy dance.
The nun raised her hand to slow down Katie’s enthusiasm. “He wants you to start out slow. Then, if all goes well, you can increase the hours. Our main focus is still your health and if at any time, we see it is wearing you down, you will need to cut back. Well Sweet Pea, what do you think? Would this be something you might like to do?” 
Katie squealed. “Yes, yes, yes, it is something I would love to do! When can I start?” 
“We thought, we would let you start tomorrow night after supper, if that’s alright with you?” 
 “That will be great. Thank you so much for this opportunity. I won’t let you down.” 
The nun looked her straight in the eye with raised brow and warned. “Now, this won’t be all fun and games. You will have to take the dirty linens down to the laundry room and wash them. You will bring food trays into the girls. You will have to help clean rooms and make beds. You will learn how to record their charts and take blood pressures. Eventually, you can help in the nursery by changing diapers, feeding the babies, even assist in bathing them. If you are here long enough, in time, you will help assist in the delivery.” 
The excitement in Katie’s voice was palpable. “I don’t care, whatever you want me to do I’ll do it. I’m just so happy to be given this opportunity.” She ran to the nun and gave her a big hug.
“Well, now that’s settled. I guess you better go down stairs and help the girls prepare dinner. I feel really hungry tonight. Scoot,” the nun said. 
Katie scooped up her books, “Okay Sister, I’m on my way. Thanks again for all the nice things you do for me. You are one of God’s angels here on earth.” 
The nun chuckled and waved her off with her hand. “Go on now, get going on that dinner.” 
Katie headed out the door and skipped down the hall to the elevator. She hadn’t felt this excited in a long time. She felt as if she had purpose again. Life wasn’t perfect. It really never is, but it wasn’t so bad either. She could only imagine it getting better. 

*   *   *
    	 
Katie headed to her room and placed her books on her desk and took the stairs down to the first floor to the kitchen. 
There were fifteen girls in the home now, and four of them were up on the maternity floor. Katie entered the kitchen ready to help. The girls were busy at work, chopping, peeling, and boiling water and other various tasks in preparation for the night’s dinner, all under the watchful eye of Sister Ann, an elderly nun in her eighties. She would fill in when the regular cook had a day off. 
She sat on a stool in the kitchen and orchestrated the dinner like a fine, Maestro. Her cane the Maestro’s baton, she conducted her nightly performance with masterly precision. The sounds of the kitchen were evocative of an orchestra warming up before a nightly performance. The pots, pans, dishes and utensils were the instruments. The elderly, nun set the tempo, by executing clear preparations, which shaped the sound of the ensemble. Every stir of the wooden spoon hitting the sides of the big, metal pot created the heavy beat of a bass drum. Reminiscent of clanging cymbals was the rise and fall of the lid hitting the boiling pot. The fluidity and rapidity of the chop, chop, chop sounds of the knife hitting the chopping board were suggestive of one pounding a keyboard on a piano. The teapot whistled its tune like a reed section tuning up. The clanging of glasses made for musical chimes to the ear. She waved her hands in one direction to offer an explanation, and then pointed her cane at something else, and the girls followed the nun’s every command. The kitchen was alive with delightful sounds, and it made for beautiful music to all who entered. 
     	The kitchen was huge, large enough for a dozen girls, with room to spare. A commercial stove and oven accommodated the many meals produced in the home. A large, cutting block counter provided work-space for the meal preparations. Shinny pots and pans hung from the wrought iron potholder attached to the ceiling. A large commercial size refrigerator, along with a small walk-in freezer kept the large quantity of foods fresh. A room right off the kitchen, about 10’x12’ in size, was the pantry where they kept can goods, rice and the other non-perishables. 
     	Katie greeted the girls with a warm smile. “Well, what can I do to help?” 
One of the girls looked up from her task, her name was Diane and about eight months pregnant. She had a teasing tone in her voice. “Oooh, Katie had to stay after school, she must have been bad. What did you do Katie?” 
The other girls all chimed in, “yeah, what did you do Katie?”  
   	 Katie face split like a ripe melon. “Well ladies, Sister Marie offered me a job on the medical floor since I’m going into nursing. I’m so excited! I can’t wait.” 
The girls broke out in applause and offered hugs and congratulations. After a few minutes of giggling, laughing and congratulating, Sister Ann cleared her throat and tapped her cane on the floor. 
“Girls, girls, settle down and let’s get back to tonight’s dinner,” she said glancing over to Katie. “Katie, I think it is wonderful you will be able to work on the medical floor. It will be a fantastic experience for you, and I know that you will do an outstanding job. She tapped her cane on the floor two times. “Now, grab those potatoes and start peeling. We have a dinner to finish.” 
Katie gave the elderly nun hug. “Thank you, Sister, and I will get right on those potatoes.” She flashed her a warm smile.
    	During the rest of the dinner preparations, it was chitchat about Katie’s new job. Some of the other girls shared what they wanted to do when they left, but none of them wanted to be a nurse like Katie.
    	When supper was ready the nuns came into the dining room and sat down, and the majority of the conversation focused on Katie’s new job. Everyone was genuinely happy for her. After dinner Katie hurried to her room with a new sense of passion for her schoolwork. She knew that all of her time and effort was going to pay off in the future. She settled down at her desk for a long night of study. 
Then, she looked to the heavens. As the saying goes, “when life give you lemons make lemonade,” and I’m going to make vats of it.
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The sun's gentle rays streamed through the window of Katie's bedroom, casting a warm glow upon her face as she slowly awakened. She sat up, feeling the remnants of sleep dissipate, and stretched her arms above her head. As she swung her legs over the edge of the bed, her bare feet made contact with the coolness of the tile floor beneath. With a soft yawn escaping her lips, Katie got dressed and made her way towards the dining room. As she entered the room, she found the girls already gathered around the breakfast table, eagerly awaiting the start of the day. The sun peaked through Katie’s window the next morning and kissed her check with the warmth of its glow. She sat up, yawned, stretched, and landed her feet onto the cool tile floor. 
 	When Katie entered the dining room the girls were gathered around the breakfast table, and Mother Superior offered the breakfast prayer. While the girls ate their breakfast, Mother Superior took her knife and tapped on her glass for the girls’ attention.    
    	“Ladies, I have an announcement to make. We are going towill have a new girl joining us today. She will most likely arrive while the majoritymost of you are in at school. I want you all to make her feel welcome tonight at dinner. Her name is Dawn, and just like you were when you first arrived, she will be scared and confused. Please help make her feel comfortable and welcomed.” The girls smiled and nodded. They all knew what it was like being to be dropped off in an unfamiliar place among strangers.                                                                 	
Mother Superior pushed her chair away from the table preparing to leave. Then, a second thought came to her mind. She placed a hand on Katie’s shoulder that was sitting next to her. “Oh, by the way,, Katie, Dawn will  shareshare your room. She is a bit younger than the rest of you and I thought perhaps having a big sister, you might say,like you, room with her would make it easier for her. And I trust you will do everything you can to make her transition here at Our Mother of Sorrows as easy as possible. 
Katie looked up from her cereal bowl and gave her one of winning smileds. “Yes, Mother Superior, I will do everything I can to make her comfortable.” 
“I know I can count on you. Now girls, you better get ready for school., classes Classes start in twenty minutes. You all have a wonderful day.” Katie was doubly excited. She started her new job today, and she was also getting agot a new roommate. 

*   *   *
 
     	The day seemed to dragged on for Katie in anticipation of what was to come. Finally, at three o’clock the last bell rang. Katie took off like a shot to her room hoping that her new roommate would be there. Sure enough, when she opened the door, she saw a girl with long, auburn hair pulled backed back into one, long braid. 
She was sitting in a chair looking out the windowdidn’t even look up when Katie entered the room. She must have been deep in thought as she gazed out the window. She must have been deep in thought, because she didn’t even turn around when Katie entered the room. After closing the door, Katie shut the door and approached her and spoke in a warm friendly toneapproached her with a friendly greeting.. 
“Hello, I’m so happy to have you as my roommate. My name is Katie and I understand that your name is Dawn.” Dawn continued staringstared out the window, as if Katie didn’t exist.  
Katie stepped in front of the window to gain make eye contact with the girl and was taken aback by how young she was. Oh my God! She’s just a baby. She can could only be thirteen, or fourteen years old. Her face still had a baby-face look about it,appearance,  very sweet and innocent. Her features were delicate and cute., little Little freckles scattered across her nose. She was petite, almost fragile- like. Katie noticed she had a black eye. Her eyes were puffy and swollen and ringed in red from crying.
The girl didn’t acknowledge Katie’s presence. So, Katie extended her hand and introduced herself again. “Hi, I’m Katie.” Dawn’s trance-like stare out the window broke when she looked up at Katie and extended a limp hand, giving Katie the weakest of smiles, and a restrained hello. I don’t know what this girl’s story is, but I have a gut feeling it is something very traumatic. She knew she wouldI’ll have to proceed with caution until Dawn feelslt comfortable. 
Katie pulled a chair next to Dawn’s and tried to engage her in some light conversation. She laid her hand on Dawn’s arm and spoke softly. 
“The first few days are the toughest.toughest. There are so many adjustments, but it really does getgets easier with time. The nuns are very nice. Even though they only have one way of seeing things, they mean well. The other girls are a tremendous support, because we can empathize with each other. Nobody knows better what we are going through than the other girls.” Dawn continued to stared straight ahead as Katie spoke. Katie’s eyes floated glanced around the room searching for words.
“It’s great that we can continue with our school here,” Katie interjected.. “I’m planning on becoming a nurse, and I’m able toI can get some of my prerequisites out of the way, and shorten up some of my college time. I’m thankful for that. As long as I have to be here, I want to take advantage of that time to move my life forward.”
     	Katie continued to explain to Dawn about everyday life at the home, but she felt like she was talking to a blank wall. “We all help participate with the preparation of the mealsmeal preparation. Some of the girls help with the office work. In the summer, we plant a garden and help work with Jose with and the animals. Do you like animals, Dawn? Dawn didn’t respond. “It The farm and the animals helpmakes make the time gotime go by faster, and it helps us focus by quicker, and it helps us to focus on something else other other than our situation.”  
    	Dawn turned and stared at Katie with a blank, lost expression. Katie could see all the pain in her blood-shot eyes. She couldn’t begin to imagine what this poor girl had been through in her short life. Not wanting to over whelm her, Katie offered her a warm smile. “Well, I guess I should go downstairs and help with dinner. You won’t have to help for a few days until you get settled. So, I will let you rest. Do you have any questions for me about anything?” Dawn stared expressionlessly at Katie and slowly shook her head no. Katie got up from her chair. “Okay then, I will come back upstairs and get you when dinner is ready. I will introduce you to the other girls at dinner.” Dawn sat zombie- like. Katie patted her gently on the shoulder and left the room. She was totally bewildered by this girl. She was the youngest one Katieshe had ever seen at the maternity home , and by far the most distant and lost- looking. And the black eye had herworried her.  concerned. Katie had difficulty telling how far along she was in her pregnancy because she was so tiny and stayed huddled in the chair. It was hard difficult to tell if she was pregnant at all, but Katie she knew she wouldn’t be there if that weren’t the case. Katie knew from her first encounter she would have to take things slow with Dawn to win her trust. Katie She felt something tragic had happened to Dawn, and it would be a difficult thing for her to share it with anyone. Nevertheless, Katie she decided right then and there that, she was going committed to takinge Dawn under her wing. and tryShe tried to help support her through this difficult time in her life. She felt nothing could help her own healing better than to focus on helping someone else.

*   *   *
      
When Katie arrived at in the kitchen all the girls were busy preparing dinner. Susan piped in up in a joking manner.jokingly. “Well Katie, it’s nice that you finally decided to come down and give us a hand. I thought we might be serving you dinner in bed tonight.” All the girls laughed and a flush of pink pinched Katie’s cheeks. 
“Ladies, I’m sorry for being late. But I was trying to talk to the new girl. that just arrived. I want you to know, she is very young, and very scared. She seems so lost. She never said a word to me the whole time I was with her in the room. So, please be gentle with her. I think she is going willto need a lot of love and support from all of us. I know we all have our own sad stories about what brought us here., but However, I have a feeling that this girl may have the saddest story of us all.”
 	“Don’t be offended, if she doesn’t respond if you talk to her. I think she is trying to processing a lot ofmany things right now. We will have to take things slow with her and give her time to open up..”
	As Katie was talkingtalked to the girls, Mother Superior walked in and stood in the doorway listening to what Katie said. When Katie finished, Mother Superior walked into the kitchen and spoke to the girls. “Katie is right. This girl seems to be dealing with a lot of trauma and none of us knows what exactly what her whole full story is. Her father dropped her off without  no explanation explaining of her situation. He didn’t even leave his contact information. He just rang the bell and drove off. All we know is her name is Dawn. She hasn’t spoken a word since arriving.she’s gotten here. So, I need all of you girls to be patient with her. Show her as much love and compassion as you can.” The girls nodded and said that they would.agreed.

*   *   *
     	
It was Italian night, and they were having pizza, the girls’ favorite meal. When the pizzas were about ready,finished cooking, Katie went rushed upstairs to get Dawn for dinner. Dawn sat in the same chair, staring out the window. The way Katie had left her an hour ago.   
    	Katie approached her and tried to be cordial. “Hi, I came up to get you for dinner. You arrived on a good night we’re having pizza. They are homemade and very  goodtasty. I think you are really goingwill to enjoy it. Maybe you would like to go to the restroom down the hall and freshen up  a little before you eat?” She Her flat unspeaking eyes prolonged the moment as she stared blankly at Katie with her big, brown, sorrowful eyes, — she barely nodded yes.in response to Katie’s question as she stared blankly at her with her brown, sorrowful eyes and flat unspoken lips. 
     	“Okay, great, Katie said. “Let me show you where the bathroom is. We share the bathroom with two other girls across the hall.”
 	“We are allotted fifteen-minute segments for taking a showers, not a lot ofmuch time for pampering,” Katie chuckled, trying to break the ice. Katie showed her where the bathroom was, gave her a towel and washcloth, so she could wash the tear stains away on from her face., and Katie waited outside the door. 
When Dawn came out, she looked a little more refreshed, but no amount of water could wash away the obvious, deep- seeded eated pain behind those big, brown eyes.  
They ambled down the hall in silence, and made their wayheaded towards the dining room where the other girls were waiting. Katie took Dawn’s hand to show her support and led her into the room to meet the other girls. All eyes shot were drawn to the doorway when they walked in. 
 “Girls,” Katie said, “I would like you to meet Dawn; she’s my new roommate.” 
They all chimed in, “Hi Dawn.”		
Katie introduced Dawn to each of the girls individually and Dawn was able to produced  a faint smile and a weak hello. 
Just then, Sister Marie came out of the kitchen beckoning the girls. “Okay, ladies. Let’s Listenlisten.” She raised her finger to her lips to quiet their chatter. “The pizzas are fresh out of the oven., come Come and get them while they are hot.” They The girls made a hurried beeline for the kitchen leaving Katie and Dawn behind. It was every girl for herself at that point.
“Come on Dawn let’s grab some of that pizza before those hungry mama bears eats it all up.” Katie took Dawn’s hand and led her into the kitchen and helped her prepare her a plate, a big slice of pizza, a salad, and a glass of milk. The girls headed back to the dining room to enjoy their meal. Katie pulled out a chair for Dawn and sat next to her. The girls talked amongst among themselves, not quite sure what they should say to Dawn. And Katie watched as Dawn picked at her food leaving the majority of it on her plate. 
Connie tried to engage Dawn in some friendly conversation. “Well Dawn, what grade are you in?” 
Dawn didn’t look up from her plate, and. She just shrugged.  her shoulders. The other girls looked at each other in bewilderment, and Connie decided not to pursue it any further.
 	Sister Marie came up to Katie and put her arm around her. “Why don’t you take Dawn up to your room and help her get unpacked and settled in for the night? The other girls can handle the clean-up for tonight.” 
Katie nodded. “Yes Sister, I would be happy to do that. I think she might be a little overwhelmed whelmed right now.” 
The nun patted Katie on the shoulder. “That’s right dear. You two run along and we will see you in the morning.”
Dawn sat at the table continually pushing her food around the plate with her fork. Katie took the fork from her hand and set it on the table. “It doesn’t seem like you care d too much for about dinner tonight. Let’s go to our room and get you unpacked and settled in for the night.” Dawn merely nodded. 
They walked down the hall on mutein silence.. Katie opened the door and switched on the light. She sat on her bed and Dawn sat on hers. Katie tried to invoke some conversation. “Well, you probably noticed when you were lookinglooked out the window that we have some very lovely grounds. There are ducks and swans in the pond. They are so much fun to watch. We even feed them some bread once and a whileoccasionally. The weather is getting warmer now and we will plant a garden soon. We get milk from our two cows and eggs from the chickens. Jose is the groundskeeper and animal caretaker. He’s really nice. He is a little hard to understand sometimes, because he doesn’t speak English very well . . . he’s Mexican.” 
Dawn’s eyes were vacant. eyes she had withdrawnShe withdrew to some place where no one could reach her.  There was a long pause. “Well, let’s get you unpacked,” Katie said not knowing what else to do. “I’m sure you are tired.”
She tossed Dawn’s small, battered-up suitcase on the bed and unsnapped the locks flipping the top over. Dawn didn’t have much with her, a few clothes, a ratty nightgown, and a bible Bible right on top. She looked at Dawn and smiled. “Do you mind if I put this away for you?” Dawn shook her head no. “You know, if you need to get some new clothes, we have a clothing bank here where we take donations. They may not be the latest fashions, but they are in good shape and clean. We also have maternity clothes.
“Well, let’s put your bible Bible on your nightstand, and this will be your dresser over here next to the window.,” she said putting her things in the drawer.
“Now, let’s go down the hall to the closet so I canto get you a toothbrush and other incidentals. I bet a hot shower will do you real, good about right now. How does that sound?”  
Dawn’s feeble response was hardly audible. “Okay,,” 
 “Good., let’s go,.” Katie agreed.

*   *   *

One of the nunnuns’s gavegiving a morning prayer over the intercom and this was Katie’s usual wake-up call. Katie yawned, stretched, and rubbed the sleep out of her eyes. Then she noticed Dawn, sitting in her chair, rocking back and forth. Katie smiled and commented. “My you are up early..”  
Dawn shrugged and continued rocking. Katie started to think her strange behavior was a little creepy, but she hoped that in time, she would start to come around and maybe even start talking about what was bothering her. Katie hopped out of bed and quickly made it.
“We better hurry up, so we can eat breakfast. You’ll need to make your bed.  Dawn. That’s one of their rules. Then I will take you over to Mother Superior’s office, so she can set up your class schedule.”
***

 	
Katie and Dawn entered the kitchen and were greeted by the inviting aroma of breakfast in the making. They observed that some of the girls had already taken charge of the meal preparation. The sizzling sound of bacon frying in the skillet filled the room, adding a tantalizing element to the air. The sight of scrambled eggs gently cooking in another pan looked yummy and inviting. The aroma of freshly toasted homemade bread wafted from the counter, promising a delightful accompaniment to the meal. The kitchen was a hive of activity, with each girl focused on her task, working together seamlessly to create a delicious breakfast.They walked into the kitchen and some of the girls had already started breakfast. Bacon was frying, scramble eggs where cooking, and homemade bread was toasted on the counter. It smelled wonderful. 
Katie grabbed a pitcher. 
“Let me make the juice, she said, and Dawn and I will set the table.” She showed Dawn where everything was located, and they  prepared the breakfast tablegot the table prepared for breakfast. 
Once again,As delicious as the food was Dawn still picked at her food. After breakfast, the girls that wanted to go to the mass went did so and the others went backreturned to their rooms to wait for school. Katie went to mass almost every day. She enjoyed goingparticipating. She found the comfort and solace there that she needed there.. It gave her time to reflect on her life and her future, and time to pray for her son. and Akeep that bond with him she never wanted to lose. 
“Dawn, I’m going to go to mass. Would you like to come?” Dawn shook her head no. “Well then, when I get back, I will take you to Mother Superior. I would assume we would beare in different classes, so then I won’t see you until lunch. You can find your way back to the room, okay?” Dawn nodded.
When Katie returned from mass, she found Dawn in their room staring out the window. Katie shook her head in bewilderment.
 	“Okay Dawn, let’s get to the office.” Down the hall and up the stairs, they wentheaded. Katie knocked on the door and was summoned in by Mother Superior. 
“Good morning girls. It is nice to see you today, Dawn.”
 	“Good morning, Mother Superior,” Katie said. “I don’t mean to be rude, but I need to get goingleave,, so I won’t be late for class.” 
Mother Superior smiled and expressed her gratitude. “Thank you, Katie, for taking such good care of Dawn and making her feel welcome. I will take over from here. You just run along dear.” Katie nodded and backed out the door. She looked at her watch and figured she had bettershould hurry. 

*   *   *
    	
The other girls were starting to lose their patience with Dawn. They were not as understanding as Katie. The weeks rolled passedby, and Dawn remained distant and aloof as ever. She rarely spoke and then she in only gave short to the point answers. 
Katie walked into the living room one day while the other girls were talking behind Dawn’s back. They were, trying to guess what might bewas causing her anti-social behavior, and making fun of her. No one could figure her out. She became the butt target of the girl’s jokes. Because she was so much younger than the other girls, she had her own private school classes, so she did not have much contact with them during the day. So, no one got to know knew her very well, except Katie. Katie didn’t join in with the other girls and their mean-spirited actions toward Dawn. She even tried to telltold them that they needed to show her more kindness and understanding. Dawn, however, remained mysterious and aloof distant to from everyone. 
Katie over heard a couple of the nuns’ talking in the office when she walked by, about how far behind Dawn was in her schooling. They thought somewhere along the line, she must have missed a lot of school to be that far behind. 
    	One of the other girls, Betty, a street- smart, hard cookie, who grew up on the wrong side of town directed her annoyance about Dawn to Katie. “Look, goodie-two-shoes. She mocked. “I know she is your roommate and all, but she is just weird. She acts all stuck-up; like she is better than the rest of us and doesn’t want anything to do with us .  . . like we are beneath her. She is either Either she’s one of us, or she is against us, and so far, she has been against us. How can you be nice to someone like that?” 
“Yeah, she’s right.” The other girls’ chimed in.  
Debbie piped up. “I tried to start a conversation with her the other day, and she just stared out the window. How rude is that?”
 	Then Michele added, “Last week I asked her if she would like to go fortake a walk with me around the grounds. She shook her head no, and then fifteen minutes later, I saw her walking around outside by herself and I thought what a bitch.” 
    	All the girls, except Katie, were in agreementagreed that Dawn was strange., and They knew that she was someone they were just going towould ignore from now on, unless she wanted to start actingact friendlyier. Katie tried to come todefend Dawn’s defense,Dawn, but the other girls weren’t buying anything Katie was tryingtried to sell them. Katie decided she wouldto try even harder with Dawn, since everyone else gave up on her. She hoped that with time, patience, and understanding, she would win over Dawn’s trust and maybe she would start to open up. 
As time went passed by, Katie was unable to break through Dawn’s walls. They talked a little more when they were in their room alone, away from the other girls, but always just superficial stuff. Yet, Katie felt at least she had made a little headwaysome progress.. 
     	Spring was in the air. The days were filled with warm, sunshine sunny days and fragrant smells. The evenings became longer and warmer. So pleasant were the evenings, Katie enjoyed sleeping with the window ajar to breathe in the breath of spring.fresh spring air.
	Then it started happening, out of the blue. 
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Katie, exhausted from her shift on  had just finished work on the maternity floor, for the evening and went to herfinally made her way back to her room. room to study for an exam for the next dayWith an exam looming the next day, she knew she needed to focus and study. As she entered the room, . Dawn was sat hunched over at her desk studying. also.
"Hi Dawn, I see you are hard at it. That’s exactly what I’m planning to do even though I’m tired.” Dawn looked up and smiled. Katie settled down at her own desk, determined to make the most of the remaining hours before the exam. The exhaustion weighed heavily on her, but she knew that putting in the effort now would pay off in the long run. She opened her textbook and began reviewing the material, her eyelids growing heavy but her determination unwavering.
 At ten o’clock, Mother Superior offered an evening prayer over the intercom. That was the girls’ warning; it was lights out,  time; time to hit the sack. 
    	Katie and Dawn closed their books and listened to the evening prayer. Katie yawned and stretched her arms. “Well, I don’t know about you, but I’m beatexhausted.”
 	Dawn stretched her arms out. “Yeah, I’m pretty tired too. I’ll turn out the light.” Their conversations weren’t much, but Katie felt like Dawn had opened up a little bit and let down some of her defenses. 
Katie smiled, one of her warm smiles. “Thanks, Dawn., you You are a good roommate. Just in case you didn’t know, I’m glad I’m sharing a room with you. I really like you, and if there is ever anything, I can do for you or if you just feel like talking some time, I’m here to listen. Whatever is said between us , will be kept between us. I would never betray your confidences. I want you to know that you can trust me.” 
Dawn offered Katie a feeble smile. “Thanks.,” is all she said.  
Katie didn’t know if Dawn would ever grow to trust her enough to share what was bothering her., but However, every day she laid a little some more groundwork to try and make that happen. 
    	Around midnight, Katie was wakened jolted from a sound sleep to by blood-curdling cries. 
“No, no, please don’t., stopStop!. Please stop!.” Then, there was sobbing. Katie sat up in bed and looked over at Dawn, who was rolling back and forth in bed sobbing. Katie jumped out of bed and hurried to her, and started gently shakshooking her shoulder to wake her up. Dawn woke up startled. She put her hands up in a defensive jester gesture towards Katie, until she realized who she it was. The look of terror gripped Dawn’s features. Katie sat down on the bed to and put her arms around her to try and comfort ed her. She could feelfelt Dawn’s frail body trembling. After a couple of minutes of holding and comforting her, Katie sat leaned back and looked Dawn straight in the eye.
“Are you okay? Did you have a bad dream? Do you want me to go get one of the nuns?” 
Dawn's fear was still evident in her expression, though her trembling had somewhat subsided. With a voice barely audible, she mustered the courage to respond. "No, please, don't involve any of the nuns. I don't want them to find out. Sometimes I have these terrible nightmares, but I'll manage. I assure you. Please, promise me that you won't say anything. Dawn still looked scared, but wasn’t trembling as much. In a minuscule voice, she replied. “No, please don’t get any of the nuns. I don’t want them to know. I get these bad dreams sometimes. I’ll be okay. I promise. Please promise me you won’t say anything.” 
Katie saw the pleading in her eyes and heard the desperation in her voice. “Of course, I won’t say anything,” Katie reassured her, “if that’s what you want. As I said, what happens between you and me will stay between you and me.” Katie felt that by reassuring Dawn that what happened was something confidential between the two of them, she was able to removed one more brick in from the wall that surrounded Dawn’s heart. 
    	Katie brushed Dawn’s long hair out of her face and ran her hand down her tear- stained cheek. She gave her one of those motherly looks of love, filled with tenderness and compassion for this little lonely lost girl. She looks so young and innocent to be having a baby. She is only fourteen years old for God’s sake. , howHow could this have happened to her?  Katie stood up and Dawn grabbed her hand and drew her close to her for one more huganother hug and whispered. “Thanks, Katie, you are like a mom or big sister to me.” 
Katie hugged her and wondered what she meant, but now wasn’t the time to ask.
     	Katie fluffed Dawn’s pillow and covered her up. “Goodnight. Now, I just want you to dream sweet dreams, and I will see you in the morning.” 
Dawn certainly brought out Katie’s mothering instincts, even though she was only four a few years older. Dawn looked younger than fourteen; some might have even guessed her to be twelve because of her slight build and childlike qualities. She was a baby, having a baby. 
     	Katie’s focus on Dawn helped ease some of the pain of missing her son. Her life was taking took on a new direction, but her heart always held her son dear. 
She felt herself getting stronger, wWeek-by-week she grew stronger. In about foura few weeks, she’d have her would be going back for her next doctor’s appointment and Rosa would return from Italy soon. Katie looked toward the future with great hope and excitement. 

*   *   *
     	
Over the next few weeks, Dawn experienced recurring night terrors, causing her to wake up in distress every couple of nights. These episodes were deeply unsettling for her, leaving her feeling frightened and vulnerable. However, in the midst of her fear, there was one constant source of comfort and reassurance. Katie’s understanding of the gravity of the situation, made it a point to be there for Dawn during these difficult moments. She would rush to her side, offering solace and support. With a calming voice, she reminded Dawn that she was not alone and that everything would be alrightOver the next weeks, Dawn woke up with night terrors every couple of nights. After every occurrence, Katie comforted and reassured her she would not leave her and everything would be all right. The bond between Dawn and Katie grew deeper. So did the trust. Katie became mother, comforter, and protector. Dawn began to let down some of her defenses. She accepted Katie’s love and allowed herself to be the little girl in need of that love. 
     The night terrors went continued on for weeks, and it started wearing on Katie. She found it difficult to go back to sleep after one of those episodes. She had trouble keeping up with her job and schoolwork because she was tired. And she knew that in order to continue to get better it was important imperative for her to get a lot of rest. In spite of herDespite her concerns for about her own health, she wouldn’t tell anyone about Dawn. Dawn was her baby chick, and she was going towould protect her. A few days before her check-up at the University Hospital Dawn's hysterics startled Katie from her sleep, causing her to jolt awake in the midst of the night.
A couple of days before Katie’s check-up at the University Hospital Dawn’s hysterics awakened her again in the middle of the night. Katie and went to Dawn’s aid. A routine Katie A routine she knew came to know all too well. But tonight was goingwould to be different; tonight, was going towould be life- changing for the both of them.
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    	 Katie went through her usual comforting mothering routine with Dawn. However, tonight she thought, it’s it was time to offer up a little tough love. After Dawn settled began to settle down, Katie put both hands on Dawn’s shoulders and gave her a gentle shake. and She looked her square in the eye. She spoke to her in a loving, but firm voice. “Dawn, you listen to me. You cannot keep doing this to yourself, or to me to me for that matter. There’s something inside you that’s bothering you, and it won’t go away until you let it out.There is something bothering you deep down inside, and until you let it out this will continue to happen. You know me well enough by now to know you can tell me anything and it will be safe with me. I’m here to help you. You have to let out go of whatever is bothering you so that you can begin to heal. You are too young to carry such a heavy burden all alone. Let me help you.” 
     	Dawn's eyes were red and watery, a reflection of the immense pain she carried within. Her voice barely audible, she mustered the strength to whisper a heartbreaking confession. "No, I can't. I can't tell you, or anyone else. It is too awful. Dawn’s eyes were red and watery and she spoke in a whimper. “No, I can’t. I can’t tell you, or anyone, it is too awful. You’ll hate me. Please just leave me alone. I don’t want you to hate me!” 
Katie tipped Dawn’s face chin up and looked at her with compassionately and whispered. “Yes, you can tell me. There is nothing in this world that you could have done that would make me hate you., and tThere is nothing so terrible that I can’t understand. You read your bible Bible all the time. So, you must know that God is all about forgiveness, no matter what you have done.” 
    	Katie couldn’t imagine what this little girl might have done to make her feel like such an awful person. She speculated that perhaps, she allowed a boyfriend to have sex with her and now she was paying the price. She also surmised, it was no wonder because she certainly didn’t seem to have much parental guidance or love in her life. Something Katie related strongly to.
     	
After a moment of silence, Katie spoke in a low, sousisoothing voice. “Listen, Dawn,.  it It seems like your life and mine may not be so different. I’m going to share with you what my life was like and what brought me here, and then maybe you will see that we really are not so different after all.” 
Katie sat down on Dawn’s bed and told her about her unloving, abusive childhood, and about the wonderful loving father figure she found in Mr. Al. She told her about Rick and the date rape, her mother taking her to Chicago for an abortion, her illness, and the whole story. Finally, after an hour or so of confessing, Katie gave a deep sigh ofsighed a big sigh of release. 
“Well, there you have it, my whole life story, and it isn’t so pretty either. However, you know, just talking about it releases something deep within your soul, a sort of cleansing I would say. So, come on, after hearing my story, yours can’t be all that awful.” 
    	Dawn turned away from her and spoke softly. “Yes, your story is sad, but it is nothing like mine.” 
Katie was persistent. “Come on, let it out. I know it will help once you do. Just tell me what’s bothering you.” 
Dawn’s features expressed defeat. She knew Katie wasn’t going about to give in on this. There was anHer voice had an edge of anger.  in her voice. “You got pregnant by your boyfriend. I know that he forced you, but at least he was your boyfriend.” There was a long pause. Katie took Dawn’s hand and waited. “I got pregnant by my father.; he He has molested me since I was about eleven years old. There! Are you happy now that I have said it? I told you it was awful, and I know you’re going toyou’ll hate me, but you wouldn’t won’t leave it alone. Are you happy now?” 
Dawn yanked her hands  away from Katie’s and threw both ofcovered them over her face and sobbed. It was as if the floodgates had been opened and the floodwater of pain and shame poured out of her. 
Katie eyes went saucer-like. She raised her hand to her mouth  and sucked in a breath of disbelief. Her eyes jolted open. Never in her wildest dreams did she expect to hear such claims. She couldn’t even comprehend imagine such a thing happening. She came from a small town, and such things were never heard of there, or at least no one ever talked about them.    
    	Dawn’s sobs catapulted Katie back to the the reality of the moment. She took Dawn in her arms and rocked her back and forth, like a small child.
 	“It’s not your fault! It’s not your fault! It will be okay. I’m here to help you through this.” 
    	After quite a while of rocking, Tears streamed down Dawn’s face as she gazed at Katie with pain and longing in her eyes. It was clear that something was weighing heavily on her heart, something that needed to be shared. “Katie stopped and looked at her with her own tears running down her face. “You must tell me the whole story,” Katie pleaded, her voice filled with compassion and understanding. y. . . .  You need to let go of this shame. It’s not your fault.The urgency in her tone was palpable, as if she knew Dawn’s burden was too heavy to bear alone. It was a plea for release, for the truth to be laid bare.
 Dawn hesitated, her hands tightly gripping the edges of her seat, the weight of her shame became evident. It was as if she had been carrying it for far too long, allowing it to consume her from within. But the look in her eyes told a different story a story of resilience and strength, longing to break free. “It’s not your fault,” she affirmed, her voice filled with conviction. She wanted Dawn to know that whatever had happened, whatever guilt she carried, it was not her responsibility. It was a reassurance, a reminder that she was not alone in her pain. The words hung in the air, offering solace and comfort.And you need to release all of this bottled up pain.”  “You need to release all of this bottled-up pain,” Katie declared, her voice unwavering. It was a statement of liberation, urging Dawn to let go of the pain that had festered within her. The tears that stained her face were not a sign of weakness, but rather a testament to the strength it took to confront the pain head-on. In that moment, the room fell silent. There was palpable energy, a shared understanding that this was a pivotal moment. 
Dawn took a deep breath, her tear-stained face now determined. It was time to let go, to release the shame and pain that had held her captive for far too long. And as she spoke, the weight of her story lifted, piece by piece. With each word, she found liberation. And in that safe space, surrounded by empathy and support, Dawn began her journey towards healing and to free herself from the shackles of her inner turmoil.
	
Dawn looked like a frightened, lost, wet puppy in a thunderstorm, shivering in the rain and wind of despair. “I can’t,” she said. I promised I would never tell. I have already said more than I should have. Bad things will happen if I tell.” 
    	Katie persisted, “Nothing bad is going towill happen, because it is just between you and me, so no one else will ever know.” Let me help you. It is time to let this go.” 
Dawn looked at Katie and hesitantly nodded. She was about to open a Pandora’s Box of horrors, and take Katie on a journey to the dark side of humanity she never knew existed. Katie sat on the bed and took Dawn’s hands for comfort and support as . Dawn began to reveal the nightmare that was her life. 
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Dawn sighed, her breath escaping her lips in a soft, weary sound. The weight of her words, once frozen and unyielding, now seemed to loosen their grip, as if thawing under the warmth of her emotions. They began to transform, like ice melting into water, becoming fluid.     	Dawn let out a big sigh. Her words once frozen and firmly planted, now softened and liquefied and began to flow like the first trickle of melting snow meandering down the mountainside in a spring thaw.
 	“Well, I certainly didn’t grow up with Ozzie and Harriet as my parent’s. My dad drank a lot, and abused my mother, and all of us kids. However, he took a particular liking to me, — if you know what I mean.” 
“I had a sister who was about five years older than me. I was told she ran away when she was a teenager . . . but I just .just .   .  I just . . . found out that my father killed her and told everyone she ran away.”
Katie gasped in air of shock. “Oh-my-God!” She waved her hand in the air. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to interrupt. , goGo on.” 
Dawn put a tissue to her eye and sniffled, then precededproceeded. “I have an older brother who is seventeen and a younger brother who is twelve.”
 	“My Mother has cancer and is very sick. I looked out for my younger brother and did all the cooking, cleaning, and things my mother used to do.” 
	“That must have been very hard ondifficult for you,” Katie empathized. 
“Yeah, I missed a lot of school because I stayed home and took care of her while my father worked. ” 
“He got drunk a lot. We were all afraid of him. Before my mother got sick, if she had made something for dinner he didn’t like, he would throw it across the room. Then, he smacked her upside the head.”
 	Katie silently shook her head fighting back her own emotions. 
    	“He kept all of us kids in line with his belt, or the back of his hand. We all walked on eggshells trying not to set him off.”
 	“My older brother would go to school and have to tell people the black eye he got from my dad was from fighting with some kids. When I got bruises or a black eye, like I had when I got arrived here, I was supposed to tell people I got hurt on the farm.”
“You live d on a farm? Where?”
“A small little hick town in Tennessee.”
“I wondered where that cute little Southern drawl of yours was from. Okay, please go on.”
 	“We all had to make up lies, to cover up my dad’s handy work and we knew if we didn’t there would be a greater much higher price to pay. So, we all obeyed the code of silence. If any of us kids, tried to come to the aid of the other that was getting a beating, we would get the same and the other one would get beaten more. ”
 	“When he would beat my mom, or one of my brothers, I would run to my room and put a pillow over my head. and I would hum songs to drown out the noise.”
	Dawn's eyes drifted toward the window. The soft morning light cast a gentle glow on her face. In that fleeting moment, a cascade of memories came rushing back to her. Images flashed across her mind like a slideshow, each photo holding a story, a piece of her past.
Dawn’s eyes drifted toward the window as the photos flashed across her mind. Katie waited as Dawn composed herself. Then she took her hand and drew her attention back to her. 
“Go on.” She said softly.
	Dawn cleared her throat and continued her difficult journey. “My mom started getting sick when I was eleven. I tried to do as much as I could to help her. , so So that my dad wouldn’t get mad at her for not doing the laundry right, or the house wasn’t clean enough.”
 	“I would help her with the meals, so they were just to his liking. I knew that her health wasn’t good, and she couldn’t keep taking his abuse.”
 	“I couldn’t stop him physically or by tellingtell anyone. So, I tried to become be the best daughter I could by helping my mother and doing everything for my father to keep him happy. ” 
     	“If one of my brothers forgot to do something my father expected of them before he could take his anger out on them, I would jump up and say it’s okay Daddy, I’ll do it, and go take care of it. ”
 	“Sometimes, it saved them froma beatings. I tried to absorb as much as I could of everyone else’s responsibility to lessen the violence in the house.”
 	“My mother’s health continued to decline  continued to get sicker over the years, and I know she didn’t doesn’t have a lot ofmuch time left.” 
Katie patted Dawn’s hand. “You are such a sweet and loving soul. You didn’t deserve this.”
Dawn looked at herglanced at Katie and bowed her headbefore lowering her head., She  then shifted around her position on the bed trying to get comfortable. She continued the story. “I began to do more and more around the house. I also had to help with the farm chores. Then, I would take care of my mom and all the house stuff. I was tired a lot and I started fallingfell behind in school.” 
Dawn stared off into the distance for a few moments gathering her thoughts. She sighed deeply.. “I was about eleven when it started happening. After supper one night, he took me to the side and said I had been doing a good job around the house. He said he wanted me to go outside with him for a little walk. Now, it was rare to ever hear my dad say anything nice kind to anyone, so I was a little surprised by it.”
 	“Well, we walked towards the shed far away from the house. , allAll the while he told was telling me how proud he was of me, and that he appreciated all the things I did. I actually thought I started to feel a little lovefelt some love coming from my dad, something I had not felt experienced before.” 
Dawn paused. Her heart pounded in her chest as she felt beads of sweat starting to appear on her forehead. The air in the room seemed heavy, almost suffocating. She could feel the tension building up inside her, threatening to consume her.  Kate saw the beads of sweat starting to appear on her forehead. Dawn took the back of her hand and wiped the droplet that ran into her eye. As the situation intensified, Dawn’s anxiety grew. She fisted the bedspread in her hand, seeking some form of grounding. The soft fabric provided a temporary anchor, a tangible reminder that she was still present in this moment. Her voice trembled as she continued speaking, the raw emotion evident in every word. She fisted the bedspread in her hand, she continued with a tremor in her voice.
 	“He opened the door to the shed.shed door. Her voice cracked. “ I thought, oh no, he’s going to take his belt off and give me a beatingbeat me. He closed the door. I remember it was It was dusk, but there was stillan amber glow coming streamed through the window from the setting sun..” 
“He sat on a cot that was left there for the farm hands that helped us in the summer. He patted the cot and motioned to me to come over and sit by him. Then, he started rubbing my back and kissing me and I thought this is was strange, but better than being hit. ”
 	“Then, he took my hand, and put it on his crotch on top of his clothes. He, rubbed it back and forth and it began toswelled. swell. I thought, this doesn’t didn’t seem right, but I didn’t want to say anything that would make him mad. So, I just did what he wanted me to do. This went oncontinued for about a year, and then it progressed to the next level. He had me do more things to for him as time went on.  that went on for another year.”
 	“He told me how wonderful I was and what a great help I was, how good I made him feel. That I was his favorite and how much he loved me., and nowNow that my mother was too sick to be a wife, it was my duty to do the things she couldn’t do any more. Then, in the next breath, he threatened to harm me, my mother, or my brothers, if I ever told anyone what he was doing.” 
 	 Dawn sniffled and dabbed at her nose. “In some sick, twisted way, this was the first time I ever felt any kind of love affection from my father. I thought I had to do this, to make him happy and protect my family. I wanted to help my mother, so he wouldn’t try to inflict it on her when because she was so sick. I felt like I didn’t have any choice in the matter.”a choice.
Dawn sobbed uncontrollably. Katie, understanding the depth of Dawn's pain, gently cradled her and softly stroked her hair. In the midst of her tears, Katie whispered words of comfort, encouraging Dawn to let go of the hurt and anger that consumed her. "Just let it all out," she said soothingly. "Release all this pain, and when you're ready, you can begin again." Dawn sobbed and Katie cradled her and stroked her hair. “Let it all out. Just release all this hurt and anger. When you’re ready, start again.” 

After an extended rest, she found herself once again embarking on her dark journey. Memories from her past resurfaced, vivid and haunting she began her dark journey again. “When I was about twelve,” she began her voice trembling with emotion, “it went moved to . . . you know. As I got older, it became a great a source of shame for me every time he wanted me to go for a walk with him.” 
      	“One day, I found the courage to tell my mother., and her being aShe was a strict Catholic, and to my disappointment , she she didn’t believe me. She pulled out her bible Bible and read the passage to me about honoring your mother and father. She told me that if I ever told anyone else, I would would be committing a mortal sin. She said, ‘you You know those lies could get your father put in jail and it will be your fault.’ “She picked up her cane and poked me in the chest with it.” 
‘Where would we be, if you said such awful things? We would be out in on the streets,, with no one to provide for us and no place to live. that’s That’s where we would be. So, you just be careful, what you say, young lady.’ 
“I think she knew the truth, but was just too sick to think about not having his financial support. So, I never talked about it again . . . until now.”
“Dawn that’s awful. Your mother should have protected you, called the police, or something. She was worried about herself, not you. I understand she was sick, but it that was no excuse.”
“I have felt so all alone.” Dawn took another deep breath and continued. The weight of the moment hung heavy in the air as she gathered her thoughts. “My father took me for another one of our “walks, ” a few weeks ago and noticed that my boobs were getting bigger, and that I had a littlesome swelling in my belly. He put two and two , together. He questioned me about my last period. I didn’t pay much attention. I knew it had been a while. I was pretty dumb
was pretty dumb about all of this. I didn’t realize I could become pregnant. I just thought it was something that happened when you were older and married. No one ever talked to me about it. I was just so stupid.” 
	
about it. I was just so stupid.” 
“Dawn you weren’t stupid. You are a child. A sweet innocent child.”
    	 Dawn shrugged. “I’m not so innocent anymore.” She looked down at the floor. “When I told my Father,father it had been a while since my last period. His face turned sheetwas  white as a sheet and totally became blank. ”
 	“Then he asked all kinds of questions, like did I get sick in the morning? I told him I had been sick for a few weeks, but I thought it was the flu. ”
 	“Then, he asked me if I had felt any funny feelings in my stomach. and I told admitted to him I had, but I thought it was gas the flu or something. He blurted out, ‘You’re pregnant!’’ 
	
“I guess I had this puzzled look on my face and didn’t respond. He slapped me across in the face. Then, he He shouted at me. ‘Don’t you get it? You are going to have a baby!’ 
 	I stood there holding the side of my face, trying to stop the stinging. All I could say was oh-my-God, oh-my-God!.” 
    	“After I settled down, a devilish look came over his face. His eyes narrowed as he looked at me. He told me to take my clothes off. He said, well, the deed is done now. ‘I’ll figure out what to do tomorrow. In the meantime, you keep your mouth shut about this!’ 
“I just laid there. I remember the stench of cigarettes on his breath and his stinky body odor. His hands were like sand paper as he rubbed them up and down my body. I just kept staring at the ceiling, counting the boards, trying to separate myself from what he was doing. I sang songs in my head trying to take my mind off offorget what was happening. That was the last time . . .  Then, I came here.” 
     	A couple of days later, he approached me and instructed me to pack my belongings. His voice was low, and there was a sense of secrecy in his words. He told me we were going on a ride, but with a stern warning not to disclose our plans to anyone. “A couple days later, he told me to pack my things. He said we were going for a ride, and I wasn’t to let anyone know.”
“Did he tell you where he was taking you?”
 Dawn shook her head. “I had no idea where we were going. When we started driving there was a long period of silence. After what seemed like about a half hour, he started talking in a low, husky voice. He said what ‘I’m going about to tell share with you is something I have never told anyone about. I want you to know how serious I am when I tell you to that you must never tell anyone what has gone on between us. , orOtherwise, there will be a high price to pay for your mother, and brothers  and you. I will not let your big mouth ruin my life.”’ 
“I sat there staring straight out the window afraid to look at him. He said ”
‘Yyou remember your sister Sharon?’ And we told you she ran away because she didn’t want to follow the rules and we never saw her again after that. Well, that’s not what happened. The same thing happened to her that has happened to you. She also figured out that I had started the same thing with you that I was doing to her. When I took her for a walk to the shed to tell explain to her what my plan was for her situation, she started arguing with me. She was a little older than you, around sixteen at the time, I think. Before I could tell her my plan, she said she couldn’t do this anymore. She couldn’t stand by and let her baby sister go suffer through what she went had been through. She said she was going planned to tell your mother and then she was going to tell the police, so they would stop me from hurting you. She got up to leave and I just don’t know what came over me. I picked up a shovel leaning against the wall and hit her on the backside of the head.”’ 
“He sat rigidly in the driver's seat, his face twisted with frustration. With clenched fists, he slammed his hands down on the steering wheel. Then he continued his awful story.He banged his hands on the steering wheel in anger as he spoke.” 
‘SheHe said she fell to the ground and he . I hit her again, and again, and again. until she stopped breathing.”’ 
“Tears rolled down my cheeks. I couldn’t believe what I had was hearingheard. Then, he grabbed my chin and forced me to look him in the eye. He spoke with cool authority.”
 ‘I couldn’t have her go to the police, so I took her body and buried her in the back forty., I buried her under that big old tree in the middle of the field.’
	““ I stared at him blankly. I was numb. Then he pushed my face back facing toward the window. I felt his cold eyes on me as I stared straight ahead. His voice was emotionless.”
 ‘If anyone finds out my life will be over, and I will kill your mother and brothers, take them with me as your punishment. Do you understand me?’ 
“I could barely nod my head. I was frozen in fear.”
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Dawn paced around the room as if searching for the words to continue. Katie waited patiently as another long period of silence ensued. Then, Dawn sat on the bed and persevered.
 Dawn paced around the room, her mind filled with a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. She desperately searched for the right words to continue the conversation with Katie. The weight of the silence hung heavy in the air, creating an atmosphere of anticipation and unease. Katie, ever patient and understanding, sat quietly, giving Dawn the space she needed to gather her thoughts. She knew that this moment was crucial, and that Dawn needed to find the right words to express herself. SShe cleared her throat. “I thought, my God, please don’t tell me anymore. Then he said, do you have any idea where I’m taking you?  I shook my head. He said I’m taking you to a home for unwed mothers in Illinois. I wrote them a letter, telling them about you. He pulled an envelope out of this jacket and laid it on the front seat next to me. The letter said that I had been a very bad girl and took up with many different boys in our town. We aren’t even sure who the father is. It said they could no longer control me and I have brought great disgrace to the family. They want to put the baby up for adoption and put me some place until I turn eighteen. They will not take me back. He didn’t give them his name or contact information. He said I was on my own. As of today, you are no longer part of this family he said. You will not contact your mother or brothers again. He went on to say that they will be told you ran away just like your sister. Then, he smiled and said, at least you had a better fate than she did. Be thankful for that. Your mother is so stupid she believes anything I tell her. Then he told me to ensure you never contact us, I’m selling the farm. I’m putting your mother in a nursing home. I don’t have time to deal with her problems. Besides, she’ll be dead soon anyways. You cannot give them your last name. Today your name is Dawn Jones. His eyes burned through me. I was in such shock that I had all I could do to utter the word yes.”
***
Then, he said, ‘do you have any idea where I am taking you?’ “I shook my head no.” 
‘I’m taking you to a home for unwed mothers in Illinois. I wrote them a letter, telling them about you.’ “He pulled an envelope out of his jacket and laid it on the front seat next to me.” 
‘I told them you have been a very bad girl and have taken up with a lot of different boys in our town and we aren’t even sure who the father is. We can no longer control you, and that you have brought great disgrace to our family. We want them to put the baby up for adoption and we want them to put you somewhere until you are eighteen. We will not take you back.
‘I am not giving them my name or contact information and neither can you. As of today, you are no longer apart of this family. You will be on your own. You are never to have contact with your mother or brothers again. They will be told that you ran away just like your sister. At least you had a better fate than she did. Be thankful for that.’ “He said in a nonchalant tone.” ‘Your mother is so stupid she believes anything I tell her.’
 	‘To make sure that you never contact us, I’m selling the farm. I’m putting your mother into a nursing home since you are not there anymore to take care of her. I don’t have the time to deal with her and her problems. She’ll be dead soon anyways. Do you understand me, when I tell you that you cannot even tell them your last name? Today your name is Dawn Jones.’ 
“His eyes burned right through me. I was in such shock I had all I could do to utter the word yes.” 
    	“We drove for hours and hours, then we, stopped at this creepy- looking old building. He told me to get out and walk up to the gate and ring the bell and they’d let me in. He didn’t want them to see him with me or ask him any questions.”
 	“He pulled me to him and kissed me on the mouth. I thought I was going towould puke. I reached into the back seat, grabbed my suitcase, and got out of the car as quickly as I could, and slammed the door. I took my sleeve and wiped my mouth off his bitter taste. On the one hand, I was relieved to be away from him, but on the other, I worried about my mother and brothers.”
 	“I rang the bell. Someone said may I help you? I told her I needed help, that I was going to have a baby, and I had nowhere to go and she opened the gate.” 
    	“That’s why when I got here,. I was so quiet. I wasn’t trying to be rude, or anything. I know how the other girls’ feel about me. I was afraid worried to sayabout saying too much, for fear afraid they would start asking a lot of questions. I just thought it was better to let them think I was rude, or weird, or whatever they wanted to think. It was just easier.” 
“Even when the nuns questioned me, I wouldn’t tell them anything. I was too afraid. They asked me how far along I was when I got here, and I didn’t even know. After they had examined me, I guess they figured I was about six months.” 
Dawn hung her head and let out a deep cleansing breath. Then, sheAs she looked at looked at Katie she raised one side of her mouth, and shrugged.  her shoulders. “So, there you have the whole ugly truth. And you have to promise me you will not tell anyone. Promise?” 
      	Katie sat there in total disbelief for hours listening. She couldn’t believe that such evil existed. She thought that her own parents were neglectful and mean, but they were saints in comparison to what she had just heard. 
Katie took Dawn’s hands. It was evident with the tear streaks running down Katie’s tear-streaked face showed she was emotionally distraught over about what she had just heard. “I promise you I will not tell anyone,;” Katie reassured her. “But at some point, I do think you should go report it to the police and tell them what happened. He shouldn’t be able to get away with this. What he has donedid is awful and he should pay for the his crimes.” he has committed.” 
Dawn threw Katie’s hands down in hysteria. “No, no, no, I will never tell and neither can you! I told you what he would do to my family. I could never take that chance.” 
Katie patted her on the shoulder. “Okay, okay, we will do it your way. It will be our secret.” 
 	Finally, Dawn had had opened up and. Katie didn’t want to start pressuringpressure her to tell the police. She thought maybe in time she could convince her. But, for now, she needed her love, support, and understanding, and the comfort in knowing that her dirty little secret was safe. 

*   *   *
    	
By now the girls had talked so much about their life stories the sun was coming up over the horizon, and a warm glow started to filtered into their room.
 	Katie gave Dawn a loving hughugged Dawn. “Thank you for trusting me enough to share that. I know how difficult it was, but now you can start to heal. Let’s try and grab get a littlesome sleep before we starting our day.”
“Thanks, Katie. I do feel better. You’re a good friend.” 
Their lids had barely closed and Mother Superior was on the intercom offering morning prayers.. It was a rough night for the girls, but there were no night terrors over the next weeks, the night terrors they subsided.
Over time, Dawn shared more horrendous horrific stories and details of her living hell on earth, and Katie remained true to her promise. 
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The      	Uurgency in Dawn’s voice woke Katie out of a sound sleep. “Katie . . . Katie, please wake up.” Startled, Katie groggily opened her eyes, trying to shake off the remnants of sleep. She could sense the tension in Dawn's voice and immediately sat up, fully alert.
	"What's wrong, Dawn?" Katie asked, her voice still heavy with sleep. “Did you have another bad dream?” Dawn's face was pale, her eyes wide with fear. It was clear that something was seriously wrong. Without wasting any time, Dawn began explaining the situation.
Katie turned over, rubbed her eyes. “What’s the matter, did you have another bad dream?” 
“No, I think I might be in labor. I’m having have been having all these weird feelings and I thought I had bettershould tell you. Am I going to have the baby now?” 
Katie jolted out of bed like a race -car at the Indy 500. she She went from zero to a hundred.d in thirty seconds. 
“Well, I don’t know. You have a month or so towhile to go yet, but let’s get you up to the maternity floor and have you checked out.” 
Katie hastily threw on some clothes. Dawn started getting dressed and Katie stopped her. “No need for you to get dressed. If you’re in labor they will just put you in one of their gowns and put you to bed. Just grab your robe and slippers, and let’s go.” 
      	Katie took her little young friend by the arm and escorted her down the long, dark hall. Dawn’s slippers making made this slight, shuffling sound as she walked down the corridor. Katie didn’t want Dawn walking to walk up the stairs, so they headed for the elevator. The elevator was old and rickety and took a long time to move from floor to floor. Katie pushed the smooth, round button waiting for the gears and chains to make their eerie sound. As they waited, Dawn’s face contorted in agony as let out a little loud cry, her hand instinctively clutching her stomach. and The pain intensified, causing her to doubleddouble over in pain. Katie put placed her hand on Dawn’s back to comfort herin a comforting gesture. 
“It’ll be okay. Just take a slow, deep breath and breathe out slowly when the pain comes.  that That will help.” 
     	Katie took her hand and slammed it on the elevator door. “Come on, hurry up!” 
The doors finally opened, and they stepped inside., and theThe rusty, old gears began their laborious climb. When the doors opened on the maternity floor, Katie left Dawn alone to speak to the nun on duty. After a brief conversation, she returned. 
 	“Come on, Katie instructed. “I’ll take you to your room. They want to do an internal exam. Remember all the things I have told you. . I wanted you prepared for what is going to happen. The nuns don’t tell you anything. I guess it is a sort of punishment for getting pregnant. But, don’t you worry, I’m going to stick with you through this whole thing, so you won’t be alone.” 
Dawn sighed. and her voice quivered.  “Thank you, Katie,” her voice quivered.. I don’t know what I would do if you weren’t here. I’m so scared.”

*   *   *
    	
Katie got Dawn comfortable in bed just as Sister Ann walked into the room. “Well, what do we have going on here,” the the nun asked.
 Katie turned to address the nun’s question. “I think we have a baby coming Sister.” 
“Well then, I guess I will have to check and see what is happening,” she said stretching on her latex gloves. “Katie would you please wait out in the hall?,” she Katie nodded.said with a smile. 
Katie stroked Dawn’s forehead and reassured her. “I will be right outside the door; everything is going towill be fine.” 
Katie paced up and down the hall like an expectant father pondering the horror story Dawn had shared with her. She knew all the nunsnuns thought Dawn was just some wild kid, who ran around having sex with lots of different boys. and nowNow she had to pay the price for her promiscuity.   
     	Sister Ann came out of the room and walked over to Katie. “Well, your roommate is in labor. She is dilated to four, so she will be kept on the maternity floor. She is very scared and she is so young.”
 	She twisted her wrist and looked at her watch. “It is awfully late. Why don’t you go to your room, and get some sleep?” 
Katie wouldn’t consider it. “No Sister. I’m fine. I would like to wait with her in her room. She needs me right now.”
“Well, she should have thought about all of this before she started taking up with boys! What did she think would happen,,” the the nun said in a condescending tone. Katie had all she could do to bite her tongue and not speak the truth.
“You work on this floor, so you can stay if you like, but if it were me, I’d leave her be. Give her time to think about her nasty past and where it has gotten her, so she doesn’t do it again,.” The nun hadshe said with a tone of distain disdain in her voice.
Katie hated that the nuns had such a horrible misconception of Dawn for the despicable lies her father told. Katie shook her head and marched away before she saidsaying something she would regret. 

*   *   * 

Katie opened the door to Dawn’s room sporting a big smile. “Hi, how are you doing?” Katie asked as she opened the door sporting a big smile.
 	“Okay, I guess.. They tell me I’m in labor and I will have the baby soon. Katie, can you stay with me? I’m really scared, and it hurts so bad.”
Katie took Dawn’s hand. “Of course, I told you I would. I will just run down stairs and put on my nurse uniform, so I can help assist with the delivery. I have done quite a few now. I don’t do much except observe, but at least I will be in there with you. They will call the doctor when it gets closer to delivery time. Just remember, to take in those slow, deep breaths when you start to feel the pain. I will be back in a few minutes.” 
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 	Katie hurried to her room, to changed, and returned to her friend’s bedside. The hours dragged on, two, four, eight hours. Things were moving at a sluggish’s pace. Nevertheless,Nevertheless, Katie remained patient and steadfast in her devotion to her friend. The clock seemed to taunt her as each second ticked by. The room felt heavy with anticipation, as if time itself had slowed down. The sound of the ticking clock echoed in her ears, amplifying the tension in the air. Dawn held on. She drew her strength from Katie’s supportive and encouraging words. 
Sixteen hours of exhausting labor had passed. Sister Jane entered the room and gave Dawn another exam. When she pulled off her latex gloves, wrinkles creased at the corner of her eyes, and her brows pinched together. “I think it’s time to call the doctor.” 
Katie was relieved that this baby was about to enter the world. Dawn couldn’t take much more. And of course, no pain medication was ever offered to alleviate Dawn’s discomfort.
Sister Jane walked toward the door, paused, and turned back to the girls with a concerned look. “I will be back when the doctor gets herearrives,” she said, and hurried out the door.
    	Katie stood up, stretched, and offered Dawn some encouragement. “Well, it won’t be long now kiddo. Just a little while longer, and it will be all over with.” 
Dawn reached for Katie’s hand screaming and screamed out in agony as another strong contraction consumed her. Her perspiration of labor soaked the bed. When it passed, she looked at Katie and spoke softly. 
“I really don’t want to see the baby, or hold it, or anything. I know it isn’t the baby’s fault, but I kind of feel mad at it. I hope it finds a good home and all, but I just don’t feel any love towards for it. Is that awful of me? I’m so confused. I don’t know what I’m supposed to feel right now.”  
Katie patted Dawn’s shoulder; her eyes glazed over. “I can understand your confusion. And maybe you are right. But if you change your mind let me know. I will tell the doctor and the nuns what your wishes are.” 
Dawn conjured up a weak, tired, smilesmiled weakly. “Thank you.” 
Another contraction gripped Dawn’s tiny frame. Katie stayed with her until it passed and then went to the nursing desk to inform the nuns about Dawn’s wishes. 
As she walked downShe walked down the hall, and she saw a couple of nuns and the doctor all huddled together in pensive conversation. Their expressions worried her. 
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Doctor Jamison arrived in the delivery room to assist with the baby’s birth. Having worked with him in the past, Katie was relieved that it was him and not one of the other doctors. Doctor Jamison was an experienced physician in his early fifties, characterized by his graying hair and well-groomed mustache. Katie appreciated working alongside him because he always made an effort to explain the procedures to her in detail. He was patient and approachable, readily addressing any questions she had about the process. 
    	When Katie approached the group the talking subsided, and the nuns dispersed in different directions. Doctor Jamison smiled and greeted Katie. “Well, hello, young lady. I understand you have been with your roommate through the whole process. How nice for her to have such a devoted friend.”
 	Katie gave him one of her winning smiles. “She is so young. She needed someone to help her through this. She has had a rough life. I’ve come to love her like a little sister.” 
Doctor Jamison patted Katie on her shoulder. “Well, she has a true friend indeed. And your compassion is why you will make an outstanding nurse one day. Now, I’d better go in and examine her and see where we are.”
 	“Why don’t you go to the delivery room Katie and help the nuns set up for this birth? I’m sure they would appreciate your help.” Katie smiled and nodded. 
When she was done preparing the room, she hurried back to Dawn. She figured she would be ready to be wheeled down to deliver. Doctor Jamison walked out of Dawn’s room with a sullen look as Katie approached him. 
“What’s the matter? You look worried . . . Is everything all right?” 
He took Katie by the arm and walked her down the hall away from Dawn’s door. “I just examined Dawn. I’m afraid she will have an anencephalic child.” 
Katie shook her head, shrugged and flipped her palms over for an answer. 
“It is a condition that affects the brain and the skull formation. There is no cerebrum or cerebellum, but they do have a brain stem. The brain stem does allow them to breathe and their heart to beat . . . for a while at least. But they cannot see, hear or feel. They are thus born dying. They will only survive for a few minutes, a few hours, at best a few days; some are stillborn.” 
The depths of her anguish were reflected in the glistening tear drops that cascaded down her cheeks. The unspoken plea in her eyes was a silent cry for help, a yearning for a solution “Isn’t there anything you can do? She pleaded.
The doctor shook his head and laid his hand on her shoulder. “Katie, there is no medical treatment for this lethal condition.” I have already explained this to Dawn. She didn’t express much emotion or ask many questions. I think she is in shock and doesn’t fully comprehend everything. It would be a good idea if you spoke to her and tried to comfort her before we take her into delivery. Could you do that?” Katie nodded. 
When Katie entered the room, Dawn was reading her Bible. She looked up when she heard Katie enter. In a faint little voice, barely audible, she asked, "Do you know about the baby?" Katie nodded, acknowledging that she was aware of the news. 
Dawn wept raw, harsh sobs. “You see! God punishes the baby and me because I said I didn’t feel any love for it. This is all my fault. If I felt love for my baby, it would have grown normally. However, it could tell I didn’t love it, so it just didn’t grow right. Now it is going to die because of my selfishness.” 
     	Katie walked to the bed and took Dawn’s hand and spoke gently. “This has nothing to do with how you feel about the baby. These things happen no matter how much you love and want a child. God is not punishing you or the baby. When a child is conceived out of incest birth defects are more likely. You did nothing wrong. These things just happen.”  
At that moment, the nuns came in with a gurney to take her to the delivery room. As they wheeled her down the hall, Katie saw Father John wander solemnly towards the nursery. She knew the nuns had called him to baptize the baby before it died. 
     	Dawn labored for another hour before the baby came. It was born alive . . . a little girl. 
	Dawn was heavily sedated. The baby was tiny, only five pounds. Part of her skull was completely missing, so when Katie dressed her, she put a little cap on her head to minimize the malformation. 
The doctor examined the baby and looked at Katie and whispered. “All you can do is bundle her up and keep her warm. She will pass peacefully in the bassinet. I see from Dawn’s chart she doesn’t have any desire to hold the baby or see her after birth. That probably is for the best. The baby will pass quietly when God calls her home. I wish there was something I could do. This is only the second birth I have encountered in my career, and it is always very emotionally draining. There is nothing you can do for her Katie. Just leave her be. Go back to your room and get some sleep. You must be exhausted.” Just then the priest came into the room to baptize the baby. 
Doctor Jamison patted Katie on the arm and expressed his sympathy. “I am so sorry you had to experience this so soon in your career, but this part of the medical field you will have to learn to handle. Go get some sleep dear.” He gave her an empathetic smile and walked out the door. 
Katie stood there and watched as the priest baptized the little girl. She heard her crying. 
When the priest left, Katie walked over to the bassinet and picked her up to comfort her. After a while, she stopped crying. She laid her down and returned to Dawn’s room to see how she was doing. The medication kept Dawn groggy. Katie approached her bed and laid a hand on her shoulder; Dawn’s eyes flickered open halfway.  
 “You had a little girl,” Katie whispered. “She is still alive. Are you sure you don’t want to see her?”
Dawn turned her face away, her eyes welling up with tears. "No," she sobbed, her voice filled with anguish. "I feel bad enough for what has happened to her. Seeing her would only make me feel worse. I'm sorry. I just can't." Her words trailed off into heavy silence as she drifted off again, lost in her own thoughts and emotions. The weight of the situation rested heavily on her shoulders, and the pain in her heart was palpable.
Katie patted her hand. “That’s okay, I understand. I just wanted to make sure.” She left the room to go back to the nursery. En route to the nursery, Sister Jane stopped her. 
“Where are you going?” 
“I’m going to the nursery. To be with the baby, so she knows someone is with her when she passes away.”  
The nun shook her head and protested. “That baby doesn’t know anything. It is a waste of your time. Go get some sleep. You have been up for nearly twenty-four hours. You need to think about your health and get some rest. The priest has baptized her and God will take her home soon. She will die peacefully. That baby will not know if you are there or not.” 
Katie's gaze locked onto the nun; her eyes filled with determination. With a stern voice, she declared, "But I will. She will die with dignity, love, and in the comfort of my arms." The nun stood there, stunned, as Katie marched past her and entered the nursery. Inside, the room was eerily quiet, with only the soft hum of machines in the background. Dawn's baby lay in the bassinet, alone and isolated, awaiting her fate. Katie approached the tiny figure with a sadness and determination. She gently lifted the baby into her arms, cradling her fragile body. She whispered soothing words, reassuring the little one that she was not alone. With each gentle touch and tender embrace, Katie conveyed love and compassion, creating a cocoon of warmth and security around the baby.
She is so tiny just like a little doll. Even with her deformity, there is something truly sweet about her. It must be Dawn’s goodness that I see in her daughter.  
She sat down in the rocking chair, sang to her, and rocked her. She touched her and patted her, talked to her, and gave her all the love and attention she could for her brief moment in time. She would not allow her to leave this world without knowing the comfort of human touch, no matter what the nuns thought. Katie felt in her heart that the little one knew that someone was holding her. That someone cared. 
     	After about an hour of Katie’s comforting touch and love, the baby grabbed onto Katie’s finger and opened her eyes. She looked into the face of her earthly angel. Even though she couldn’t see her, she sensed she was there . . . and took her last breath. It was done. God called her home. She was surrounded by Katie’s love and compassion as her spirit left her deformed little body. Katie laid her down gently and told the nun, and then she went to tell Dawn. 
*   *   *
     	
She opened the door slowly. Dawn was asleep. So, Katie gently rubbed Dawn’s shoulder, and her eyes opened, but before Katie could say a word . . .
“She’s gone, isn’t she?” Katie nodded, and tears rolled down both girls’ cheeks. They embraced in silence. There wasn’t anything to say. Katie stood up, wiped her eyes, and sniffled, “Well, I’m very tired. I’m going to go to my room and try to sleep.” 
She went to her room and wept softly for Dawn, the baby, and the whole awful situation. She fell asleep completely exhausted, knowing the little girl who was never meant to be was in a better place.

Doctor Jamison came to deliver the baby. Katie had worked with him before and was glad it wasn’t one of the other doctors. He was an older doctor, in his early fifties perhaps, with graying hair and a mustache. Katie liked working with him, because he always took the time to explain things to her. He was willing to answer any questions she might have about procedures. 
    	
When Katie approached the group the talking subsided and the nuns dispersed in different directions. Doctor Jamison smiled and greeted Katie. “Well hello young lady. I understand you have been with your roommate through the whole process. How nice for her to have such a devoted friend.”
 	Katie gave him one of her winning smiles. “She is so young. She needed someone to help her through this. She has had a rough life. I’ve come to love her like a little sister.” 
Doctor Jamison patted Katie on her shoulder. “Well, she has a true friend indeed. And your compassion is why you will make an outstanding nurse one day. Now I’d better go in and examine her, and see where we are at.”
 	“Why don’t you go in the delivery room Katie and help the nuns’ setup for this birth. I’m sure they would appreciate your help.” Katie smiled and nodded. 
When she was done preparing the room she headed right back to Dawn. She figured she would be just about ready to be wheeled down to delivery. Doctor Jamison was walking out of Dawn’s room with this sullen look as Katie approached. 
“What’s the matter? You look worried . . . Is everything all right?” 
He took Katie by the arm and walked her down the hall away from Dawn’s door. “I just gave Dawn an exam. I’m afraid she is going to have anencephalic child.” 
Katie shook her head and shrugged her shoulders and flipped her palms over for an answer. 
“It is a condition that affects the formation of the brain and the skull. There is no cerebrum, or cerebellum, but they do have a brain stem and the brain stem does allow them to breath and their heart to beat . . . for a while at least. But, they cannot see, hear or feel. They are thus born dying. They will only survive a few minutes, a few hours, at best a few days; some are even stillborn.” 
Her eyes filled with wetness and she choked on her words. “Isn’t there anything that you can do?
The doctor shook his head and laid his hand on her shoulder. “Katie there is no medical treatment for this lethal condition.” I have already explained this to Dawn and she didn’t express much emotion or ask many questions. I think she is in shock and doesn’t fully comprehend everything. It would be a good idea if you went to her and tried to comfort her before we take her into delivery. Could you do that?” Katie nodded. 
When Katie entered the room, Dawn was reading her bible. She looked up when she heard Katie and spoke in a faint little voice. “Do you know about the baby?” Katie nodded. 
Dawn began to weep in raw, harsh sobs. “You see! God is punishing the baby and me because I said I didn’t feel any love for it. This is all my fault. If I could have felt love towards my baby, it would have grown normally, but it could tell I didn’t love it, so it just didn’t grow right. It knew its mother didn’t love him, and now it is going to die because of my selfishness.” 
     	Katie walked to the bed and took Dawn’s hand and spoke gently. “This has nothing to do with how you feel about the baby. These things can happen no matter how much you love and want a child. God is not punishing you or the baby. When a child is conceived out of incest, birth defects are more likely. You did nothing wrong. These things just happen.”  
At that moment, the nuns came in with the gurney to take her to the delivery room. As they wheeled her down the hall, Katie saw Father John wander solemnly towards the nursery. She knew the nuns had called him to baptize the baby before it died. 
     	Dawn labored for another hour before the baby came. It was born alive . . . a little girl. 
	Dawn was heavily sedated. The baby was tiny, only five pounds. Part of her skull was completely missing, so when Katie dressed her, she put a little cap on her head to minimize the malformation. 
The doctor examined the baby and looked at Katie and whispered. “All you can do is bundle her up and keep her warm. She will pass peacefully in the bassinet. I see by Dawn’s chart she didn’t have any desire to hold the baby or see her after birth. That probably is for the best. The baby will pass quietly when God calls her home. I wish there was something I could do. This is only the second birth I have encountered in my career, and it is always very hard. There is nothing you can do for her Katie. Just leave her be. Go back to your room and get some sleep you must be exhausted.” Just then the priest came into the room to baptize the baby. 
Doctor Jamison patted Katie on the arm and expressed his sympathy. “I am so sorry you had to experience this so soon in your career, but this part of the medical field you will have to learn to handle. Go get some sleep dear.” He gave her an empathic smile and walked out the door. 
Katie stood there and watched as the priest baptized the little girl. She heard her crying. 
When the priest left, Katie walked over to the basinet and picked her up to comfort her. After a while, she stopped crying. She laid her down and went to Dawn’s room to see how she was doing. The medication kept Dawn in a groggy state. Katie approached her bed and laid a hand on her shoulder; Dawn’s eyes flickered open half way.  
 “You had a little girl. She is still alive. Are you sure you wouldn’t like to see her?” 
Dawn turned her face away. “No, she sobbed. “I feel bad enough already with what has happened to her. Seeing her would only make me feel worst. I’m sorry. I just can’t.” She drifted off again. 
Katie patted her hand. “That’s okay, I understand. I just wanted to make sure,” and she left the room to go back to the nursery. 
    	In route to the nursery, Sister Jane stopped her. 
“Where are you going?” 
“I’m going to the nursery. To be with the baby, so she knows someone is with her when she passes away.”  
The nun shook her head and protested. “That baby doesn’t know anything. It is a waste of your time. Go get some sleep. You have been up for nearly twenty-four hours. You need to think about your health and get some rest. The priest has baptized her and God will take her home soon. She will go peacefully. That baby will not know if you are there or not.” 
Katie looked at the nun with determination, and in a particularly stern voice said, “But I will. She will die with dignity, love, and in the comfort of my arms.” And with that she stomped right past the stunned nun into the nursery. 
     	Dawn’s baby was the only one in the nursery at the time, alone and isolated, waiting to die. Katie walked over to the basinet and picked up the baby. 
She is so tiny just like a little doll. Even with her deformity, there is something truly sweet about her. It must be all Dawn’s goodness I see in her daughter.  
She sat down in the rocking chair and sang to her and rocked her. She touched her and patted her, talked to her, and gave her all the love and attention she could for her brief moment in time. She was not going to allow her to leave this world without knowing the comfort of human touch no matter what the nuns’ thought. Katie felt in her heart, the little one knew that someone was holding her. That someone cared. 
     	After about an hour of Katie’s comforting touch and love, the baby grabbed onto Katie’s finger and opened her eyes and looked into the face of her earthly angel, even though she couldn’t see her, she sensed she was there . . . and took her last breath. It was done. God called her home. She was surrounded by Katie’s love and compassion as her spirit left her deformed little body. Katie laid her gently down and went and told the nun, and then she went to tell Dawn. 
*   *   *
     	
She opened the door slowly. Dawn was asleep. So, Katie gently rubbed Dawn’s shoulder and her eyes opened, but before Katie could say a word . . .
 “She’s gone, isn’t she?” 
Katie nodded, and tears rolled down both girls’ cheeks. They embraced in silence. There wasn’t anything to say. Katie stood up and wiped her eyes and sniffled, “Well, I’m very tired. I’m going to go to my room and try to sleep.” 
She went to her room and wept softly for Dawn, the baby, for the whole awful situation. She fell asleep completely exhausted, knowing the little girl who was never meant to be, was in a better place.
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Katie had a long and tiring day and night. She went to bed that afternoon, causing her to fall into a deep slumber. She remained blissfully unaware of the world around her until the next morning, when the soothing voice of Mother Superior echoed through the intercom, signaling the start of a new day with a morning prayer Katie fell asleep the afternoon before, and didn’t wake up until the next morning when Mother Superior gave morning- prayer.. She got dressed, helped with breakfast, and ran up to the maternity floor to see Dawn. 
Dawn’s breakfast tray sat in front of her untouched when she walked intoentered the room. Dawn stared at the ceiling and didn’t acknowledgeignored her presence. Katie smiled, and laid her hand on Dawn’s leg to get her attention and gave it a little shake. 
“Well, how are you feeling today?” Dawn shrugged. “You know you would feel a lot better if you would ate eat some breakfast.” 
Dawn’s eyes were pools of sorrow when she looked at Katie. “I guess I’m doing okay. I’m kind of sore, and I feel awful about the baby.” 
Katie patted her leg in a friendly gesture and smiled knowingly. “Well feeling sore is normal and so is feeling sad. But in time, your body will heal, and so will your emotions. It just takes a little while.”time.”
 	“Come on now! I have to go to class. Let me see you eat some breakfast.” She handed Dawn the fork, which she reluctantly took. 
“Okay, I will try to eat some of it, but I’m really not hungry.” 
Katie got up and smiled. “That a girl, you need to get your strength back. Well, I have to run, my class starts soon. I will check in in onwith you later.”
     	Every day before and after school for the next couple of days, Katie would gowent to see Dawn and she would spend time with her on the nights she worked on the maternity floor. Yet, she seemed unable to reach her.

*   *   *

Sister Marie stopped Katie in the hall one day after class.  one day. “Do you remember you have an appointment tomorrow at the University Hospital?”  
Katie had gotten so wrapped up in Dawn’s situation that she forgot about her appointment for her check-up. “Oh-my-gosh, Sister, I did.” 
“Well, it is a good thing one of us remembered. I will be drivingdrive you tomorrow and we leave here at about 9 am. So, be ready Sweet -Pea.” 
 	“I will Sister; I feel so much better. I can’t wait to see what the test results show.”
     	Katie’s optimism proved to be right., her Her test results were extremely encouraging; it was on the cusp of a low, normal range. 
The doctors talked with Sister Marie first, and then they called Katie into the office. The doctor who was head of hematology and had been involved in Katie’s case from the beginning was there. He smiled as Katie opened the door. 
“Well, there she is, our miracle girl! Take a seat, Katie.” His hand pointed to the chair in front of him. We have some things to discuss. Your test results have beenwere very encouraging. Each time you come here they continue to go up and you have almost reached a low, normal range. This is what we would likewant to propose to you. Sister Marie called Mother Superior, and they have comecame up with this suggestion, which I think is terrific. You are doing such a marvelous job on the maternity floor. They would like to offer you four nights a week with a small stipend.”
 	“Your health has improved enough now that you can to handle the extra work. They would like to see you finish your spring semester of school, and then to go to summer school. You have been working at an accelerated pace. You could reduce your actual college time a lot if you would just stay at the home a little bit longer. So, when you start at a University university in the fall, you will be well on your way to getting your nursing degree. You will come backreturn here in August for another check-up. and I believe your platelets should be in the low, normal range by then or even better, and I will be able to medically release you. How does that sound to you?” 
 	Her eyes stared off into the distance as she pondered the question. There was a time when she couldn’t wait to get out ofleave the maternity home., but However, over the months, she became close to some of the nuns, especially Sister Marie. And now, she thought thinks little Dawn could really use her help. Besides, getting the extra education to cut down on her college time was great, and it was only a few more months. 
Katie jumped up out of her chair and gave Sister Marie a hug. and She then ran around the desk and gave the doctor a hug. “That would be so cool. Thank you so much, both of you, for all you have done for me. I certainly appreciate it.”

*   *   *
     	
All the way home in the car, Katie kept chattingering about her plans for the future. Her enthusiasm was bubbleding over. Then right in the middle of all of her joy she just stopped . . . She was silent for a moment. 
She looked over at Sister Marie and asked, “Do you think he is happy?” 
The nun looked at Katie with a questioning expression.frowned and pinched her brows together. “Do I think who is happy?” 
Katie spoke in almost a whisper.; “My My son.” 
“Katie, I’m sure your son is immensely happy and truly loved. He went to a wonderful couple. You know that.”  
“I know, but I can’t help wondering every once-in-a-while how he is doing, what he must look like. I still feel as iflike there is a part of my heart missing.” 
Katie reached for the half-heart necklace she always wore, and caressed it fingering the engraving “Forever,” hoping, maybe, just maybe, someday the other half of that necklace would join hers around her neck, and her heart would be whole again.
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   	Dawn stayed on the maternity floor for three days. She never received any counseling, except Katie’s layman’s advice. Katie tried to help Dawn cope, not only with the death of the baby’s death, but with all of the other things that had happened to her. Katie was compassionate and caring, but she was no expert. Dawn needed a professionals to help her  work through all the tragediesy she had experienced in her young life. Katie knew her limitations in and what she could do to help Dawn. She also knew she couldn’t ask for help from the nuns and expose Dawn’s secret. Each day, Dawn's demeanor appeared to grow increasingly despondent, as if she were being pulled deeper into the clutches of depression. Each day, Dawn seemed to slip further into depression. Dawn started to withdraw again and Katie found it harder and harder to get through to her. Katie couldn't help but feel a sense of helplessness as she witnessed her friend's downward spiral. She desperately tried to reach out to Dawn, to bridge the growing gap between them, but her efforts seemed to fall on deaf ears.

*   *   *
     	
It was late May. and Spring spring was in full swing. The earth came out of hibernation. Plants sprung into life and flowers blossomed. The girls enjoyed going spending time outside to mediate meditate,and reflect, and sow their own seeds for change and new growth for their future. It was a pleasant retreat from their the daily grind. 
    	Katie entered the kitchen one lovely spring evening looking for Dawn. A week had passed since Dawn gave birth. Katie saw the other girls busyily preparing dinner for the evening. She walked into the kitchen and totookok in a deep breath. “Hmmm, something really smells good in here,” Katie said. 
Carol chimed in. “We’re having meatloaf.” 
Katie gave her a smiled, “Great! That’s one of my favorites.” 
     	Katie glanced around the room and noticed Dawn wasn’t there. “Does anyone know where Dawn is?” 
Cindy brushed the hair away from her eyes with the back of her hand, as she was peelings the potatoes. 
“Yeah,” Cindy said. “We sent her down to the barn to get some fresh milk for dinner. She has been moping around here all day, and she never talks to anyone. She is an odd duck. I know she is probably having a hard time right now with the baby and all, but no one can seem to get through to her. I thought it might do her some good to get out of the house for a little while.” Cindy’s eyes glanced up at the clock on the wall. “But, come to think of it, she has been gone for quite some time.” 
Katie nodded. “Yes, that probably was an excellent idea to get her out of the house., but However, I think I will take a walk down to the barn and check on her. I’ll be back in a few minutes.” 
    	Katie went exited out the side door of the kitchen and headed toward the barn. She thought about what a warm, lovely day it was and Dawn was probably just sitting somewhere enjoying the spring fragrances and the sunshine. 
She trekked past the pond and saw the ducks and two swans swimming leisurely around the placid water. She passed Jose, tilling in the garden, and called to to him. “Hola Jose. Have you seen Dawn?” Jose waved and shook his head no. 
Katie stepped into the milk house and called Dawn’s name. The containers sat on the counter empty. Katie walked into the barn and called Dawn’s name again, but still no answer.  
She went to the chicken coop and didn’t find her there. Now, Katie was worried. She hustled out to the apple orchard and called her name over and over. 
    	She wiped nervous perspiration Beads beads of nervous perspiration appeared on herfrom her forehead. and herHer hand trembled trying toas she contemptcontemplated where Dawn might have gone. She hoped she hadn’t run away. She walked towards the barn milling with a million thoughts over in her mind. The sun began to set in on the horizon, and it bathedbathing the grounds in a warm amber glow. The sweet smell of apple blossoms filled Katie’s senses. 
As she approached the barn, a gust of wind gust came out of nowhere. Katie shielded her eyes from the dust that whirled around her. It startled a bunch of pigeons eating some feed that had spilled on the ground and they took off into flight. Their sudden movement startled Katie for a second, and she looked up and followed their trajectory. The sun blinded her momentarily. She raised her hand to her forehead like a military salute to the airborne to shield her eyes from the glare of the sun.sun’s glare. 
Suddenly, her face became ashen. She clutched her throat, fighting for air. Her eyes were still skywardlooking up., Sheshe fell to her knees screaming. “Help! Someone, please help! Come quickly. Help. Help. Help!” She screamed from the pit of her stomach.
Jose heard the screams and dropped his hoe and ran full throttle toward Katie. He saw Katie on her knees, her hands covering her face and sobbing convulsively. He bent down and laid his hand on her back to comfort her.. 
“Miss Katie, what’s the matter? Are you all alright?” 
Katie couldn’t look up. She just shook her head and pointed at to the barn. Jose’s eyes followed her direction. He let out a guttural gasp. His eyes landed on Dawn dangling from a rope from on the second story of the barn. One shoe had fallenfell to the ground. Her face was purple. Her long Auburn hair blew freely in the wind. 
Jose shook Katie’s shoulder to gather her emotions. “Miss Katie, get Mother Superior.”
Katie stopped sobbing, wiped her nose on the back of her hand, and nodded. She still didn’t look up at Dawn. She got off of her knees and charged across the lawn to the house.
In the meantime, Jose climbed the old ladder to the hayloft. When Katie returned with Mother Superior and Sister Marie, Jose had cut the rope that suspended Dawn and was carrying carried her down the ladder. He lay Dawn on the ground at the women’s feet removing the rope from her neck. 
Sister Marie searched checked for her pulse. Then, she looked up at Mother Superior and shook her head. Katie put her head on Sister Marie’s shoulder and wept. Then she knelt knelt down beside her young friend. She gently brushed her hair away the hair that covered her face and then quickly turned away when she saw Dawn’s eyes wide open looking at herstaring into the beyond. Even in death, Katie could see the pain behind those big, brown, sorrowful eyes. 
Katie whimpered. “Why Dawn? Why didn’t you just let me help you? We could have worked this out.” 
Sister Marie put hergently placed her hand on Katie’s shoulder, and triedtrying to comfort her and to get steer her away from Dawn. With a tender voice she said, “Come come on Sweet -Pea she’s at peace now. You did a lot to help her. She told me what a good friend you were to her. There just must have been something hidden deep inside her that none of us knew about., or pPerhaps the death of the baby was too much for her.”
    	Katie and the nuns walked back to the maternity home, and Jose covered Dawn’s body with a blanket. 
When they walked into the kitchen, Mother Superior informed them, “I’m going to callcalling the police and the coroner’s office. Sister Marie, can you tell the other girls what has happened?. Katie, go back to your room and see if she left a note or anything.” 
   	 The other girls were sitting around the table finishing their dinner, oblivious to what was going on. Sister Marie walked into the room, her her somber face was tellinga clear indication that what she was about to say wasn’t good.would not be good news. The girls’ mouths dropped open and their eyes strained in their sockets at what Sister Marie revealed. I n that moment, silence enveloped the room, as the weight of Sister Marie's words settled upon each individual present. The atmosphere was heavy with a mixture of disbelief, fear, and uncertainty. The girls exchanged glances, their eyes reflecting a shared sense of unease.
Cindy started crying. “This is my fault. I shouldn’t have sent her down to the barn.” 
“It’s is not your fault dear.” Sister Marie assured her. “She was a troubled young girl.” 
The girls silently cleaned up the kitchen, went to their rooms. ,There was a noticeable absence of any mean-spirited remarks or gossip that night. and no one had a mean word to say about Dawn that night. 
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Katie sat on Dawn’s bed, the weight of sadness and guilt settling heavily upon her. As she rockedhugging her pillow. Rocking back and forth, her mind replayed the events that led her to this moment.. “I should have tried harder. Maybe I should have told Mother Superior about her situation.” She whispered to herself, the words carrying the weight of regret. Her hand went to her face to wipe the wet away. 
She laid the pillow down and went to Dawn’s dresser and began lookingrifled through Dawn’s her things.meager belongings she left behind. She went through herdug through her drawers and checked her suitcase, and but didn’t find anyfound no notes on Dawn’s state of mind.. 
Then,Katie glanced over and saw Dawn’s Bible on her nightstand and thought she’d read a few verses for comfort. As she paged through the Holy Scriptures randomly looking at verses an old tattered, faded photograph fell to the floor. she picked up her bible by the nightstand and was going to read a few verses for comfort, when an old photo fell to the floor. It was tattered, worn and faded. Katie bent down and picked it up, and discovered it was a photo of a family sitting on a porch. Katie could tell that the little girl in the photo, who must have been around seven, was Dawn. She could tellrecognized that sweet, angel face anywhere. There was an older boy and girl and a little boy sitting on a woman’s lap. A man stood behind the woman. This had to be Dawn’s family, Katie thought. Even from the worn photo, Katie saw evil in her father’s eyes. Suddenly, she heard a knock at the door. She slipped the photo back into the  bibleBible. 
“KatieKatie, may I come in?,” Mother Superior asked. 
“Yes, come on in,” Katie said as she set the bible Bible back on the nightstand.
“Katie, were you able to find any a note? The police are down stairs now.” 
Katie shook her head. “No Mother Superior, she didn’t leave any notes in here.” 
The nun took in a deep breath and blew out her frustration. “Okay dear, thank you for checking. I just thought maybe she might have left something in writing, so we would have a better understanding of why she did this. , butHowever, I guess we will never know.” 
She walked out of the room and Katie walked over to the window and stared out into the night. There was a full moon and the stars twinkled across the sky. Katie wondered how Dawn had survived all those years. It was a heavy burden for such a little girl to carry. Poor little thing., the The only way she thought she could get rid of the shame and hurt was to end her life. 
Katie searched the night sky for the brightest star to make a wish upon and whispered. “My sweet little Dawn. This star shines bright for you tonight. I wish for you all the peace comfort and love you deserve. I know you will find it in heaven. Please say hello to Mr. Al for me. I know he will watch over you too. He is a good man. Until we meet again dear friend . . . be atrest in peace.”
    	Since Dawn had no relatives the home could contact, they didn’t even have her right correct last name; the nuns and the girls had a small funeral in the chapel for Dawn. She would be buried in the small graveyard on the grounds where all the old nuns and priests were laid to rest. Her baby was still in the morgue and had not been buried yet either, so they decided they wouldto lay her in the casket with Dawn.  
The ceremony was short and simple. They closed the funeral mass with the song Amazing Grace. Katie’s heart ached for Dawn and her baby. The simple wooden cross that marked the grave was inscribed “Dawn Jones” with her birth and death dates, and Infant Jones, with her birth and death dates. It was a sad and tragic ending for to two young lives.
	The next day Katie bagged up all of Dawn’s belongings and gave them to Mother Superior. However, she decided to keep Dawn’s Bible, along with the old photo as a remembrance and omitted it from the bag. The next couple of weeks were difficult for KatieThe next couple of weeks were difficult for Katie. She’d bolt straight up in bed in the middle of the night wringing wet and soaked in sweat from nightmares of reliving that awful day she saw Dawn hanging in the barn.She would have nightmares of seeing Dawn hanging in the barn, and she woke up in cold sweats. These vivid dreams haunted her, forcing her to relive the horrifying memory of that fateful day when she found Dawn's lifeless body hanging in the barn. The image was etched into her mind, and it seemed to replay over and over again in her sleep.She bagged up all of Dawn’s belongings and gave them to Mother Superior. She decided to keep Dawn’s bible, along with the old photo as a remembrance, and omitted it from the bag. 

*   *   *


It was a Saturday afternoon. Katie was up in her room studying for a test when Sue knocked on Katie’s her door one Saturday afternoon while she was studying for a test. Katie called out, “Come in.”.
 	“Katie, there is someone here to see you downstairs.” Katie closed her book. 
“Okay, I will be right down.” She was a little confused. She didn’t have plans to see anyone, and then she thought Jose maybemaybe Jose stopped by to see how she was doing. He had been sowas so worried about Katie after the incident.	
Katie hurried down the stairs and walked intoentered the living room. As soon as she entered the room, she squealed with delight. “Oh  my God! Rosa, is it really you? I thought you weren’t wouldn’t going to be back for another two weeks.” Katie ran over and hugged her dear friend. 
“Well, Sister Marie called the diner to see if I was back and talked to Joe. She had hoped I could come to the home to comfort you since you were having a pretty hard time. But Joe informed her that I wasn’t home from Italy yet. Joe contacted me and I decided to come home a little early, and here I am!” 
    	Katie smiled, for the first time since Dawn’s death. “That is awfully nice kind of you, but I wish you wouldn’t havehadn’t cut your vacation short because of me.”
 	Rosa raised her hand and shook her head and wouldn’t hear any of it. “You know, I was very glad to get Joe’s telegram. I wanted to get backreturn to the diner. But I didn’t want to hurt my aunt’s feelings, so it worked out just fine. Don’t you worry about it. I want to be here. Now let’s sit down and talk. Fill me in on everything that has happenedd while I was away.” 
   	 Katie started with Dawn,told Rosa Dawn’s tragic story. she She even shared Dawn’s dark secret with herRosa. Since Dawn was gone, she didn’t feel as iflike she was betraying her confidence anymore. 
Rosa encouraged her to tell the nuns, to see if there was anything that could be done., and And to get the police involved. Rosa was mortified when Katie described Dawn’s horrible details. at the story. After talking at enormous length,  about Dawn, Katie felt relief. expelled a big sigh and imploded into her chair. She felt drained but found some peace.
“Well, now on a happier note,” Katie said.added. “The doctors’ said I am was improving very nicely. And they said by the end of summer they will would discharge me.” Rosa grabbed Katie and gave her a giant hug. 
“That’s wonderful! This is the news I have been waiting to hear. When will you be able to leave here?”  
    	“Well, this is the plan we came up with. I will stay here through the summer and continue my schoolwork. I’m working at an accelerated pace and by just staying a couple more months, along with what I have already completed it will cut off about a year and a half of college work. 
I will have about a month off after I finishfinishing here and before I startstarting college in the fall. So that’s when I thought I would move back to my room above the diner and go back to work. If Is that’s alright with you?” 
Rosa beams.ed. “Of course, it is alright! Joe and I can’t wait to have you back home, your family now. We will arrange your work schedule around your classes.” 
“I’m glad that you think consider of me as family, because you are the only family I have. I also wrote to Rafe and told him the whole story.”
“Katie that’s wonderful. I’m glad everything is out in the open. I know he has been sent on to some special training and hasn’t been deployed yet. I don’t know how quickly he might respond. When he is in special training, we may not hear from him for months.”
 	“I couldn’t blame him if he never wanteds to talk to me again.” 
	“Oh, don’t be so hard on yourself. Just give it some time and see where things go.”  Rosa winked. Katie smiled and shrugged.
    	“I chose the University university not too far fromnear the diner. It has an exceptional nursing program. It will be very convenient to get to, and I’m so excited to get started.” 
“You know what?. I just want you to get settledsettle back into your apartment and old life,.” Rosa said. “You can take a little some time for off just for yourself. Maybe even take a short little trip somewhere. Just bringBring some joy back into your life. You have had a rough year, so it is time for you to have a little fun.” 
Katie gave her friend a warm smile. “Well, I don’t know about all that stuff, but something a little relaxing after all of this studying would be nice. We’ll see.”
    	“Alright then, we’ll see,” Rosa said and gave her a big hug and then looked at her watch. “Oh my gosh, where has the time gone? I told Joe I’d be back a half hour ago. I had better skedaddle out of here. Okay sweetheart, I will see you real soon. Are you feeling better now that you have had a chance to talk about itabout Dawn?” 
Katie nodded. “Yes, I feel much better. It helped a lot, thank you.” 
Rosa, feeling a sense of urgency, swiftly reached over and snatched her purse from the chair it was resting on. With a warm smile, she turned to her friend and uttered, "anytime, my dear, that is what friends are for." In a tender gesture, Rosa blew her a kiss, expressing her affection and hurried towards the exit.Rosa grabbed her purse off of the chair. “Anytime my dear that is what friends are for.” She blew her a kiss and hurried out the door.
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Over the course of the following week, Katie experienced a gradual resurgence of her sense of self. Motivated by her determination to move forward, she dedicated herself more strenuously to both her work and school. Over the next week Katie started getting back to her old self. She threw herself harder into her work, and school. 
     	One thing Katie still struggled with was if she should go talk to Mother Superior and tell her Dawn’s story. Rosa encouraged her to do so. She felt that it was the right thing to do now that Dawn had passed away.Now, that Dawn was gone, she felt like it was the right thing to do. Yet Even so, the Katie’s promise to Dawn and her concern for her her familyfamily’s safety weight weighed heavily on her mind.
One day she passed Mother Superior in the hall. “Hello Mother Superior. I was wondering if I could stop by your office after school today? There is something I would like to talk to you about.” 
“Of course, Katie, you are always welcome to come and talk to me any time you like. Shall we say around three-thirty?” 
“That would be great. I will see you then. Thank you.” 
    	Katie found it difficult to stay focusedfocus  on the subject matter in her classes. The source of Katie's struggle stemmed from Dawn's story. It was a powerful and emotional tale, one that had deeply affected Katie. The impact of it was so profound that she found it nearly impossible to articulate the details and emotions into coherent words. Each time she attempted to articulate Dawn's story, it felt as if the words slipped through her grasp, leaving her frustrated and overwhelmed. She was rehearsingrehearsed in her mind what she would say to Mother Superior. She found it difficult to put Dawn’s story into words.

*   *   *
    	
The dismissal bell rang at 3 pm and the girls hurried back to their rooms for a little short break before they had to start preparing dinner. Katie took her books to her room, and pondered the words to describe Dawn’s horrendous ordeal. 
She rolled her eyes towards heaven. “Dawn, I hope that you you won’t be mad at me for what I am about to do. I know I promised you I would never tell, but, now that you are gone, you can no longer be hurt by the truth. 
“Your father should be brought to justice for what he has done to you, and your sister, and your whole family. I’m hoping you will send me your guidance and strength. I believe in my heart that you know I’m right, and you don’t have to be afraid of him anymore. I couldn’t help you while you were alive. — Let me help you now.” 
Suddenly, a warm, spring breeze came through the window. It gently blew her hair back and caressed her cheek. Katie took that as a sign that her friend approved.

*   *   *
    	
A few minutes before three-thirty, Katie left her room and proceeded down the long hall and descended the stairs towards Mother Superior’s office. When she knocked on the door, she noticed the palms of her hands were sweating and slid them down her dress to remove the moisture. 
“Come in,” Mother Superior said from the other side.
 Katie opened the door with caution and peeked inside, feeling very nervous about what she was about to undertake. “Hello, Mother Superior.” 
The nun waved at her to come further into into the room. “Come in dear. Have a seat. What can I do for you?” 
Katie smiled. “Well, I would like to talk to you about Dawn.” 
The nun nodded her head pointing to the chair for Katie to sit down in. “Okay, what would you like to say?”  
Katie took a deep breath and began to unraveled the web of lies and horror. Katie went delved into great detail, trying to remember everything Dawn had told her. The nun sat there stone-faced hanging on to Katie’s every word, tapping her fingernail on the saucer to her teacup. 
     	When Katie finished the tale of terror the nun got up from her desk. Her eyes pierced right through Katie and her lips pinched together forming a hard,rigid thin, line. Katie shuddered. 
The nun walked to the window and stared outside. Silence filled the room. Then, she turned and looked at Katie. The low measured tone in her voice made Katie’s blood run cold.
“Well, young lady that is some story. But I must say, I am having a hard time trying totrouble believinge it. I know you and Dawn had have grown close. Are you sure this is just not someit is not an attempt to try and save a loose girl’s reputation and justify her death by blaming someone else?” 
     	Katie was taken back in disbelief.shocked. She couldn’t believe that she was beingshe was being doubted.  “No Mother Superior, everything I have told you is the truth.” She said enunciating each word. “Dawn never had sex with anyone, other thanexcept her father.” 
Again, the nun raised her eyebrows in a questioningly, way, turning away from Katie to and looked  out the window again.
 Katie felt the anger in the pit of her stomach rise to the fire in her cheeks. She stood up pushing the chair away from her with an angry forceUnable to contain her fury any longer, she abruptly rose from her seat, forcefully pushing the chair away. The harsh scraping sound reverberated through the room, as the chair scraped across the smooth surface of the wooden floor.  with the back of her legs. The chair made a scraping sound across the wood floor. 
“When have you ever known me to lie, or make up stories before? So, why would I start now? Honestly, I’m offended that you would think I would do such a thing. I thought I was doing the right thing by telling you. I thought you would call the police and try to find justice for Dawn. But I guess I was wrong. I’m sorry that I even told you.” Her anger and disappointment reverberated echoed through the room. She turned to leave. 
    	Mother Superior turned away from the window. “Wait! She said in a commanding voice. You’re right. I have never known you to lie, or make up stories. I’m sorry I doubted you. Even so, what do you want me to do? You want me to call the police and tell them what? We have nothing to go on. From what you said, Jones wasn’t even her real last name. ,There  and there is noisn’t any contact information for any relatives, and we have no information on what city she lived in. Do you have any of this information?” 
Katie hung her head, “No.” 
“To call the police with nothing to go on would only open up a can of worms that could create a lot of negative light on the home. I’m sure you wouldn’t want that.” 
Katie shook her head. 
“Well, then, what do you expect me to do?”  
Katie shrugged her shoulders. “I guess there is nothing we can do.” 
Katie’s hope and optimism had over shadowed her logic, and the reality of the situation. She had hoped there was might have been some shred of evidence that could have been givento give to the police. Unfortunately, Dawn remained a mystery to everyone. Katie found solace in the belief that Dawn would ultimately receive justice. She knew that her friend's father would face the ultimate Judge on "Judgment Day." In that moment, Katie felt a renewed sense of purpose and resolve. She understood that while she may not see justice served in the earthly realm, there would come a time when her friend's tormentor would be held accountable in the divine court.and the monster she called father, would go on living his life oblivious to the justice Katie tried to seek for her friend. 
Katie left Mother Superior’s office dejected. But she found some solace knowing Dawn would finally receive justice when her father faced the ultimate Judge on “Judgment Day.” 
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Weeks passed, and finally, the long-awaited warm and lazy days of summer arrived in all their grandeur. The air was filled with a hazy, dreamy quality, setting the perfect ambiance for the season. In this idyllic setting, the girls eagerly immersed themselves in the garden, tending to the vibrant flowers and planting tasty vegetables. In addition to their gardening duties, the girls also lent a helping hand to Jose, who was occupied with various tasks around the barn. They assisted him with the animals, ensuring they were well taken care ofWeeks passed; the warm, lazy, hazy days of summer arrived in grand style.  The girls worked in the garden and helped Jose around the barn with the animals enjoying the summer sun waiting for their babies to arrive. 

Memories still haunted Katie and she tried to limits her trips to the barn. On her days off, she did enjoyed taking reading her books down by the pond. She would take an old blanket and spread it out under a giant old, oak tree. She would, open ed her books, and study until the summer sun disappeared into the horizon. As the sun dips below the horizon, casting long shadows across the ground, Katie closes her books and takes a contented sigh. She has spent the day immersed in learning and discovery, and she has found solace in the pages of her books.


*   *   *
    	
One night she was sitting in her usual spot and Sister Marie walked up and gave her usual cheery greeting. “Hello Sweet -Pea, mind if I join you?” 
Katie shook her head and patted the blanket next to her. “Sure, come on and sit for a while. It’s a perfect gorgeous evening and I could use a little break from the books.” 
Sister Marie, was a little on the heavy sideknown for her ample figure and plunked plopped down next to Katie in a less than a graceful manner. The nun took in a nice,long, big, deep, breath of fresh summer air. “Hmmm, everything smells so good this time of the year.” 
“Well Katie, you only have about six weeks left with us, and I just wanted to see if you were getting your plans in order? You know I sure am going to miss you. You have been a real joy to have around. I am so proud of how far you have come with your school work and over-coming that terrible illness. You are quite a remarkable young woman.” 
Katie smiled. “Thank you, Sister, I have grown very fond of you as well. , as a mater-of-fact yYou are my favorite nun in case you didn’t know that. I know you have gone way out of your way to help me by allowing me to get those letters to my son’s new parents., and I will never forget that. The one thing about this place that I am going to missI will miss — is you.” 
     	“I do have a plan. I will go backreturn to Rosa’s diner. You know, my friend who has been with me through this whole thing.” 
The nun nodded. “She has been a very faithful friend to you, and it is obvious sheclearly loves you very much. Even when you weren’t allowed to have phone calls or visitors, she would call every week just to check in to see how you were doing. She never missed a week. Now she comes and sees you regularly. You are blessed indeed. What about your parents? You never talk about them?” 
    	Katie looked up at the sky. for a moment and hesitated. For a brief moment, she hesitated, as if searching for the right words to express the depths of her emotions. “Well, I never really got along with my parents. My father was always goneaway at work, so I never had a relationship with him. "My mother, on the other hand, was cold and abusive," Katie confessed, her voice trembling slightly. "There was never any warmth or affection between us. Instead, I endured a constant barrage of harsh words and harsher actions. It felt as if she held me at arm's length, never allowing me to truly connect with her.", and I never bonded with my mother. She was cold and abusive. When she found out I was pregnant, and that the father didn’t want to marry me she brought me into the city to have an abortion.” 
The nun’s raised her eyebrows lifted in surprise and disapproval. “My goodness that’s awful. your Your mother would want to kill her grandchild. Katie.  I am so sorry. I never knew that.” 
Katie continued. “It is only by the grace of God that I found a way out of that doctor’s office before he could get a hold of me and take my baby from me.. I ran as fast as I could and hopped on bus, after bus, trying to get as far away as possible. Then I walked into Rosa’s diner, and that is when I found my real family as far as I’m concerned. Then I got sick and that brought me here.” 
“So, that’s my story in a nutshell.” Katie didn’t want to get into all the facts details about her mom, or Rick. She thought that she had shared enough, so the nun got the picture.  
The nun took Katie’s hand. “Well, I believe you have a guardian angel looking watching out over you. First, it he saves you from that awful doctor, after that, it guides you to Rosa, and then brings you here. And look at all the help we had when you had your baby. Your son found a wonderful, loving home, and out of appreciation they gave you money for your education. You have a very bright future ahead of you. Yes indeed, I certainly believe you have a very special angel looking out over you.” 
Katie nodded her head. “Yes, I believe that too,” and his name is Mr. Al.”
     	The plump nun found it challenging to rise from the ground. Displaying quick reflexes, Katie jumped up and came to the nun's aid. She extended her hand to the nun, offering assistance. With a gentle tug, Katie helped the nun regain her footing.The plump, nun started to get up from the ground and had a little difficulty. Katie jumped to her feet and offering assistance. 
“Here Sister, let me help you.” She extended her hand to the nun and gave her a little tug to her feet. 
“Well thank you, Sweet -Pea. I’m not as limber as I used to be, so I appreciate your help.” 
The nun brushed off her habit and smoothed out the material. “I guess I had better go and check on the other girls and see what they are doing. It was lovely having our little chat.” She started walking up the hill and stopped and turned back to Katie. “Oh, I almost forgot to tell you, we are getting a new girl in a few days and she is going towill be your roommate. Her name is Gianna. We thought it might be nice for you to have some company again.” Then, she turned and continued walking up the hill toward the home.  
Katie didn’t even have an the opportunity to ask any questions. She shrugged and thought,; I guess I will find out in a few days who Gianna is. She bent down, grabbed the blanket and shook it and flung it over her arm,, and headed up the hill. She returned to her room in just enough time to grab a quick, shower before Mother Superior was on the intercom offering evening prayer.




















Chapter 188
[image: ]	


The next couple of days flew by quickly, and then Katie was summoned to Mother Superior's office after her last class. With a sense of urgency, she hurried down the hall and stairs to reach the office. As she walked, thoughts raced through her mind. The new girl must have arrived. They want me to meet her. Katie knew the drill. Whenever a new roommate arrived, it was up to the person who already occupied the room to show her around and introduce her to everyone. It was their responsibility to show her the ropes, so to speak. Katie had been through this before, and she understood the importance of making the new girl feel welcome and comfortable in her new surroundings. Entering Mother Superior's office, Katie braced herself for the task at hand. She knew that her first impression was crucial, and she wanted to make sure she did a good job. She knocked on the door.The next couple of days went by quickly, and then Katie was summoned to Mother Superior’s office after her last class. 
 Come in, the nun said. Mother Superior greeted her with a warm smile.She hurried down the hall and stairs to get to the office. She imagined the new girl had arrived, and they wanted Katie to meet her. It was always up to the person who got the newest roommate to show her around and introduce her to everyone, show her the ropes, so-to-speak. Katie looked forward to sharing her room with someone again. Katie, tapped, tapped, tapped, ever so gently on the office door. 
“Come in,” she heard the nun say. She stepped inside.
 “Hello Katie, I want you to meet your new roommate, Gianna.” 

“Katie, I would like you to meet your new roommate Gianna.”
Katie stepped further into the room, up by Mother Superior’s desk, so she couldto face Gianna. Katie reached out her hand to say hello, and was quite taken aback when she saw Gianna’s face. She was absolutely breath-taking. She looked as iflike she might have been Italian, or of of Greek descent. She had olive skin. Her face was luminous and flawless, with high cheekbones, full lips, long, deep, rich, brown hair, slightly curly. It was , kissed by the sun, with just a few gentle highlights. Her eyes were the most stunningtruly captivating, the most stunning she had ever seen.eyes Katie had ever seen. They were a radiant green/blue color, quite unusual, and she had long, thick, curled eyelashes that framed them. When she smiled, her teeth were ultra-white and straight. She was a true,  natural beauty. Katie thought she should be a model, not pregnant and coming to a home for unwed mothers. She looked older and more sophisticated than the other girls, maybe in her early twenties. 
     	After Katie made her quick assessment ofassessed Gianna, she composed herself and introduced herself. “Hello, my name is Katie. I guess you and I are going to will be roomies. I will show you the room, then I will take you around and introduce you to everyone and show you where everything is.” 
Gianna stood up and offered her hand to Katie., she She was very warm and engaging. She spoke demurely. “Well Katie, I look forward to having you for as my roommate. Mother Superior has spokenspeaks highly of you.” 
     	Mother Superior smiled. “Well, you two seemed to have hit it off nicely. That’s wonderful. Gianna, Katie will take very good care of you. I can see you two becoming good friends.”
 “Katie, why don’t you two get goingstarted, you have a lot to show Gianna, make sure you show her our lovely grounds.”  
Katie picked up Gianna’s suitcase.  sitting by her chair. “Yes, Mother Superior, I will make sure I will give her the grand tour.” The girls looked at each other and chuckled. Katie opened the door, and Gianna followed Katie out the door.behind her.

*   *   *  
    	

The tour started as soon aswhen they left the office. “The first floor is where all the offices are located,” , Katie explained., “also Also the dining room, kitchen, the TV room, library and class rooms are on this floor..”
 “Then there’s the basement, which is kind of dark and scary, but we do all our laundry down there. I’m studying to be a nurse, so I get to help on the maternity floor. and oneOne of my jobs is taking the linen to the basement, washing it, and bringing it back to the floor.”
 Gianna raised her eyebrows in pleasant surprise. “Oh -my -gosh Katie. That’s wonderful. It is such a noble profession. My parents, especially my father, wanted me to become a nun like my sister. Boy was I a disappointment to him.” 
Katie laughed. “Yeah, I guess that vocation is out of the picture now. Besides, you are too pretty to be a nun.”. 
   	 Katie continued with her tour. “The second floor is the sleeping quarters,quarters; the third floor is the maternity floor, and there is a massive tower you can walk up the stairs to from there. It has huge windows all around and you can see for miles.”
 	“We have a lovely pond outside, with swans and ducks. We have a nice big backyard garden, an apple orchard, and a barn with cows, and chickens. There are someOne of the barn cats one just had kittens. They are so cute, and we have a one-eyed dog named Lucky. Lucky, I guess because he still had one eye. We also have a groundskeeper. his His name is Jose.” 
    	“School starts at eight and goes runs until 3 pm. It’s kind of neat, you work at your own pace. So, you can move ahead faster if you want to. That’s what I did. I’m going to be able to reduce my college time by about a year and a half.”
    	Gianna smiled. “Well, that’s is a great idea.excellent. However, I have already graduated. I was workingworked in our family restaurant back home. My family owns an Italian restaurant, and I was savingsaved my tips, so I to could go attend to beauty school. Then I got pregnant, and now my whole world is upside down.”
     	Katie was curious to find outlearn more about Gianna’s life story and what brought her to Our Mother of Sorrows Maternity Home. However, she figured it was too early to start asking a lot of questions. 
“It’s fantastic that you already graduated. I’m sure once you are ready to leave here you can go on to beauty school. On the other hand, while you’re here, you could learn how to sew, knit, or crotchet, and they have craft classes to help fill the time.”  
We also have a lovely garden if you care like to do thatgardening.  kind of thing. There’s a library, with a ton wide variety of books to read. I’m sure you will find plenty to do to keep yourself busy during the day. They won’t allow you to stay in your room all day. They want to do something constructive.” 
Gianna agreed. “Yes, I’m confident, I will find plenty of things to keep me busy.
   	“How far along are you?” Katie asked. I can’t really tell.” 
Gianna ran her hand over her stomach slowly.; “I’m about seven and half months. It was only a few weeks ago that my mother questioned me and took me to the doctors. I hide itkept it hidden well for a long time. I finally had to tell them the truth about everything. That was terribly harddifficult. I come from a very strict, religious Catholic family. My sister is a nun, as I told you and my first cousin is a priest. So, to say the least, they were devastated, especially my father., but However, I can tell you all about that at another time.” 
     	They went walked back inside, and Katie took her from room, to room, to introducinge her to the other girls. Katie could tell by the surprised expressions on the other girls’ faces that they were  a little taken aback by Gianna’s beauty. Katie showed her the way back to their room. 
“Well, this is where you will be stay.ing. It’s not fancy, but it is comfortable. 
About four o’clock, we will go down stairs, and help prepare dinner.”
 	“You know, we have about forty-five minutes before we have to go down stairs. Why don’t you lie down and take a little rest before dinner? I’m sure you must be tired after your trip here. I have to work on the maternity floor tonight and I could use a quick cat-nap myself.” 
Gianna walked over to her bed and fluffed up her pillow and smiled at Katie. “That sounds like a wonderful idea. I’m am a little tired.” She sat down on the bed, kicked off her shoes, and stretched out on the small twin-size bed.

*   *   *  
     	
After dinner, the girls cleared off the table for game night.  Katie explained to Gianna that on Wednesday, the girls would play cards , or board games for a couple of hours. This was before they had to go to their rooms. Katie escorted Gianna by the arm and walked her over by to Donna. Katie tapped Donna on the shoulder. “Hi Donna, I was wondering if you might take Gianna under your wing tonight and make sure she has a good time. I have to work.” 
Donna took Gianna’s hand. “Sure Katie, I would be happy to introduce her to an exciting game of bridge,” she chuckled. 
She led Gianna over to the table where the other girls were settingset up the table for the different games. Gianna glanced back over her shoulder, gave Katie a smilesmiled, and shrugged her shoulders, as if to say, when in Rome. 

*   *   *
    	
Katie hurried upstairs to change into her uniform to go toand headed out the door. As she made her way to work, her mind was filled with anticipation for the day ahead. There were also times when things slowed down a bit. During these quiet moments, Katie took advantage of the opportunity to catch up on her homework. She brought the necessary materials and utilized the downtime to work on her studies. This allowed her to maintain a balance between her personal and professional life. work. When there weren’t any girls on the maternity floor Katie could bring her homework and work on it during the slow times. She still had to clean the rooms, and nursery, do laundry, fill supplies, and keep everything ready for the next girl who went goes into labor. When a mother and child were on the floor, besides her other duties, she would bring the baby to the mother, if that were requested. She would bathe and feed the baby, which always stirred emotions in her of her own child and thoughts of how he was doing. Katie was thankful for the opportunity, and she loved holding the babies. 
   	 Over the subsequent weeks, Katie and Gianna grew closeKatie and Gianna developed a deep bond of friendship. They were both incredibly friendly and charming individuals, attracting each other like magnets. Their personalities clicked, and they formed a tight connection that grew stronger with each passing day., both were exceptionally personable and engaging people, like magnets that pulled each into a tight bound of friendship.

*   *   *
     	
One hot, humid, summer day the girls were walkingwalked back from Sunday mass. They meandered through the courtyard. It was in full bloom, with a rainbow of colors and fragrances that filled their senses. Katie particularly liked the lilies, with their delicate petdals and a vast array of colors. She stopped along the path and picked one for Gianna and handed it to her. “I love these flowers so much,” Katie said. “I think if I ever have a little girl, I will name her Lilliana, because she will be delicate and sweet. 
Gianna raised the flower to her nose and breathed in its sweet aroma. “That’s a lovely name,” she smiled.
   	They continued their stroll. Then, Katie stopped and looked at Gianna., a A wide broad smile spreads across her face. She started to speakspoke with with excitement. “Why don’t we make a picnic lunch, sit under that whopping big shade tree down by the pond and just enjoy a lazy afternoon?” 
Pure delight lite up Gianna’s face., “Katie that sounds like a wonderful idea. I would love that. But you might have to give me a hand getting upto get up off of the ground,” she said rubbing her ample belly.
 Katie gently rubbed her friend’s belly. “Well, I could always get Jose to bring his tractor and hoist you up with a chain.” They broke out in hysterical laughter when they conjured up the visual imagemagine in their minds. 
    	They made a hasty dashran to their room to change clothes, and then went headed to the kitchen to prepare their picnic lunch.  
Sunday was an unstructured day. The girls could attend mass if they desired, or they could sleep in if they weren’t religious. They were on their own for breakfast and lunch and ate whatever was available. 
     	The girls made some chicken salad sandwiches and took a couple of apples. They filled a thermos with freshly squeezed, lemonade and snatched a few homemade chocolate chip cookies from the cookie jar.. They grabbed the wicker picnic basket and blanket out offrom the pantry,cupboard, which was  stored there for such occasions. Arm and arm they ambled under the glaring summer sun to the pond and sought refuge under the big,tall, shade tree at the water’s edge. 
    	Katie spread out the blanket and offered Gianna her hand to lower her gently to the ground.  Gianna looked at Katie, giving her a smile.and smiled. “You are quite gallant. Thank you, my friend. You know, this is a cool idea you had. It’s nice just to get away from the house and relax.” 
The girls delighted inenjoyed watching the swans. They reveled in the summer breezes that would washed over them from time-to- time. Light conversation filled the afternoon. Eventually, the conversation turned serious.Then the conversation turned more serious.
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Katie started the conversation about herby delving into her childhood, recounting all the memories that shaped her into the person she had become. She grew up in an abusive household, with a mother who inflicted physical and emotional pain on her. Katie's father was absent for most of her childhood due to work commitments, leaving her feeling abandoned and neglected. However, there was one individual who played a pivotal role in her life: her beloved Mr. Al. Mr. Al served as her surrogate father, teaching her to follow her heart and take a stand for what is right. With his guidance, Katie developed a strong moral compass and a sense of justice that would carry her through many challenging moments in her life. Moving on, Katie shared the story of her first love and the father of her baby, Rick. Their relationship was filled with love, dreams, and the promise of a future together. However, their love story took a tragic turn when Rick betrayed her, shattering her trust and leaving her heartbroken. The betrayal had a profound effect on Katie, leaving her questioning her self-worth and faith in the people around her. As the conversation continued, Katie opened up about her illness. She explained the challenges she faced and the impact it had on her life. The physical pain and discomfort, coupled with the emotional toll, tested her resilience and strength. Despite the difficulties she faced, Katie remained determined to overcome her illness, finding solace in the support of her loved ones and her own determination. With a touch of melancholy, Katie reminisced about her baby. She expressed the profound love she felt for her child and the heartbreaking realization that she could not keep him. The loss of her child left a void in her heart that may never be filled. Katie spoke about the longing she carried and the memories she held dear.Mr. Al, Rick, and all the events that led her to the maternity home. She explained about her illness. She reminisced about her baby  In a somber tone, Katie shared the tragic tale of her former roommate Dawn, whose life took a devastating turn. The profound effect Dawn's story had on Katie was evident in her voice as she recounted the sorrow and empathy she felt for her friend. Despite the hardships, Katie found solace in the presence of her wonderful friends. She spoke fondly of Rosa, Joe, and Rafe, who provided unwavering support and friendship during her darkest moments.and how she would have loved to keep him. She shared the sad tale of previous roommate Dawn, and how that affected her. And she talked about her wonderful friends, Rosa, Joe and Rafe, and the sadness she felt for betraying him. 

Gianna sat quietly her eyes fixed on Katie. She saw the pain etched on Katie's face. The weight of her emotions was evident in every word she spoke. As Katie poured her heart out, Gianna listened intently, her full attention focused on her friend. Katie's face flushed with embarrassment as she realized she had been talking for too long. She couldn't help but feel a pang of regret for her lack of self-awareness. "Look at me," she admitted, her voice filled with apology. "I'm rambling on, and I'm truly sorry. Sometimes, once I start talking, it's hard for me to find the right moment to stop.     	Gianna listened intently and showed her compassion and understanding as Katie poured her heart out to her. When Katie had finished, she felt a little embarrassed that she had gone  on so long.” “Look at me, rambling on. I’m sorry, but sometimes I get started and don’t know when to stop.”  
Gianna patted Katie’s hand. “That’s all right, you needed to get it off your chest. You certainly have went lived through some tough times. I’m so sorry.”
   	 Katie smiled. “Well, enough about me. Why don’t you tell me a little bit about what brought you here?” 
Gianna took in a deep breath and let out a loud sighsighed loudly. “Are you sure you want me to get into all that?” Katie nodded. She had been waitingwaited a long time to hear Gianna’s story. 
Gianna shrugged. “Okay. Well, as I told you, I come from a very strict, Catholic family. My mother and grandmother would goattend to Mass every morning. My grandparents and parents came over here from the old country. My older brother is twenty-five, and my sister, the nun, is twenty-three. They were born over thereabroad as well. I’m the first American, born Italian in our family..” 
      	“My family is nothing like yours. We are a very big family, with lots of cousins, aunts and uncles at every family gathering and holiday, and everybody knows everybody’s business.”
 	“We are a family with a lot of love, and a very strictrigid, moral code that we are expected to follow. My father is a loving man, but he would not tolerate disobedience. My brother, met on the justice more than one occasion, the justice of my father’s hand, but he never used it on my sister or me. He would give us a very stern talking to, and implement more chores, or something would be taken away from us., but However, he never laid a hand on us. I guess he felt boys should learn to be tougher, learn to be a man, that kind of thing. He never gave my brother any more than three swats with his hand, just enough to let him know he meant business, without really hurting him, too much.”
		Katie settled back on her elbow on the blanket as Gianna continued her story, and studied the beauty’s features accented in the sun.. “We all respected my father. He was a hard workhardworking maner and a good provider for the family, and we knew that when he got angry it was justifiedwith just cause. He would always sit us down after the punishment and talk to us, to make us understand what we did was wrong and never  do it again.”
		“Your father sounded tough, but loving, and just wanted to teach you right from wrong,.” Katie interjected. 
“He was. I remember one time, when I was about seven, I went walked into a store that was across the street from our restaurant. The store owner was a friend of my parents. I don’t know what came over me. I was just walking around the store looking at stuff and talking with to Mr. Botticelle. When I thought he wasn’t looking, I grabbed a piece of penny candy and ran out the door. Well, he must have known what I didwhat I had done and called my father. I was outside playing with my sister in the alley. and myMy father came up to me, and grabbed me by the arm and started speaking to me angrily in his broken English.,” “ 
“Whata hella matta you? Stealing from our friend.”  Gianna chuckled. That’s kinda what he sounds like, but my interpretation isn’t very good. Gianna gave Katie the best rendition of her father’s broken English along with a few hand gestures. You shoulda be ashamed of yourself. You knowa better,” she went on to saysaid. “Of course, being seven, I thought I could lie my way out of it, which just made him madderangrier. He marched me across the street to apologize and, and for for the next week for that one piece of penny candy, I had to sweep Mr. Botticelle’s floors. You know, I never stole stole anything again,” she laughed.
Katie chuckled. “Well, that was quite a parole sentence.” 
    	“He held my sister up as the a shining example whenever I did anything wrong. Maria was the one who never made a mistake, never got into any trouble, and always obeyed my parents. I love my sister, but she is a hard act to follow. She was a straight A student., I got C’s and B’s.” 
“She has the singing voice of an angelan angelic singing voice. I sound like a dying cow. She became a nun after high school. I wanted to be a beautician. I”
 “I could tell, by the way my father’s face lit up, whenever he spoke of Maria., she She was his favorite. Oh, don’t get me wrong, I believe my father loved me, but just not as much as Maria, and that always hurt me inside. I always felt like I was a disappointment to him, because I wasn’t more like my sister.” 
    	“Then, when I got pregnant, and I finally had to tell him, I can’t begin to tell describe you the look of disappointment and hurt I saw on his face.  when I finally had to tell him.”
 	“At first, he just broke down and cried,  and then that gave way to his angeranger came. I won’t tell you some of the names he called me. After that, he wouldn’t even speak to me; he was so mad.” 
Katie shifted around on the blanket to listen more intently. “Tell me about the father of your baby.your baby’s father. Where is he in all of this?” 
    	Gianna shrugged. “I don’t honestly know. He’s in the Air Force. He was sent away for training before I found out I was pregnant.”
		“Oooh, I bet he looks sexy in that uniform,” Katie said. “I know Rafe does.” 
Gianna widened her eyes and nodded. “His name is Patrick Sullivan., and I met him my senior year in high school. He startedPatrick began  coming intovisiting our restaurant on a regularly, often coming in with friends or by himself. basis. He went toattended a college near-by and was in his senior year. He had promised his parents he would finish college, but when he was done, he wanted to join the Air Force and become a fighter pilot. He is tall, muscular, and remarkably handsome, with dark, sandy- colored hair, and beautiful green eyes.” 
	“He sounds dreamy,” Katie added.
    	 Gianna nodded.  in agreement. “I was totally captivated by his good handsome looks and charming personality. He was funny and made me laugh., and theThe fact that he wanted to serve his country, made me admire him even more. I couldn’t wait until he would come intoreturned to the restaurant again. He became the highlight of my day.” 
    	“My father began to noticed my intense interest in Patrick and took me aside one day after he left the restaurant. He said very sternly, ‘Llisten, young lady, don’t you go think about getting any ideas about this young man. He’s not suitable for you.”’ 
    	“What he meant was that, he was Irish, not Italian. My father only wanted full-blooded Italian grandchildren. He went on to say, ‘if you don’t want to become a nun like your sister, then at least, you need to find yourself a good suitable Italian man and have a big family. But, this Irish boy, he is out of the question.”’ 
    	“I knew better than to disagree with my father and family traditions. So, I just said, yes papa, but my heart was sayingsaid no. From then on, whenever Patrick would comecame into the restaurant, my father would havehad someone else wait on him., and heHe would keep me in the kitchen washing dishes. The best only thing I could do is was maybe flash him a smile, and give him a little wave. This was when when I brought the clean dishes out into the dining room. He would beckon me over to talk to him, but I would shake my head no, and mouthed the words I was too busy. He always looked so disappointed.”
    	“The summer after I graduated, my parents decided to take a trip backreturn to the old country, to visit family members in Italy and spend the summer there. My father felt confident that my brother Mario and I could run the business under the guidance and supervision of my Uncle Tony’s guidance and supervision. , my father’s brother. Uncle Tony’s two sons, Joey and Dominic would help out as needed.”
	Gianna took a long drink of lemonade and continued with her story. “Three days after my graduation my parents left for Italy. They had a nice graduation party for me at the restaurant, with all of our extended family. They filled the entire restaurant.”
 	“My parents were proud that I graduated. However, I didn’t graduatewasn’t valedictorian like my sister, which my father made sure me I well aware of. He put his arm around me, just before I was going to cut my cake and said, Gianna, I am so very proud that you graduated from high school. But you know if you had tried just a little harder, you might have been valedictorian like your sister Maria.” 
“I felt like the knife I held to cut the cake had just been plunged into my heart. I wanted to say, but I’m not Maria! I’m Gianna! Can’t you just accept me for who I am? But I knew I never couldcouldn’t say it.”
     	“About a month went passed by and Patrick never came into the restaurant., and I wondered if he had gone off and joined the Air Force right after he graduation.ed. I think that gave my father a sense of comfort too, so he wouldn’t worry about me when he was  goneaway. I thought to myself, perhaps it was for the best. I was really attracted to him, but I wanted to honor my father’s wishes.” 
     	“Then, one day I was standing by the hostess station and he Patrick walked into the restaurant. My heart dropped down to the floor. I was so excited to see him again. I gave him a big smile and said, well, hello stranger. I thought you  might have joined the Air Force.”
 	“He just laughed a little and waved his finger and said, no not yet. After four years of college, he wanted to take a little some time off, before he jumped intostarting that. The last couple of weeks before graduation he was studyingstudied for finals. Then he left for a couple of weeks with his parents to visit his grandparents in Arizona. He told me how hot it was there. He told me that he was happy to be back at his favorite Italian restaurant, and I was happy to have him back.”

*   *   *

His brow lifted questionably. in a questioning way. And he asked, ‘how come you’re not stuck  back in the kitchen on dish duty? I was beginning to feelfelt as if youlike you were trying to avoiding me. Did I do something wrong?’ 
   	 “Of course, I couldn’t tell him that actually I was avoidingignored  him at my father’s request. So, I just said, oh no, we were just really short-handed there for a while, so I had to pitch in more and help out. Now, my parents are out of the country for the summer, visiting relatives in Italy. So, I will be serving again and helping cook when needed. My little, cousins Joey and Dominic will be doingdo the dishes. With that being said, may I seat you, and take your order?”

*   *   *
    	
“After that,t he came in almost every day and we would talktalked and we even began to flirtflirted with each other. a little. Finally, one day he said, I think it’s time we took this to the next level. I really like you and would like love to spend some time with you outside of this restaurant. Would you like to go out with me this on Friday night?” 
    	“I wanted to scream yes, yes, yes, but my father’s words echoed in my head no, no, no. So, I just said that I would like to, but I had to work.”
“He spoke in a determined tonedeterminedly. ‘Well, the restaurant closes at 10 9 pm. why Why don’t you meet me at the all-night diner around the corner at 10309:30? I was still real l hesitant and told him I wasn’t sure.”
“Well, this guy sounds like he is very interested in you and very persistent,” Katie said.
 “ He was very persistent. Then he said, ‘Listen, if you’re not interested, it’s okay. Just say so. I’m a big boy. I can handle it and I won’t bother you anymore. However, I just get this vibe that there is this connection between us . . . am I wrong?” 
“I shook my head no and told him I really liked him too.” 
‘Well then, I won’t take no for an answer! I will meet you at 109:30 pm at the diner.’ 
    	“For the rest of the week, I was a nervous wreck. On the one hand, I couldn’t wait to spend time with Patrick, but on the other hand, I knew I was betraying my father’s wishes. Then, I convinced myself that it would be okay. My father was out of the country and he would never have to know. Besides, Patrick would be leavingleave soon, and that would be the end of it.”
	Katie chuckled, “That’s the same thing I said about Rafe about leaving soon and that would be the end of it,.” Gianna smiled.
    	“ Gianna smiled. 
“It is funny the things we tell ourselves to justify thingsthings, isn’t it?” Katie smiled.chuckled.
Gianna nodded.  “I never dated much in high school, because my parents’ sent me to an all-girls , Catholic school. I went was invited to a few dances with boys, whose parents were Italian friends of my parents. That was about it. So, this was the first date that wasn’tnot orchestrated by my parents.” 
    	“Friday night turned out to bewas a slow night at the restaurant. So, I went upwalked up to my brother and told him I had a headache and I wondered if I could go homeleave early. He said it was fine.”
 	“We live in an apartment over above the restaurant, so I ran upstairs, freshened up, and changed my clothes. I put my pillows under the covers to look like I was asleep, just in case my brother peeked into my room. I climbed out the window and down the fire escape. I had such a rush of adrenaline, partly because I was meeting Patrick, and partly because I was breaking the rules.”
	“This Patrick sounds nice. I can’t wait to hear more,” Katie said with a teasing grin.

*   *   *
     	
“We had a marvelous time. We sat and talked in the diner about everything. It felt so relaxed and natural. It seemed as iflike we had knownhad known each other forever.” 
“Finally, Patrick said, ‘You know, we have sat here so long my butt is going to sleep. It is such a nice gorgeous night, why don’t we take a walk along the river?’
Gianna’s face beamed at the reminisce and she gently rubbed her tummy and continued her story. “Katie, it was so romantic! There is this neat little meandering path that runs along the river’s edge. It has , with park benches scattered along the way, so you could sit down and take in the city lights and enjoy a delightful , summer evening. It just so happened to be the 4th of July, and the river walk was bustling with people and activities.”
 “He found a bench and we sat down. The fireworks were spectacular. There was a constant spray of strobing shimmering glitter in the sky., the The beauty dazzled me, and being with Patrick was exhilarating.” 
     	“When the fireworks ended, we continued our walk. He grabbed my, hand and I felt a thousand butterflies in my stomach. We walked for a while, and then decided to sitsat down again and enjoyed the viewview.”
 	“He told me he had an older brother, who was a doctor and lived in another state and had a little boy. His father is an attorney, who wanted Patrick to follow in his footsteps, but Patrick’s dream, was to become a pilot. He promised his father he would finish college first, before he mademaking any final decision. His father hoped he would change his mind, but he didn’t.”
 	 “His mother stayed at home and ran the house and is a devoted wife and mother. He comes from a Catholic background, but not as devout as my family.”
 	“It sounds as iflike he came from a stable, loving family and he has great goals and ambitionsambitious goals,” Katie said as she flipped over on her stomach. She planted her elbows into the blanket rested her chin in her hands,  and looked at Gianna with great keen interest.  
     	“He did well in school, and actually graduatinged early. He was just twenty-one and had finished four years of college.”when he finished college.
 	“I, on the other hand, I was nineteen and a half and had just graduated from high school. When I was in the second grade, I got chicken pox and then rheumatic fever. I missed a lot of school, so I was held back. Even though, it wasn’t my fault, I always felt out of place, being the oldest one in my class.” 
    	“Getting back to Patrick,” Gianna continued. “The timeTime flew by. We talked about our families, our dreams, our plans for the future plans,, and about life. Then, I looked down at my watch. It was two thirty in the morning. I said, ohOh-my-gosh, I didn’t realize it was that late. I need to get home. I usually get up aI get up at round 7am, and fixed my brother breakfast.I usually prepare breakfast for my brother. I do some chores around the apartment and then head downstairs to help my brother start preppingprep for the lunch crowd. 
Patrick apologized., for keeping me out so late, and he asked, ‘I’m sorry I kept you out so late. May May I walk you home?’ 
   	“I told him I was only a few blocks away. I would be fine and I thanked him for a lovely evening.” 
“We walked up the hill from the river, hand, in hand. When we reached the top, he stopped and looked me in the eyes, with those big, beautiful, green eyes of his. and He said.” ‘I know this has beenis our first official date. However, I have been coming into the restaurant for months now, and I just feel this real connection with you. I know from what you told me your family is pretty prim and proper, so I wouldn’t want to do anything you might consider disrespectful… But, would you mind if I kissed you?’ 
    	“I looked up at him and thought, I wouldn’t mind at all. As a matter -of f-fact, I wish you would. However, I just simply shook my headall I could do was nod and smile. d. This was my first kiss, and it was sweet and tender. It sent a shock wave through my body. One kiss led to two or three more. 
After we broke our embrace, he caressed my cheek and said,.” ‘I want to see you again. How about tomorrow night?’ 
    	“I was in utter bliss. I smiled and as I nodded in agreement, fully aware of the challenge that lay ahead of me in dealing with my brother once more.”, not even giving it a second thought how I was going to pull it off with my brother again.”
 “He said, great!that’s fantastic! Should I come by the restaurant and pick you up when you get off work? ” 
    	“Suddenly, reality hit me and I said no. I will just meet you at the diner again, around the same time. I thought I would figure out the details later.”
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“This was the beginning of a whirlwind, romance. From the moment our eyes met, there was an undeniable spark between us. We just couldn't get enough of each other.We just couldn’t get enough of each other. We were seeingsaw each other almost every night. It became pretty easy to get away with it with my brother. When I went to bed at night,I pretended that I went to bed for the night. However, I would just climbclimbed down the fire escape and stayed out until the wee hours of the morning. My brother did makecommented a couple of comments of on how tired I looked when I got up in the morning. I just told him that I had a hard time sleeping, which he seemed to buybought. Because I looked tired, he told me to go home early. He would even tell me to go home a little early, because I looked tired. I felt did feel a little guilty for lying to him, but my desire to be with Patrick was greater than any guilt I felt.” 
    	“I was still managing to do my share of work around the restaurant, though Mario did find found me asleep a couple of times in the stock room. Patrick was workingworked in his father’s law firm, for a while until he joinedjoining the Air Force in November. But the nights were ours.” 
Patrick’s parents gave him a car for graduation and we would take summer drives, go out for late-night dinners and occasionally catch a late-, night drive-in movie. Sometimes we drove over to the next county, werewhere we could even get into the eighteen-year-old, beer bars. Neither one of us drank, but we both liked to listen to the music and dance. 
     	“We were falling in love. He even started talking about a future together when he got left out of the Air Force. One night he took off his class ring, and asked if I would be his girl and wait for him, until he returned home. By this time, I was totally in love with him. Of course, I told him yes.” 
    	“Then, I proceeded to telltold him how my father felt about us seeing each other. If he could just talk with my father, he reassured me that he would be able tocould convince him how much in love we were, and his intentions were honorable. and heHe would provide a good life for me. He was so convincing. I actually thought, he could win my father over. But I knew deep down inside, my father was very set in his ways, and rarely changed his mind.” 
     	“I confessed to Patrick that I had sneaked was sneaking out of the house to be with him. I explained that I wasn’t proud of it, but I thought it was the only thing I could do for us to be together. I told him I was afraid that if I got caught, my brother would tell my father. He didn’t like that I was being put in such a situation., but However, he felt until my father got back and he could talk to him we would keep my brother out of it. So, I continued to sneak out of the house, so we could be together.” 
    “My parents planned were to return theto return the beginning of September. Now that, Patrick knew all the obstacles we were facing, it brought us even closer together. We discussed everything we were going towould say to my father to win him over. The plan was, tohe would go intoenlist in the Air Force for two years. s, and duringDuring those two years, I was supposed to go to beauty school and find a job. I was also to, become independent and move out on my own. He would also send me money to help with the bills. When his two years were up, he would decide if he wanted to stay in the Air Force, or join his father’s law firm. Either way, we were going towould get married, with or without my father’s blessing. After all, I am an adult.”

*   *   *
   	 
 Katie opened the thermos of  Kool-Aid thermos and poured them each another glass and handed it to Gianna. Gianna reached for the glass. “Thanks, Katie. All this talking is makingmakes me a little parched. She took a big long sip.“sip. “ Mmm, that tastes gooddelicious. Anyways, toward the end of August, I started to getgot nervous, because I knew that my parents would be comingcome home soon. Then we received a letter in the mail from Italy. It was from my mother, writing to tell us that my father’s mother, Grandma Giovanni, had a stroke and was in the hospital. She was going to needwould need a lot of care once she returned home. So, they decided to stay, perhaps until after Christmas. They contacted Uncle Tony at the same time to give him the news. I had only met my Grandma Giovanni a couple of times when she came over here for a visit. But I felt very sad and I really felt badsorry for my father, because he adored her. 
    	When I told Patrick, he was extremely understanding and sympathetic. As sad upset as I was about my grandmother, it did givegave me more time with Patrick, before we would have to faced my father.”
	 “You Know know Gianna, I never knew any of my grandparents. They had passed awaydied before I was born,” Katie told her. I would have liked to have loving grandparents., maybe Maybe my life would have been different.”
	“Katie that’s too bad. Grandparents can be another loving source in your life.”
	“Well, I certainly could have used that. But, anyway, go oncontinue with your story.”

*   *   *
    	
“As summer turned into fall, the reality of our impending separation began to sink in. Each falling leaf reminded us of the fleeting nature of time. We grew even closer, knowing that we would soon be apart for two years. Every moment together became a treasure, a keepsake in our hearts.” 
“Summer turned into fall every falling leaf was a reminder to us that he would be leaving soon. We grew closer and deeper in love. Every moment together was cherished, and a keepsake for our hearts for the two years we would be apart. At the beginning of November, a few weeks before Patrick was scheduled to leave for the Air Force, he told me his family was driving up North north to their lake home. Though, he wasn’t able tocouldn’t talk to my parents before he left, he wanted me to meet his.” 
     	“He had told them about me. How wonderful he thought I was, but he never told them how serious he was, or about his plans to marry me. He figured the time had come to let his parents know his true intentions, and he planned to make the announcement at the lake. He was so excited about this trip.” 
‘This will be a terrific opportunity for you to meet my parents and we can tell them about our plans to get married. I know my parents are going towill love you . . . just like I do. I won’t have to convince them about anything. I know they will be tremendously supportive. I thought about writing your father a letter and sending it to him in Italy, telling him about us, and letting him know understand how much in love we are, but I think he just has too much to worry about right now with your grandmother. So, what I am going to do isI’ll write a heart-felt letter to him and leave it with you. When you feel the time is right to tell him about us, you can give him the letter., and I will talk to him in person on one of my leaves.’ 
     	‘But, let’s not think about all that right now. This is going towill be be a fabulous weekend. The trees are in full color. The days are still warm, and the nights are chilly, which makes it great for a giant bonfire and smores. Do you think you are going to be able tocan get your brother to let you off for a couple of days?’ 
    	“Katie, the trip has been on my bucket list for a long time.  I so wanted to go on this trip. However, the crucial question was, I didn’t know what kind of story I could come up with to have get my brother to let me off for a whole weekend. Then it dawned on me. I remembered seeing in the paper a half page ad, about a beauty convention in the next city about two hours away by bus. A bunch of different beauty schools from around the state was sponsoringsponsored it, trying to get you to enroll in their school. There were going towould be demonstrations on of the latest hairstyles, make-up, and manicures. I remembered thinking that it sounded like a lot of fun, but I wouldn’t want to miss one minute of my time with Patrick. So, I dismissed the idea. Now, I could use it to get me the weekend off.” 
   	 “I even incorporated used the aid help of my friend Francesca. She was the only one in the whole world that I could confide in about Patrick and she knew all about us. We have been best friends since the second grade. So, she went came with me and told my brother she would be goinggo too. We brought along the paper clipping out of the paper to make it seem legitimate. After a little much pleading he gave in  and saidand said, ‘Okay, okay, you can go. I know how much you are looking forward to beauty school, and as long as Francesca is going to shares the hotel cost, so it won’t be too expensive. Things are a little slow right now until the holidays., and II will ask our cousin Gina to fill in for you for the weekend. Go have a good time!’
    	“Katie, I can’t tell you how happy I was. I gave him a big hug and kiss. I hated lying to him, but a girl has to do, what a girl has to do, to be with her man,” she chuckled.

*   *   *

“Francesca came by the apartment early on Saturday morning, carrying an empty suitcase for a show. I kissed my brother goodbye and Francesca. and We pretended to walkI proceeded to walk the ten blocks to the bus station. Of course, as we were walking, and far from the restaurant, Patrick pulled up and rolled down the window.” 
‘May I offer you ladies a ride?’ 
    	“We ran over to the car and jumped in. I was so happy and excited. He leaned over, gave me a kissed  me and looked at Francesca and touched her arm.. ‘I owe you one. Thank you for helping make this happen. Now, how about if I take you two ladies out for breakfast before we head up to the lake?’ 
    	“We dropped Francesca off at her home on our way out of town. It was a three,two- hour, drive, up to the lake. The drive was beautiful. The sun was shining bright, with a few big, puffy clouds in the sky. The warm hues of the fall foliage and soothing colors of rust, gold, and green made the scene picturesque, like a painting. Some of the roads on our journey were characterized by their steepness, and twisty and turny nature. I held my breath on multiple occasions, particularly when we encountered sharp turns. Some of the roads were pretty steep, twisty and turny. I held my breath a couple of times when we went around sharp turns.”  
    	“We talked all the way there, about dreams and hopes, and plans for the future. I couldn’t have been happier. Finally, we drove up this steep, narrow road to the top of a hill to get toreach his house. The house was amazing and the view of the lake view was breathtaking. I guess I never realized that Patrick came from a wealthy family. He never talked about it,, or bragged,brags, or anything. But I could tell by from the house that his family was pretty well off.”
	“Wow, Gianna. What a nice added bonus,” Katie chuckled. 
    	“ It was a bit of a surprise. The home was enormous. I was expectingexpected a little small summer cottage on the lake and this was a mansion. It had six bedrooms and six bathrooms. The kitchen was larger than the one the one we had at the restaurant and much prettier. There was an immense dining room. It could easily sit twentyaccommodate twenty-five people. The living room had a resemblance toresembled a lobby in a granda grand hotel lobby. There was eExquisite furniture was strategically placed around throughout the room. The mammoth windows began at the floor and ran the entire length of the wall to the cathedral ceiling., and theyThey offered magnificent views of the lake views. A massive , stone fireplace sat in the corner of the room and towered to the ceiling. The ambience took my breath away.” 
	 Katie’s eyes widened in amazement., “ that That house sounds incredible.””
    	 
Gianna, nodded, “it was. When we finished a tour of the house, he asked me what I thought and if I liked it.After we toured the house, he asked, what I thought and if I liked it. What’s not to like , I said. I was shocked. I wasn’t expecting anything like so elegant and grand. this. He told me that it used to belong to his grandfather and now it was his father’s. His father did a lot of entertaineding clients up there with clients. He also told me some day it would be his and his brother’s.”  
    	“We walked strolled down by to the lake hand in hand.. They had their own sandy beach with a water slide and raft. A boathouse housed a speedboat, a pontoon boat, and a couple of paddleboats. As I took in the grandeur of the surroundings, a sense of awe washed over me. It was hard to believe that this haven was someone's personal paradise. Despite never experiencing a vacation in my entire life, I felt like I had stumbled upon a slice of heaven. My God Katie I felt like I was at my own private resort., though I had never even been on a vacation in my whole life. He was so humble and unpretentious about everything.” 
     	“It was late afternoon and his parents’ hadn’t arrived yet. So, he decided to call his house and see if something had happened. I relaxed outside in the lawn chair, just while soaking up the warmth of the sunsun’s warmth on a brisk fall day.






































Chapter 21
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A short while later He he reappeared and handed me a bottle of cokeCoke. Then he grabbed a chair and , sat down beside next to me, and told me about his phone conversation.”   
    	‘Well, I spoke with my dad. They were just just walking in the door when I called. They It turns out they had had just returned from the emergency room.; my My mother broke her ankle. She was hurrying to get the car packed, and she stepped off the curb wrong. and broke her ankle. She’s taking pain medication and is going to bed. My dad needs to stay there to look after her. Sooo— they won’t be coming. They are so disappointed. But they want me to bring you by to the house for dinner some time.. Gianna it is getting pretty late to turn around and go home, but I will if you don’t feel comfortable spending the night here alone with me.’ 
    	“I have to tell you Katie, it did feel a littlefelt strange to me, but I never felt safer with anyone then than I did with Patrick. We had known each other for over a year and had been goingwent out for months. Though, our necking did get prettygot intense at times, we were always able to keepalways kept  it under control. So, I thought, why should tonight be any different? . I told him I didn’t have a problem with returning the next day. and I thought it would be much safer to drive in the daylight on those twisty roads.” 
     	‘Great!’ he said., ‘let’s Let’s jump in the car and go into town. I’ll buy some yummy steaks to cook on the grill. I’ll toss make us a nice tasty salad, and make some baked potatoes. In the morning, I will make some bacon and eggs for breakfast, before we head back. I can show you my culinary skills and what a greatan awesome husband I’m am going to make.be.’

* * * 

 “He fixed us a fabulous dinner. Patrick’s attention to detail was evident at the elegantly set table. A white tablecloth draped over the table, added a touch of sophistication to the scene. The table was adorned with delicate silverware, sparkling crystal glasses, and charming floral arrangements. Soft candlelight added a subtle glow, creating a cozy and intimate setting. He arranged a little table in front of the fireplace for the two of us, with a white tablecloth and everything. He had purchased lovely, red roses when we were in town. He cut one and floated it in a bowl on the table. He even opened a bottle of wine with for dinner, and as you know, Italians are no strangers to wine with dinner. Dimmed lights, coupled with soft, romantic music, made for an idyllic evening. The dimmed lights, soft, romantic music playing, made for a perfect evening. I brought along one of my fancy ier dresses to meet his parents and I wore it to our intimate, dinner for two. He looked so handsome in his sports coat,” Gianna said, as she shifted herself into a more comfortable position on the blanket.    
		
   	“A couple of bottles of wine later we were getting a little silly and very relaxed, since neither of us were much of a drinkers. A slow, romantic Nat King Cole song came on, “Unforgettable.” He asked me to dance. I felt as if I werelike I was dancing on a cloud. The love between us vibrated and resonated throughout the room. When the song ended, he escorted me over to the table and I sat down. He held my hand, and looked lovingly into my eyes. After a few moments of quiet bliss, he broke the silence and said .”
 ‘Gianna, I have never felt about anyone, the way I feel about you. I love you so much. I would give my life for you. The next two years will be difficult to get through. ’ 
    “I just nodded in agreement. He leaned over the table He leaned over the andtable. And gave me a long, passionate kiss. Then, he asked if I liked the roses. I felt a surge of excitement coursing through me as I responded, unable to contain my enthusiasm. They are absolutely beautiful, I exclaimed. I have never received roses before, and these are simply breathtaking. His eyes twinkled as he directed my attention towards one particular rose nestled in a delicate bowl. The one I floated in the bowl, he pointed out, is the most beautiful of all. It's perfect and flawless, just like you.
Then, he asked if I liked the roses. So, I got all excited. I told him they were beautiful and I had never received roses before. He pointed to the one in the bowl, ‘the one I floated in the bowl is the most beautiful of all. It’s perfect and flawless, just like you. Take a closer look he said. .’
 “I picked up the bowlIntrigued, I leaned in closer to examine the exquisite bloom. And much to my surprise  and I looked down at the rose. Rright in the middle of the perfection, a beautiful, shinny, diamond ring was carefully placed in the petals. It took my breath away. and I started to crycrying. I wasn’t expecting that at all.” 
    	“He swiftly got down on one knee and took my hand and proposed. He said, ‘Gianna, I cannot imagine my life anymore without you in it.t… Will you marry me?”’ 
    	“Of course, I said yes. The magnificent, Marquee marquee cut diamond fit my finger perfectly. The stone looked like it was about three carats. It was humongous. He was crying.cried. I was crying,cried, both with pure joy. Then we composed ourselves and he went on to saysaid, ‘I want would like to make this official. Hopefully, your father will understand how serious we are. Besides, I want the world to know we belong to each other. Now this calls for a celebration. I wanted my parents here when I proposed, so they could join in our celebration of love.us in our happiness. However, it didn’t work out that way. I’m going to be leaving soon, so I couldn’t waste any more time. Tonight, had to be the night!’
     	“He went walked into the kitchen and returned with a big , bottle of champagne. He, popped the cork and the fizz sprayed everywhere. We laughed and toasted to our love, and our future life together.” 
    	“After we finished the bottle of champagne, we were both a little drunk and high on our love. We danced and kissed and as you might guess, you know what happened.… I let Patrick make made love to me. The wine and champagne lowered our resistance to temptation. The excitement of getting engaged, and the overpowering feeling of love we felt for each other, and knowing he would be leaving soon, set the stage for a beautiful night of love making.” 
     	“Katie, I knew in the back of my mind that it was wrong and it went against everything I had ever been taught., but,However, that night I just didn’t care. Patrick was so sweet and gentle. He knew it was my first time., he He even asked if I was sure. I told him yes.”  
“I accompanied him to his parents’’s master suite. The room was tastefully decorated with oversized furniture. He drew me a bubble bath in this enormous, sunken tub. , and He sprinkled the rose petals from the flowers he bought over the bed and in the water. A gigantic, two-way , fireplace was situatedstood between the bedroom and bathroom. He lit a fire and put onplayed some romantic music. Gently, he undressed me. Slowly removing each article of clothing, and tenderly kissing my entire body as he went.” 
“He helped me into the tub. The water was warm and soothing. The bubbles tickled my nose as they floated up when I immersed myself in the water. A flFowery, heady scent emanated from the rose pedals that surrounded me.”
“He undressed slowly before my eyes, his movements deliberate and enticing. Anticipation built within me as each article of clothing fell to the floor, revealing his sculpted physique. I couldn't help but feel a surge of admiration for his manhood, a symbol of strength and desire.“He undressed slowly before my eyes. I was amazed at his manhood”. We washed and caressed each other’s bodies, and I lay in his arms for the longest time. Nothing was hurried, or rushed. The intimacy we shared was profound, as we reveled in the sensations of touch and connection. With every stroke and every kiss, our desire for one another intensified. Time seemed to stand still as we allowed ourselves to be consumed by the pleasure of the moment. Then, he helped me out of the tub, dried me off, and started kissingkissed every spot he dried. Katie, I had never felt anything like it. My body was on fire! I ached to be with him.” 
    	“He swept my naked body up in his arms and carried me to the bed. We made love all night long, until we both fell asleep exhausted from utter bliss. You know Katie, people can say how wrong I was, or what a slut I am, like my father did. It doesn’t matter. I don’t regret it for a moment. What Patrick and I shared that night was special and beautiful. I wish I hadn’t gotten pregnant, but I did. If he were here, I knowI’m sure we’d be married, and we would be lookinglook forward to the birth of our child. But I don’t even know where he is, or how to reach him.” 
	Creases appeared on Katie’s forehead. “What do you mean you don’t know where he is? You haven’t kept in touch with him?”
    	 Gianna shook her head. “I used to get the mail every day and Patrick wrote to me, from where he was stationed. However, once my father found out about us, he got the mail and destroyed any letters after that. He told me he wrote Patrick a very nasty letter and told him to leave me alone.” 
“My father told Patrick he had sent me to Italy. He never told him I was pregnant, or that I was sent to a maternity home. In the few letters I wrote to Patrick, I never told him I was pregnant, because I didn’t know. My mother noticed I looked a little heavier and after they found out what happened while they were abroad, she put two and two together.” 
     	“My periods were always messed up. I even skipped a period or two and I certainly didn’t think I could get pregnant the first time. I was pretty naïve.” 
“Yeah, that’s the same thing I thought,” Katie added. Were we wrong!” Gianna nodded and chuckled. 
“So, my mother took me to a doctor in a nearby town, not to raise suspicions. The doctor confirmed what my mother suspected. She broke down and cried hysterically. Italians are pretty emotional people. My father cried when he was told. Then, he got mad and called me all kinds of names and said I was a disgrace to our family. He said I would burn in hell and my baby would be considered a bastard. I have never seen my father so angry in my entire life. For the first time, he back handed me across the face and called me a whore. I was stunned! How could something so beautiful turn into something so ugly?”  
     	“I tried to explain to my father that it was nothing like that. That we truly loved each other and had plans to marry. I walked over to my dresser and opened the drawer. I pulled out the small box containing my engagement ring and put it on my finger. I held out my hand proudly to show him. He was consumed with anger, and he spit on my hand. You will never marry this man, he said and walked out and slammed my door. The Blessed Mary picture fell off my wall and shattered the glass frame. I bent over to pick up the pieces and felt like my life was shattered as well.”
	Katie observed tears forming in her friend's eyes, prompting her to extend her hand and gently pat Gianna's in a gesture of empathy. Understanding the gravity of the situation, Katie expressed her sympathy. “I can only imagine the hurt and pain the encounter with your father must have caused you.”
Gianna wiped her tears and nodded. “Over the next couple of months, my father wouldn’t even look at me, or speak to me. My parents were trying to figure out what to do with me. Every time my mother tried to talk to me, she broke down and cried. I felt awful. I was told to keep my mouth shut and continue to work in the restaurant like nothing was wrong. They wouldn’t tell my brother and certainly not my sister. Of course, I wanted to keep the baby. It was conceived in love. However, Patrick was gone, and I had no way to contact him, and I saw how devastated my parents were. I knew better than to tell them I wanted to keep the baby.” 
    	“My father and mother came into my room one night to talk. This was the first time he said anything to me since the big blow up. I could still see the anger, hurt, and disappointment on his face as he spoke. He `informed me that my mother and him decided to send me away to have the baby. It would be given up for adoption to a good home. They added, when I left the maternity home, they would send me to Italy to stay with Grandma Giovanni and help care for her. The story they told everyone when I left for the maternity home was, I went to Italy and cared for my sick grandmother. I guess so people would think I was noble, and not a slut. My father told me I would stay there for an indefinite period of time, until I got this Irish boy nonsense out of my head. He hoped I would find a charming Italian man over there to marry. I was never to tell anyone I had a baby because no decent man would want me if they knew. I guess my parents felt lying was okay though.” 
“I sat quietly, my eyes fixed on my father as he spoke. His words carried a weight that I couldn't ignore, and tears welled up in my eyes, streaming down my face. There was no room for discussion, no space for argument. What my father said was the law. I broke the rules once. I better not do it again. I just sat there silently. When he finished, he asked me if I understood and I nodded.”
	Gianna got up feeling the stiffness in her muscles from sitting for too long. Gianna got up and stretched and took another sip of Kool-Aid before continuing her story. “The following week my father drove me here. It was a two-hour drive and we hardly said a word. His silence confirmed his disgust and disdain for what I had done and the shame I brought to our family.”
“He carried my suitcase inside and we proceeded to Mother Superior’s office and talked for a while. He told her how things should be done. Then they had me sign the adoption papers right off the bat. My father stood over me to ensure I signed them. When we walked out of her office, he looked at me with tears in his eyes. He didn’t say a word. He just kissed me on the top of my head, as he did when I was a little girl and left. I think that made me feel worse. At least when he was angry at me and called me names, I felt I deserved it. However, I didn’t feel I deserved his kiss because I disappointed him so deeply.” 
     	Gianna stared into the distance. “So, that’s what brings me to Our Mother of Sorrows and I don’t think I will ever see Patrick again. He is off somewhere in the world, and I will be shipped to Italy, for God knows how long. We will never find one another and our great love will be lost forever. All I will ever have is the gorgeous ring he gave me as a reminder of the beautiful night we spent together.”
“One of the last letters I got from Patrick, he said he thought he’d be home on leave this summer and then he’d probably be sent over to Vietnam. He wondered if I would give up the big ceremony for a small wedding this summer when he was home. Ironically, I never got a chance to answer him, because the next letter he received was from my father telling him to leave me alone. I’m sure he will go to the restaurant when he is home. However, my father will tell him I have already left for Italy, along with some other choice words. I’m sure.”
    	Katie sat there for hours, mesmerized by Gianna’s love story. She patted Gianna’s hand, “Wow, that is an incredible love story. I’m envious of how you described your first time. It was beautiful. In contrast mine was horrid and ugly. It left me with painful memories. At least you have beautiful memories.”
	Katie pressed Gianna further for answers. “After you found out you were pregnant, why didn’t you talk to Patrick’s parents and tell them? They seemed like they might help you.” 
Gianna shook her head and explained. “By the time I found out my father was watching me like a hawk. I couldn’t go anywhere. Besides, I had only met them a couple of times. Yes, they were extraordinarily happy about our engagement, and welcomed me into the family. However, I don’t know how they would have taken this.” 
“I got to see them right before Christmas for the last time before my parents returned from Italy. I brought them a little Christmas present and of course, we talked about Patrick. I still didn’t know at that time I was pregnant. After that I didn’t have any more contact with them. “My parents returned home in February. His parents left for two months to vacation. First, they went skiing, and then they spent a month in Hawaii.”
    	“His mother was very sweet when I came over. She talked about having the wedding at their country club and they would pay for everything, so it wouldn’t be a burden on my parents. She showed me some photos of exquisite bridal gowns and poured us a cup of tea. After dinner she suggested that just us girls go in the living room and have a little talk. Their house was magnificent, just like their summer home, and it was decorated beautifully for the holidays.”
     	“Sit down my dear,” she said patting the couch beside her. Patrick had told her a little bit about the hurdles we will face when my parents return home.  She said she will do whatever she can to help. She wanted to invite them over to dinner sometime, so they can get to know them. She thought in time they’ll come around. She was aware that when people come from other countries and have exceptionally strong family traditions, they are hard to break. However, once they see how much in love Patrick and I are she thought they will change their minds.’  
“I said I hope so, but deep inside, I knew how stubborn my father could be.” 
    	“She reached into her pocket and pulled out a beautifully wrapped box, and handed it to me.” 
“Merry Christmas to my new daughter to be, she said. She gave me a hug. I opened the box, and it was a real gold heart-shaped locket. She told me to open it. She put a picture of Patrick in it. I started crying and told her I would wear it next to my heart until he came home.”
Gianna pulled the locket out of her shirt to show Katie and opened it. Katie gently held the locket in the palm of her hand and commented. “You’re right Gianna he is quite handsome. I can’t believe you two won’t be together. It’s just wrong. There must be a way to contact Patrick.” 
Gianna looked defeated and shook her head. “If there is, I would like to know how. You know as well as I do, they do not allow any contact with the outside world here. I have already signed the papers to give my baby away. And as soon as I can leave here, my father will pick me up and put me on a plane to Italy and that will be that. Katie it’s hopeless.” 
Katie, the eternal optimist countered. “Don’t say that! Never give up hope. There must be a way. Let me think about this for a while. You know, I have a guardian angel that has helped me through some pretty difficult spots. I will just have a little talk with him and he just might send me an answer.”
    	Suddenly, the dinner bell rang, calling them to come up to the house and start supper. Katie jumped to her feet and offered Gianna a hand and pulled her off the ground. Gianna stood up and hugged Katie.
“Thanks for listening to my story. You are the first person I shared all the details with other than Francesca and it felt good to talk about it. Thank you, dear friend. Even though we have only known each other for a few weeks, I feel very close to you.” 
Katie smiled. “Me too.”






Creases appeared on Katie’s forehead. “What do you mean you don’t know where he is? You haven’t kept in touch with him?”
    	 Gianna shook her head. “I used to get the mail every day and Patrick would write to me, from where he was stationed. However, once my father found out about us, he got the mail and destroyed any letters after that. He told me he wrote Patrick a very nasty letter and told him to leave me alone.” 
“My father told Patrick he had sent me to Italy. He never told him I was pregnant, or that I was being sent here to the maternity home. In the few letters, I was able to get to Patrick I never told him I was pregnant, because I didn’t know. My mother noticed I looked a little heavier to her, and after they found out what went on while they were gone, she put two, and two together.” 
     “My periods were always messed up. I even could skip a period, or two and I certainly didn’t think I could get pregnant my first time. I was pretty naïve.” 
“Yeah, that’s the same thing I thought,” Katie added. Were we wrong!” Gianna nodded in agreement. 
“So, my mother took me to a doctor in a nearby town, not to raise any suspicion. The doctor confirmed what my mother suspected. She broke down and cried hysterically. Italians’ are pretty emotional people. Then, my father cried when he was told. Then, he got mad and called me all kinds of names and said I was a disgrace to our family. He said I would burn in hell and my baby would be considered a bastard. I have never seen my father so angry in my entire life and for the first time, he back handed me across the face and called me a whore. I was stunned! How could something that was so beautiful, turn into something so ugly?”  
     	“I tried to explain to my father, it was nothing like that. That we truly loved each other and had plans to get married. I went over to my dresser and opened the drawer. I pulled out the little box that contained my engagement ring and put it on my finger. I held out my hand proudly to show him. He was consumed with anger, and he spit on my hand. You will never marry this man, he said  and he walked out and slammed my door. The picture of the Blessed Mary fell off my wall and shattered the glass frame. I bent over to pick up the pieces and felt like my life was shattered as well.”
	Katie saw the tears well up in her friend’s eyes. She reached for Gianna’s hand and gave it an empathic patted. “I can only imagine the hurt and pain that encounter with your father must have caused you.”
   	  Gianna wiped the tear away that ran down her cheek and nodded. “Over the next couple of months, my father wouldn’t even look at me, or speak to me. My parents were trying to figure out what to do with me. Every time my mother would try to talk to me, she would break down, and cry. I felt awful. I was told to keep my mouth shut and continue to work in the restaurant like nothing was the matter. They weren’t even going to tell my brother, and certainly not my sister. Of course, I wanted to keep the baby, it was conceived in love. However, Patrick was gone, and I had no way to contact him, and I saw how devastated my parents were. I knew better then to tell them I wanted to keep the baby.” 
    	“My father and mother came into my room one night to talk. This was the first time he said anything to me since the big blow up. I could still see the anger, hurt, and disappointment in his face as he began to speak. He told me that my mother and him have decided to send me away to have the baby and it will be given up for adoption to a good home. They added, when I left the maternity home, they would send me to Italy to stay with Grandma Giovanni and help care for her. The story they would tell everyone when I left for the maternity home was, I went to Italy to care for my sick grandmother. I guess, so people would think I was noble, and not a slut. My father told me I would stay there for an indefinite period of time, until I got this Irish boy nonsense out of my head. He hoped I would find a charming Italian man over there to marry. I was never to tell anyone I had a baby because no decent man would want me if they knew. I guess my parents felt lying was okay though.” 
     	“I listened to my father talk and tears ran down my face. I knew there was no room for discussion. What my father said was law. I broke the rules once. I better not do it again. I just sat there in silence. When he finished, he asked me if I understood, and I nodded yes.” 
	Gianna got up and stretched and took another sip of Kool-Aid so she could finish the story for Katie.
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“The following week he drove me here. It was a two-hour drive and we hardly said a word. His silence was further confirmation of his disgust and disdain for what I had done and the shame I brought to our family.”
“He carried my suitcase inside and we went to Mother Superior office and talked for a while. He told her how things were to be done. Then they had me sign the adoption papers right off the bat. My father stood over me to make sure they got signed. We walked out of her office, and he looked at me with tears in his eyes. He didn’t say a word. He just kissed me on the top of my head, as he did when I was a little girl and left. I think that made me feel worse. At least when he was angry at me and called me names, I felt I deserved it, but I didn’t feel I deserved his kiss because I had disappointed him so deeply.” 
     	 Gianna stared off into the distance.“So, that’s what brings me to Our Mother of Sorrows, and I don’t think I will ever see Patrick again. He is off somewhere in the world, and I will be shipped over to Italy, for God knows how long. We will never be able to find one another and our great love will be lost forever. All I will ever have is the gorgeous ring he gave me as a reminder of the beautiful night we spent together.”
“One of the last letters I got from Patrick, he said he thought he’d be home on leave this summer, and then he’d probably be sent over to Vietnam. He wondered if I would give up the big wedding, for a small, wedding this summer when he was home. Ironically, I never got a chance to answer him, because the next letter he received was from my father telling him to leave me alone. I’m sure he will go to the restaurant when he is home, but my father will tell him I have already left for Italy, along with some other choice words. I’m sure.”
    	Katie sat there for hours, mesmerized by Gianna’s love story. She patted Gianna’s hand, and said, “wow, that is an incredible love story. I’m envious of how you described your first time. It was beautiful, mine was sorted and ugly. It left me with awful memories, at least you have beautiful memories.”
	Katie pressed Gianna further. “After you found out you were pregnant, why didn’t you go to Patrick’s parents and tell them? They seemed as if they might help you.” 
Gianna shook her head no, and explained. “By the time, I found out my father was watching me like a hawk. I wasn’t allowed to go anywhere. Besides, I had only met them a couple of times. Yes, they were extraordinarily happy about our engagement, and certainly welcomed me into the family, but I don’t know how they would have taken this?” 
“I was able to get over to see them right before Christmas for the last time before my parents returned from Italy. I brought them a little Christmas present and of course, we talked about Patrick. I still didn’t know at that time I was pregnant. After that I didn’t have any more contact with them. “My parents returned home in February. His parents left for two-months to vacation. First, they were going skiing, and then they were going to spend a month in Hawaii.”
    	“His mother was very sweet when I came over. She talked about having the wedding at their country club, and they were going to pay for everything, so it wouldn’t be a burden on my parents. She showed me some photos of exquisite bridal gowns and poured us a cup of tea. After dinner she suggested that just us girls go in the living room and have a little talk. Their house was magnificent, just like their summer home, and it was decorated beautifully for the holiday.”
     ‘Sit down my dear,’ she said patting the couch beside her. ‘Patrick told me a little bit about the hurdles you will be facing, when your parents come home. I will do whatever I can to help. I would like to invite them over to dinner sometime, so they can get to know us. I think in time they’ll come around. I know when people come from other countries and have exceptionally strong family traditions, they are hard to break. However, once they see how much in love you and Patrick are, I bet they will change their minds.’  
“I said I hope so, but deep inside, I knew how stubborn my father could be.” 
    	“She reached into her pocket and pulled out a beautifully, wrapped box, and handed it to me.” 
‘Merry Christmas, to my new daughter to be,’ she said. “She gave me a hug. I opened the box, and it was a real gold heart, shaped locket. She told me to open the locket. She had put a picture of Patrick in it. I started crying, and I told her I would wear it next to my heart until he came home.”
Gianna pulled the locket out from under her shirt to show Katie and opened the locket. 
Katie gently held the locket in the palm of her hand, and commented. “You’re right Gianna he is quite handsome. I can’t believe you two won’t be together. It’s just wrong. There has to be a way to get a hold of Patrick.” 
Gianna looked defeated and just shook her head. “If there is, I would like to know how. You know as well as I do, they do not allow you to have any contact with the outside world here. I have already signed the papers to give my baby away. And as soon as I can leave here, my father will pick me up and put me on a plane to Italy and that will be that. Katie it’s hopeless.” 
Katie being the eternal optimist countered her objection. “Don’t say that! Never give up hope. There has to be a way. Let me think about this for a while. You know, I have a guardian angel that has helped me through some pretty dismal spots. I will just have a little talk with him and he just might send me an answer.”
    	Suddenly, the dinner bell rang summoning them to come up to the house and start supper. Katie jumped to her feet and offered Gianna a hand and gave her a little tug to get her off the ground. Gianna stood up and gave Katie a loving hug.
“Thanks for listening to my story. You are the first person who I shared all the details with other than Francesca and it did feel good to talk about it. Thank you, dear friend, even though, we have only known each other for a few weeks, I feel very close to you.” 
Katie smiled. “Me too.”
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A couple of weeksweek went byhad passed and Katie still hadn’t figured out how she couldto get Patrick and Gianna together. Then, one night, she was lying in bed, staring at the ceiling and talking with to Mr. Al. “I have been asking you over for the last couple of weeks to give mefor some ideas of how I could help my friend. and nNothing has come to me. Maybe that’s a sign there is nothing I can do. So, I’m not going to bother you any more about this. If it is meant to be, something will come to me and if it’s not, it won’t. I guess I will just have to accept the fact there arethat some things in life are beyond our control. Good night. I love you.” 
    	Katie closed her eyes, seeking solace in the realm of sleep. In that peculiar state between being half awake and half asleep, a sudden burst of inspiration flooded her mind. With unwavering determination, she sat up abruptly in her bed, startling herself and causing her voice to reverberate through the room. "I've got it! I know what to do!" Her exclamation shattered the tranquility of the night, rousing Gianna from her slumber. Katie closed her eyes to go to sleep and at that state between half awake and half asleep, she sat straight up in bed and said, “I’ve got it! I know what to do!” She was so loud she woke Gianna up. 
“Katie what’s the matter? are Are you okay?” Gianna inquired.  
Katie trembled with excitement. “Gianna, I think I have figured out a way to get you, and Patrick together.” 
Gianna was in her own sleepy stupor and mumbled, “What are you talking about?” 
Katie put her finger to her lips., “SsshShhh, go back to sleep. We’ll talk about it tomorrow.”  It just so happened that the next day was Saturday and Katie didn’t have to work and there wasn’t any school. 
When they got up in the morning, she Katie told Gianna, “as soon as we are finished with Mass and breakfast, let’s go walk down to the pond where we can talk and no one will over hear us. Then, I will tell youyou my idea.” Gianna's expression transformed into a perplexed gaze, her brows furrowing as she attempted to make sense of what Katie was telling her. Despite her confusion, she nodded in agreement, indicating her willingness to accept and acknowledge the circumstances at hand. Gianna looked a little puzzled but nodded in agreement. 

*   *   *

Katie couldn’t wait to get the kitchen cleaned up and out of the house. She hurried the other girls along, so she and Gianna could leave. At last, the final dish was placed in the cupboard. Katie grabbed the blanket and headed for the pond with her friend in tow, pulling her along as Gianna waddled behind.
Katie spread out the an oldslightly, worn blanket and helped her friend to the ground. Her friend just lookedseemed puzzled by the whole encounter. “Gianna, I’m am so excited!” Katie exclaimed. “I think I have an idea that might work. You know you told me you thought that Patrick was goingwould to be home this summer?. Well, do you have his parents’ phone number?” 
Gianna's expression mirrored her complete bewilderment as she stared at the person in front of her. The confusion was evident in her eyes and etched on her face. She hesitated for a moment before speaking. Her voice tinged with uncertainty.Gianna looked at her thoroughly confused. “Yes, I do, but you know we are not allowed to make any phone calls from here. So, what’s your point?” 
“Well, my point is,”. Katie said with an impish grin. “I leave the grounds every Wednesday with one of the nuns to go into town to get medical supplies and food. I’ll tell her that since I’m leaving soon it might be a good idea for me to buy a couple of new outfits and shoes for college from the stipend, they are paying me. So, I was wondering while you are getting get the supplies, if I could go do some shopping? I’m sure she will agree.”   
     	“There is a shoe and clothing store just around the corner from where she will be shopping. Around the next corner is a pay phone. I’ve noticed it before on one of our trips. I could call Patrick’s parents from there, to find out if he is home and let them know what is going on. If he is home, I can let him know where you are.”
 Gianna looked a little skeptical. “First of all, even if you let him know I’m here, you know they won’t open the gate to let him in. So, what good is that going to do? Besides, I certainly don’t want you to get into trouble over because of me.” 
Katie laughed. “Don’t you worry about me. What’s the worst they could do . . . fire me– kick me out? What’s most important is getting you and Patrick together.” 
     	“I thought about what you said, and you are right. He can’t just come chargingcharge up here on his white horse and whisk you away. We have to be creative. You are about to deliver any daygive birth.  now, so we We have to move quickly. Here’s , the plan. If he is home on leave, I will fill him in on all the details on the first call. If he’s not home, let’s hope his parents will pitch hit for him. After all, this is their grandchild. After you deliver,have the baby, you will be on the maternity floor for a few days. The baby will stay there until the adoptive parents come. I will call Patrick after you have give birthdelivered the baby, so he can come and get you.” 
    	Gianna shrugged her shoulders. “Katie, I still don’t get itunderstand. What if you don’t get have a chance to get to the phone booth again to call him before the adoptive parents come? And even if he does shows up, how am Iwill going toI get out of here? There is a ten twelve foot, spiked, wrought iron fence surrounding the home. The front gate is always locked. It would be like trying to breakbreaking out of a prison. Katie, I honestly appreciate what you are trying to do, but I just don’t think believe it’s realistic. I think it’s best not to let tell him know at this point that I’m having his baby. It would only hurt him even more if he couldn’t get us out of here. He would lose not just me, but also his child. I think it’s better if he just thinks I went off to Italy. It would take a miracle for me to get out of here with our baby.” 
    	Katie was persistent. “Well then, just call me the miracle worker. You have to trust me on this. I can make it work. I’m am not giving you any more details, because you will justwill doubt me. So, what I’m asking youI am going to ask you to just do is just trust me. Leave all the details to me. When the time comes, all you will have need to do is follow my directions. It will be fine. Stop being a “Doubting Thomas,” and just believe.” 
Gianna shook her head in agreement and hesitantly said, “Okay Katie, I will trust you and I pray you are right.” 
Katie clapped her hands. “You just leave everything to me,” she said. “You and Patrick will be married before you know it.”

*   *   *
    	
Katie couldn’t wait until Wednesday rolled around.arrived. She knew the clock was ticking. Gianna could go into labor at any time now. Katie was pleased that Sister Marie was on errand duty that week. This is , because one of the other nuns might not have been as welling willing to let her go off shopping by herself., but However, when she asked Sister Marie, she agreed.  
    	They drove the old, 1950’s something, pick-up truck into town. The conversation between Katie and the nun was light and pleasant. Katie had withdrawn some money out of her account for her “shopping spree.” Katie figured she would have about an hour to try and get a hold of Patrick, grab some shoes and a couple of outfits and return to Sister Marie. Katie felt bad guilty that she was going tofor deceivinge her favorite nun. But she felt the deception was for a greater cause, and she couldn’t think of a greater cause, than to get reunite Patrick and Gianna.  together. After all, they were both adults, and they were so muchdeeply in love. Her father was just goingwould to have to get over it, Katie thought.
    	 Sister Marie pulled up in front of the medical suppliesly store, and parked the truck and turned to Katie. “I’m going to go here first and givinge them the list, so they can start working on it. Then, I’m goingI’ll go to go grocery shopping and then come back here.return here in about an hour. .  . Okay?” I will meet you here in about an hour… okay?” 
Katie opened the truck door and replied. “That will would be great. I will be back in an hour.” 
Katie made a beeline around the corner and realized she had money with her, but no change. So, she thought, I will run go in and buy a pair of shoes first and ask the clerk for a lot of change for the pay phone. She quickly picked out a pair of shoes and got the change from the clerk and ran to the phone booth. She dug deep into her  pocket and took out the phone number Gianna had given her. The operator told her to drop in the correct amount of change for a three-minute call. She carefully dropped each coin into the proper slot, and heard it clink, clink, clink each time. 
    	The phone rang once, twice, and three times. A woman answered and said, “Sullivan’s residence.” Katie thought it sounded like the a maid. Katie was a little nervously and cleared her throat. As she began to speak her voice wavered slightly. 
 “Hello, may I speak to Patrick Sullivan?” 
The maid replied. “I’m sorry, he is not here right now. May I take a message?” 
Katie’s heart dropped. She figured he wasn’t home on leave yet, so she asked, “Could you tell me when he would be home?” 
“Well, he is actually home from the Air Force,” the woman replied, “but he is out in the yard right now washing his car. May I tell him who called and have him call you back?” Katie lifted her eyes to heaven and mouthed,whispered, thank you God. “Is this his mother?,” Katie asked.? 
“No, I’m the housekeeper. Do you want to leave your name and phone number miss?”   
    	 “This is extremely important. I’m a friend of his fiancée, Gianna and I want to tell him where she is. Could you please hurry and go get him? I’m on a pay phone, and I don’t have a lotmuch of time left.” 
Katie just heard the phone drop. She heard the maid yelling. “Mr. Patrick, Mr. Patrick, we’ve found Gianna.” Then she heard a door slam. Katie waited. It seemed like forever. 
Then, she heard a young man’s voice on the other end, completely out of breath say, “Hello, this is Patrick. Who is this?” 
    	Abruptly, the operator broke in, asking for more money. Katie quickly dropped in more coins and introduced herself. “My name is Katie.” She went into a brief explanationexplained about her relationship with Gianna, where they were at, and that she was due to have his her baby any day now. 
Patrick just kept saying, “Oh my God., oh Oh my God. I don’t believe thisit. I thought I had lost her forever. I went stopped by the restaurant as soon as I got home and got into a big fight with her father. He told me he had sent her to Italy and wouldn’t tell me where. He told me to leave her alone. She was marryingmarried a good, Italian man, when she was over there. I have been sick over this. Why didn’t she tell me she was pregnant?” 
Katie explained. “She didn’t find out until after her father cut off all contact between the two of you. I don’t have time to go get into a lot of details. I’m running out of change.” 
    	Patrick fought his tears back and said proudly, “I’m going to be a father! I’m coming there right now to get her, so we can get married right away and take her out of that awful place.” 
Katie warned. “You need to listen to me. That’s not going to work. You  wouldn’t getcan’t pass past the front gate. The nun’s nuns would will call the authorities. Besides, she’s due to deliver any day now.” The operator broke in to ask  for more money.; Katie had enough for one minute more. She dropped the coins into the slots. 
“Listen quickly! Here’s the plan.” She explained everything as quickly as she could. Patrick agreed to follow Katie’s plan. 
Before they got cut off, he had said, “tell Tell Gianna I love her and I love our baby. As soon as she is out of there, we will get married.” 
The phone went became dead.silent. Katie hung up the phone and hurried down the street, into the clothing store to pickand picked out a couple of outfits. She rushed back to meet Sister Marie and show her the results of her shopping spree and help her load the truck with supplies.

*   *   *
    	
Upon Katie’s return to the home, she helped Sister Marie carry in thethe supplies and food into the building. Then, Then, she eagerly went in search ofsearched for Gianna. She found her curled up in the library reading a book. Katie searched the room with her eyes, before she spokespeaking, to make sure no one would hear them. She could hardly contain her excitement. “Gianna! I talked to him. I talked to Patrick today!” 

Gianna's hands trembled as the book slipped from her grasp and landed with a thud on the floor. She turned to face Katie, her eyes wide with astonishment. Her voice quivered as she struggled to find the words to express her disbelief. "You're kidding me!" Gianna exclaimed, her voice filled with incredulity. "I can't believe it." Gianna dropped the book she was reading on the floor and looked at Katie in amazement. Her voice quivered. “You’re kidding me! I can’t believe it. How did he sound? What did he say? You have to tell me everything.” Gianna was excited and talking loudly in her eagerness to find out more. eager to learn more.
Katie held her finger to her lips, signaling her to remain quiet. With anticipation, Gianna listened intently as Katie recounted the details of their conversation and reveal the plans they had discussed. Katie held her finger to her lips to hush her. Katie told her all about their conversation and what the plans were. Then, Gianna asked inquisitively, “Did he say anything else?” 
Katie raised her eyes up to the ceiling, and took her index finger and tappeding her upper lip. She pondereding the question and teasingly said, “hHmmmm, let me see. Oh yes, there was one more thing— he said he loved you and the baby, and as soon as you were out of here you were getting married.” 
The two co-conspirators grabbed each other’s hands and jumped up and down and squealed with delight. Subsequently, Mother Superior walked into the room and cleared her throat and gave them a disapproving look. The girls were aware of the nun’s disdain and sat down on the couch in a more refined manner until she left the room. Once she left the room, without using words, only using gestures they mimed their joy and excitementAs soon as she left the room, they mimed their joy and excitement using only gestures.
	 After Katie had revealed the big news, the girls would lie in their room before they went to sleep, and have dress rehearsals of their plan. They’d discuss how things would unfold the night of the big escape. All they needed now was for Gianna to go into labor. 
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Katie was joking around with Gianna one night and pointed out, “you know I’m  am going to start calling call you Houdini. Because, one night you will be here, and then one night – poof, you will disappear, and no one will ever know how you did it.” Both girls giggled.
    	Another week went passedby, and Katie had to make a nother shoppingnew run into town. She wished Gianna had the baby, so she could call Patrick, but she hadn’t. However, from her exam on Monday, the doctor thought for sure she would go into labor sometime that week. Sure enough, late Wednesday night she woke up in labor pain and Katie took her up to the maternity floor. Even though, it was Katie’s night off from work she stayed with her friend through the night, the next morning, and into the late afternoon of Thursday. Katie was not going towould not leave her friend’s side. She was there helpeding and supporteding her through a very long, hard difficult labor. 
    	Finally, around six-thirty in the evening, she delivered a healthy, baby girl. The nuns took the baby to clean her and check her overexamine her. Katie stayed with her friend and gave her love and support.   
    	“Gianna, you did a great job. I know it was long and tough, but it’s over now. You have a beautiful daughter.” Katie leaned over and whispered in Gianna’s ear, so no one could hear. “And soon, you will be free, and you and Patrick will get married.” 
Gianna's eyes welled up with tears as she took in Katie's words. She looked at her friend, gratitude shining in her eyes, and mouthed a heartfelt "thank you." The weight of her circumstances seemed a little lighter knowing there was a future filled with love and happiness waiting for her.Gianna’s eyes filled with tears. She looked at Katie and mouthed the words, thank you. 
Katie gave her a hug. “While they are finishingfinish up with you in here, I’ll go to the nursery and check on the baby. I will check in on you when they take you back to your room.” Katie walked down the hall to the nursery, so she couldto report back to Gianna. 
There were three other infants in there from pervious previous deliveries. Sister Joyce was takingcared for care of Gianna’s baby. She was weighed,ing her, measured, and diding her, and giving her a physical exam. Katie approached the nun as she was liftinglifted the baby off of the scale. 
“How much did she weightweigh?” Katie asked. 
The nun replied, “six and a half pounds.” Katie tapped the nun on the shoulder and inquired, “Would you mind if I finished getting her dressed?” 
The nun handed the baby over to Katie., “Not at all. I have a couple of other ones over there who need my attention.” 
    	Katie took the baby into her arms and examined every inch of her while she was gettingdressing her. dressed. She was beautifulwas a beauty, just like Gianna., she She had dark hair and big, beautiful eyes.… She was perfect. Katie cuddled her close and breathed in that sweet, baby smell. It flooded her memory with the same joy she felt when she heldholding her son for the first time. Katie finished getting her dressed and wrapped her in a warm, pink blanket and placed her in the bassinet. to wait She waited for the doctor to come. 
Katie walked over by to the nun who was caring for another infant and informed her, “well Well sisterSister, she is all taken care of. I’m going to check in on my friend.” 
The nun smiled sweetly at Katie and surmised, “I’m sure she appreciates what a good friend you are and all the things you do for her.” 
Katie smiled like the a “Cheshire Cat.” Sister, you’ll never know.if you only knew. 

*   *   * 
     	
The other nuns nuns were just leavingleft Gianna’s room as Katie entered. Sister Marie stopped Katie and gave herwarned her.  a warning. “Katie, you can visit for a few minutes, but you need to get some rest as much as Gianna does. So, ten minutes, then go back to your room and get some sleep, okay?” 
Katie shook her head in agreement. , “Yes Sister, you’re right. I’m am exhausted. I won’t stay long.” 
Sister Marie patted Katie on the back and reminded her, . “goodGood, because you know you will be working all weekend and we need you bright -eyed and alert. You have important work to do around here, and we can’t have you falling asleep on the job, nownow can we?” The nun gave a little chuckled. 
Katie agreed. “You are so right. I have very important work to do this weekend, and I will do my very best.” Of course, Katie was referring to her escape plan for Gianna, not her workload on the maternity floor.
     	Katie walked over to the bed where a very tired Gianna lielay. As tired as she was, she still verbalized her appreciation to for Katie. “Katie, thank you for staying with me through this whole ordeal. I don’t know what I would have done without you. Tell me about the baby. Is she okay?” 
Katie sat down on at the foot of the bed. “She is perfect! She looks just like you. She’s beautiful. I’m going planning to give you a day to rest.  and then I’m going to call Patrick on Saturday at the beginning of my shift., to He will come and get you at midnight at the end of my shift. He said it would take him about two hours to get here. So, that should give us plenty of time.” 
      “You need to get out of here this weekend, because I overheard the nuns talking that on Monday the adoptive parents were coming to get pick up the baby. It is vital that we get you out of here this weekend. 
    	Unconsciously her brow furrowed. “Katie, how are you going towill you call Patrick when you don’t go into the city again until next Wednesday? By then it will be too late… The baby will be gone.” Gianna started to crycried. “Katie, I don’t want to leave here without my baby. I was afraid something like this would happen — and now it has. I know Patrick is going towill be devastatedivested if he comes to get me and I have to tell him the baby is gone. There will never be a way for us to get her back. We won’t know where she is. Katie, I’m so scared. What are we going to do?” Gianna sobbed as she contemplated the outcome of what would happen to her daughter.
     	Katie grasped her friend’s hand and patted it, trying to comfort her. She spoke in a clamming calmly.voice. “Oh, ye of little faith., I told you to trust me, and to have faithbelieve that this was going towould work, and you agreed. I don’t need you giving upto give up now. I have a back-up plan just for this scenario. It is going will to be tricky. I need to find the right moment to grab the keys to Mother Superior’s office, without anyone noticing. Then, I will sneak down to her office to call Patrick. The hurdle will be getting them back where they belong before anyone notices they are missing. If I get caught, it will ruin everything. However, I believe in God and my Guardian Angel Mr. Al will help me do this, because God is Love. Gianna, just pray I don’t get caught.” 
Gianna pursed her lips and nodded. “I will Katie. This has to work… it just has to! I’m sorry for doubting you. I should have known you would havehad a back-up plan.”
Gianna yawned. “I’m going to go to sleep now. I can’t keep my eyes open any
more.” 
Katie hopped off of the bed and agreed. “Me too. Sweet dreams my friend. I will see you tomorrow.”
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Katie slept late the next morning, feeling the weight of exhaustion lift from her shoulders as she eased into a peaceful slumber. The previous days were demanding, leaving her drained both physically and mentally. However, she knew that her respite would be short-lived, as there were challenges awaiting her in the days to come.Katie slept late the next morning. Then attended her afternoon classes. She knew her work was going to be cut out for her over the next couple of days, and she needed to get caught up on her rest. In her mind, she orchestrated the grand escape over and over againShe set the stage for the grand escape, and orchestrating everything over and over in her mind. One mistake and everything could go horribly wrong, and Gianna may not get away with her baby and the man she loved.
      	Katie attended her classes that morning. However, she was anxious to finish her classes and return to the maternity floor to see her friend. When she entered the room, Gianna was sleeping soundly.  She tipped- toed quietly over to the bed. and gentlyGently, she reached out and softly rubbed her shoulder, hoping to wake her without startling herr. She sSlowly Gianna opened her eyes, squinting in the dimly lit room.. 
In a sleepy voice, barely audible, she whispered. “Hi Katie, how are you? I’m just so tired.” Her voice trailed off. “I slept most of the day. I asked to see the my baby, but they said my chart stated I wasn’t tocouldn’t have contact with the baby. I guess my father requested that when he had me signed the papers. I never really read anything. I just did what he told me to do. In an attempt, to see her, I did take a walkwalked past the nursery, but she was way back in the corner. Katie, I haven’t even been able to hold her.” 
Katie walked over and opened her drapes. the Sunshinesunlight flooded the room. She turned to Gianna and smiled. “Well, we will see about that. I’m on duty now, and pretty soon sister will go to the lunchroom dining room to have her dinner. That will leave me in charge for a while. I will sneak your baby in to see her mom. If I get caught, I will just tell them I didn’t read your chart. The worst they can do is reprimand me for not following protocol, and how I should know better, blah, blah, blah. I’m leaving here in a few weeks myself, and it’s not like they are paying me a big salary. So, don’t worry, you will hold your baby! I promise.” 
 	“Katie you are wonderful. You have been such a dear friend. If it weren’t for you, I would have lost my baby and Patrick. And in a few days, I would have been on a plane to Italy. Now my life has a whole new meaning g… thanks to you. How can I ever repay you?” 
Katie smiled. “You can repay me by getting married and having a happy life. If you ever get back this way again, stop by Rosa’s Diner and say hello.” 
Gianna nodded, “I will do that.”
    	 Katie left Gianna’s room, and went about doingdid her work assignments. She went walked into the nursery and cared for the infants. She delivered the food trays, did some chartingcharted medical records, all of which kept her busy for a couple of hours. There were only three girls on the floor, so only one nun and Katie were assigned to duty. 
Sister Theresa approached Katie. “Katie, things are quiet right now. So, if you don’t mind, I would like to go to the dining room and eat a hot meal instead of the cold sandwich I brought with me. I think you can handle things for a half-hour, or so. If there is a crisis, just call down to the dining room, and I will return immediately, okay?” 
Okay! This was perfect. It will give Gianna extra time to hold her baby. “That’s fine Sister. You just take all the time you need. As a matter -of -fact, why don’t you take an hour? You deserve a little extra break. If anything comes up, like you said, I will just call downstairs. Don’t you worry about a thing. No one is in labor. We’ll be just fine. Go enjoy your dinner. I heard its it was lasagna tonight., if If there is are any leftovers could you bring me a piece?” 
“Katie, you are so kind. I will make sure there is a leftover piece and bring it to you. I’ll heat it up right before I come backreturn upstairs.”
    	“Thank you, Sister. That is so nice.” The truth was, Katie couldn’t wait until she left, so she could get the baby to Gianna. As soon as the elevator door closed, Katie ran toward the nursery. All the infants were peacefully sleeping. When she pulled the pink blanket away from Gianna’s baby’s face, she seemed to be more beautiful than she remembered. 
She could be a “Gerber Baby,” she is so cute. She lifted her intocradled her arms. Katie peeked her head out into the hallway, to make sure no one else had come up like Mother Superior to check on things. This was something as she often did. When she saw the coast was clear, she headed down the hall to Gianna’s room.  
    	Gianna was sitting in a chair next to the open window, basking in the pleasant warmth of the summer day. The gentle breeze rustled the leaves outside. As she sat there, lost in her thoughts, she heard the sound of the door creaking open. She turned around and was surprised to see Katie standing there, holding her baby in her arms. The sight brought a smile to her face as she watched Katie gently cradle the little one. Gianna was sitting in a chair next to the window, enjoying the nice summer day. She heard the door open and turned to see Katie holding her baby. 
 “Oh my God, Katie. I can’t believe you really did it, Thank you so much.” 
Katie handed gently placed the infant in Gianna her babyarms. “You are most welcome.”
Gianna pulled the blanket back and gasped. “You’re right! She’s perfect, absolutely perfect.” She kissed the baby tenderly on the forehead. She rubbed her cheek and talked to her. Katie could see that they needed some time alone to bond. 
“Listen, I’m going toI will leave you guys alone for a while, so you can get to know one another. I’ll be back in a little while and take her backreturn her to the nursery before Sister Theresa comes backreturns.” Gianna smiled and nodded, and mouthed the words thank you.
     	About ten minutes later, Katie was sitting behind the desk working on some paperwork when she heard the slow moving, moaning, old elevator headed heading up to the maternity floor. She  panicked. 
Could Sister Theresa be done with dinner all already? What am I going to do? I don’t have enough time to run all the way down the hall and get the baby, and make it back to the nursery. 
She ran into the nursery, grabbed some towels, wrapped them in a pink blanket, and put them into the empty bassinet where Gianna’s baby should be. Just then, the elevator doors opened. She peered down the hall holding her breath. It was Mother Superior walking towards her. She swallowed hard. Oh crap! Just stay calm Katie. 
     	 “Hello Katie, how are things going?”’
 “Just fine. I just checked on all the babies, and they are all sleeping. What brings you up here?” 
Mother Superior walked over to the nursery and peered into the window. Every fiber in Katie’s being tightened. 
Then, sShe turned her attention back to address Katie’s question. “Well, Sister Theresa said you were up here alone, and I just wanted to make sure everything was okay., and byBy the looks of things, I would say things are just fine. Sister Theresa should be back in about a half-hour or so.” Katie, I just want to tell you what a splendid job you are doing for us. You are going towill make an outstanding nurse.” 
Katie said sheepishly, “thank Thank you, Mother Superior, for your confidence in me,” Katie said sheepishly..”
She knew that  in the next couple of days, she would be breaking allbreak all the rules. She felt a twinge of guilt for betraying all the people who trusted her so completely. Yet, she told herself it was for the a greater cause. The greater greatest cause being “LOVE.”

*   *   *

After Mother Superior left, Katie gave Gianna an additional fifteen -minutes and then went gotto get the baby and to take took her back to the nursery. When Katie entered the room, Gianna had the baby suckling from her breast. Gianna had such a look of pure love and joy on her face. 
Katie smiled, and jokingly said, “I really hate to break up this family reunion, but I need to get that little one back to the nest before we have any more close calls.” She told Gianna about Mother Superior’s surprise visit. She placed the baby back in the nursery. As she turned to leave, Sister Theresa appeared, her footsteps echoing softly on the tiled floor. and a short time later Sister Theresa returned. 
Katie plodded abouthow she was going to removing e the keys to get into to enter Mother Superior’s office. Every night around ten o’clock, after the babies feeding,were fed, Katie took the dirty laundry down to the basement. Then, about a half-hour later, she would gowent down again and throw put it in the dryer. She returned a third time to fold the laundry and return it to the floor. She would restockstocked all the shelves with clean linens, towels, and baby items, before she leftleaving her shift. Her plan was that when Sister Theresa was away from the desk, she would slip the keys into her pocket. 
On the way to the basement, she would stop at on the first floor, and slip into the office to make the phone call to Patrick. Katie’s concern was that the nun might notice the keys were missing.
     	Ten o’clock arrived, and Katie made her first run trip to the basement with the dirty laundry. The nun remained at the desk going overreviewing charts. Katie was unable tocould not obtain the keys. She went returned to the basement and filled up the three commercial size washing machines, then returned to the maternity floor. A half-hour had elapsed. The nun remained glued to the desk. Katie tried to procrastinate, hoping the nun would leave, but she didn’t budge. Sister Theresa noticed Katie’s tardiness.
“Katie, aren’t you falling behind on the laundry? You know that we have a schedule; we have to adhere to; you should get going dear.” 
     	There would be one last chance to get the keys, when she went down for the final trip. The nun got up several times to check the babies, take vitals on the girls, and dispense medications, just not at the time Katie needed them. At eleven-thirty, Katie made the final run to the basement. The nun sat at the desk reading a book. 
My God, I’m am not going to be ableunable to call him tonight. She knew she only had one more shot at thischance tomorrow night. If she couldn’t get a hold of him tomorrow, so he can getcould get here on Sunday night, by Monday the adoptive parents would be there to take the baby., and Gianna’s father would immediately be there to put her on a plane to Italy. She had to make this work tomorrow. That’s all there was to it… It had to be tomorrow.
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Katie’s stomach churned like a concrete mixer. The feeling of anxiety and urgency was overwhelming. Time was running out. 

When she returned with the laundry, she went rushed straight to Gianna’s room to let her know what had happened. “Katie, I’m scared and worried you might not be able to pull this off after all. 
Despite her own doubts and uncertainties, Katie reassured her that she would,Gianna. “Don’t worry,” she said, her voice filled with determination. “I will find a way to make it work.” even though she wasn’t sure herself anymore. 

*   *   *

    	Katie worked with Sister Theresa again the following night. Her routine was pretty much the same every night, which meant, she was never away from the desk when Katie needed her to be. Therefore, Katie had to get resourceful, and resourceful she did. Following Katie's first run to the basement, the nun sat glued to her chair. After Katie had made the first run to the basement and the nun sat there like she was glued to the chair. I will make this happen somehow! 
When Katie returned from her laundry run, she always went and got the pain and sleep medications. , and She gave it them to the nuns to dispense distribute to the girls. This time, when she was in the medicine cabinet, she grabbed a bottle of diuretic, “water pills” and put a couple of pills in her pocket.  
    	When the nun went to administered the medications, Katie dropped the pills into the nun’s coffee she drank consistentlyhad drunk  throughout the night. Katie kept refilling the cup with coffee when she wasn’t looking to keep her drinking. Within a short period of time, Katie noticed the nun wentgoing to the bathroom quite frequently. It was time for Katie to makemade her second run trip to the basement. 
The nun approached Katie. “I know you are about ready to head down to the basement again, but would you mind just waiting a few minutes before you leaveleaving? I need to useto use the restroom again. I just don’t know what has come overhappened to me tonight. I keep peeing."having to pee.” 
                                                                                                                                                   Katie smiled and replied. “That’s fine, take your time. I will just wait until you get backreturn. The nun scurried down the hall in a hasty retreat to the restroom. Katie, seizing the opportunity, glanced around cautiously before swiftly slipping the keys into her pocket. Her eyes shifted from one direction to another, ensuring no one noticed her actions. A few minutes later, the nun returned, her face showing a sense of relief. Katie grabbed the keys and nonchalantly slipped them into her pocket, her eyes shifting in one direction and then another. A few minutes later, the nun returned looking much relieved. 
***
    	Katie made a beelineheaded towards the elevator and the next stage of her mission. Instead of pushing the “B” button, she pushed “1”. When the doors opened, she poked her head out and peered up and down the hall. No one was there. It was late. She knew they all must be in bed. 
The corridor was dark . . . hair raisingeerily dark.  She got to Mother Superior’s office and again looked to her left and then the right. She pulled the keys out of her pocket and began the tedious task of tryingtried every key. Offices were not marked, and they were different sizes and shapes. They weren’t marked and they were different shape and sizes to different offices. The nuns knew which keys belonged went where, just by looking at them. The only two Katie recognized was were the storage room and medicine cabinet, so she quickly eliminated them, and proceeded trying thetried the next ten. One after another didn't work. Katie's hands sweated and shook, as key after key failed. Each unsuccessful attempt increased her frustration and anxiety.One after another, didn’t work. Katie’s hands started to sweat and shake, as key after key failed. 
At last, key number nine, BINGO, she heard the tumbler turn. She turned the knob and slipped inside, closed the door, pressed her back against the it, and took a deep breath. It’s late. I hope I can get through to Patrick on the phone. 
    	Katie always carried a small flashlight with her to check charts when the girls were asleep. This was, so she didn’t have to turn on a light in their rooms. She pulled the flashlight out of her pocket and walked towards Mother Superior’s over-sized, wooden desk. She grabbed the phone. Her fingers trembled. Her fingers slipped into each hole as she dialed the number. 
Ring, ring, ring, the phone rang until finally a man’s voice answered at the other end. 
“Hello.” 
Katie spoke in a voice that was barely a whisper. “Hello, is this Patrick?” 
 “Yes. Is this Katie?” 
“Yes,” 
 “Katie, I have been sleeping on the couch next to the phone since our last conversation waiting for this call. Has she had the baby?”
 “Yes, you have a beautiful baby daughter. Katie heard him chocking on his tears. 
 “I don’t have a lot ofmuch time. We have to make this quick. Do you still have the address and name of the home?” home address and name?”
“Yes, I do.”
 “How long did you figure it would take you to get here?” 
“About two hours I’d imagine.”
    	“Okay, I need you to be here by midnight tomorrow night. Go around to the back of the building., there There is a gravel service road that will takes you up to the back of the property by the barn. Turn your lights off when you drive up. You will see a tall gate that is padlocked gate.. Get out of the car and walk to the right of that gate, about one hundred yards. You will see where the wrought iron fence has been damaged. Our groundskeeper ran the tractor into it and weakened a couple of spindles. The other day, I checked them and they seem quite loose.I checked them the other day they are pretty loose. Bring a crowbar, and with a little worksome effort and work, I think you will be able to makecan make an opening large enough for Gianna to get through. Do you understand everything?” 
“ Yes. Tell Gianna, I love her.”
 She assured him she would. Katie was getting anxious. “Patrick, I need to go before I get caught. I will see you tomorrow.” 
“Thanks Katie. I can’t tell you how much I appreciate what you’re doing.
Katie heard voices coming down the hall and hastily quickly hung up the phone. It was Mother Superior talking with to one of the otheranother nuns. Then, to her horror, she heard the key go into the lock. Panic surged through Katie’s veins as she frantically looked for a place to hide. She didn’t know what to do. She saw the doorknob slowly, turn from the glow of the moonlight shining through the windoThe moonlight shined through the window on the slowly turning doorknobw. In a desperate attempt to conceal herself, Katie sprinted towards the window behind the desk. With trembling hands, she pulled one of the heavy velvet curtains over her, hoping it would shield herKatie ran to the window behind the desk, and pulled one of the heavy velvet curtains over her. and She stood as flat as she could against the wall. Her heart raced with anticipation.
    	Mother Superior walked in and was talking toand commented to Sister Agnes,; “That’s strange., I thought I had locked my office when I left” and she flipped on the light. “I have to be more careful.”  
    	“You know, I almost forgot I have had to get this report into the mail this report first thing in the morning to the archdiocese., and I need you to proof it and sign it. I’m getting so forgetful lately. I must be getting senile.” Both nuns laughed. 
Mother Superior walked towards her desk and started movingmoved papers around., “Now, if I can just remember where I put it. Let me check the drawer.” 
Katie’s heart pounded hard in her chest. She thought it was so loud that they might hear it. Sweat poured out of every one of herevery porespore. The heavy velvet curtains stifled any airflow making it difficult to for her to breathe.
Mother Superior slammed the drawer. “Ah, here we go. I knew it was here somewhere. Now, if you would just look it over, and sign down at the bottom where I signed, we can drop it in the mailbox on our way to bed. and itIt will go out the first thing in the morning.” 
Katie’s fear of being caught escalated with each passing moment. Out of the corner of her eye she watched the seconds tick by on the wall clock to her right.
     	Five minutes passed, while Sister Agnes read through the report. It seemed like five -hours to Katie. The room felt suffocating, the air heavy with anticipation. Beads of sweat formed on her forehead, mirroring the nervous rhythm of her racing heart.
At last, she heard Sister Agnes say, “It looks good okay to me, but that figure should be 350, not 450.” 
Katie heard the papers rattle around. Mother Superior said, “You’re right. Let me change it. There, now you can sign it, and we can get it in the mail.” 
The nuns opened the door and shut off the light. Then, she heard them lock the door, and Katie panicked. They locked me in. How am I going towill I  get out? 
    	Katie walked over to the door and grabbed the wad of keys. She tried the key from the inside. Fortunately, it was the old-fashioned kind of lock with a skeleton key that would locklocked and unlocked the door from either side. She unlocked the door and carefully looked up and down the hall. She snuck out, like a thief in the night. Her footsteps were silent as she moved swiftly, her heart pounding in her chest. Every creak of the floorboards made her flinch, afraid it would betray her presence. She reached the stairwell and descended the steps, taking them two at a time., and She ran to the basement to throw the laundry into in the dryer. Sister Theresa is going towill wonder why I’ve been gone away so long. So, I’m goingI’ll to have to think of something. When this escapade is all over, I am going I’ll to have to spend the next six -months in the confessional confessing all these sins I have commentedcommitted. She looked to heaven and made the sign-of-the-cross.
    























Chapter 267
[image: ]	


When she got off the elevator, sShe didn’t see Sister Theresa when she stepped out of the elevator. Without wasting any time, she swiftly moved behind the desk and carefully slipped the keys back onto the hook. This ensured their secure placement. Feeling a wave of relief wash over her, she couldn't help but exhale a huge sigh. She avoided any potential confrontation. She immediately went behind the desk and slipped the keys back on the hook. Expelling a huge sigh of relief. Then, she saw the nun coming out of the bathroom… again. 
She approached the tardy trainee. “Katie, what took you so long? I tried waiting for you, but I couldn’t hold it on any longermore. I had to go to the bathroom.” 
Katie put her hand over her mouth to conceal her smile. “I’m am so sorry Sister, but I accidentally spilled some bleach on my uniform. and I had to go back to my room and change and take a quick shower. That’s why it took me so long; I’m really sorry.” 
“Well, no harm done, I guess. I just don’t like leaving the my desk unattended.”

*   *   *
    	
The rest of the night Katie went continued about with her usual business. She told the nun she was going about to make the rounds to make sure all the girls were comfortable and ready for bed., while While the nun attended to the babies. 
	Katie quietly slipped into Gianna’s room. She had fallenfell asleep asleep while reading a book. Katie removed the book from her hands and gently shook her. “Wake up,” she whispered. 
Gianna rubbed the sleep out of her eyes., “What’s the matter?” She asked in a sleepy voice.
“Nothing. Everything is a go. I was able to callI contacted Patrick and he will be here tomorrow night to get pick you and the your baby up..” 
Gianna was beside herself with joythrilled. “Katie, I can’t believe this is happening! I can’t wait to see Patrick.” 
“And you told me it couldn’t be done,” she said in a sly tone of voice. Katie walked towards the door and turned around. “Oh, I almost forgot. He Patrick said he wanted me to tell you he loveds you… like you didn’t know.” She smiled, opened the door and left. 
	After the girls were administered their nightly medications, and the babies had their nightly feeding, s, all the lights in the girl’s’ rooms were went turned off. The lights in the hall and nursery were dimmed, and everything was quiet for the next few hoursa while, until one of the babies woke up hungry. Katie would make one more run trip to the basement to retrieve the laundry. Then, Katie left around midnight, and another nurse came to replaced Sister Theresa.

*   *   *
     	
The next day Katie’s thoughts tore at through her insides anticipating about what was going towould take placehappen later that night. She could hardly wait to start her shift and get all of the drama over with. A thrill of frightened anticipation touched her inner most being.soul.
As soon as her shift began, She she started her normal routine duties. as soon as she started her shift. She walked past Gianna’s room, poked her head inside and gave her the thumbs up sign. Sister Theresa was the assigned nurse to duty again. Around ten o’clock, Katie informed her she was taking the laundry downstairs. Quickly she loaded the machines. She stopped on the second floor to grab Gianna’s suitcase. Gianna had brought one of her cherished childhood possessions, with her, her beloved, “Tiny Tears Doll,” which she kept on her bed. 
“Gianna, you will have to leave your doll behind. I will use her as a decoy to place in the bassinet in the nursery. Besides now you have your own live Tiny Tears.”Katie explained to her she would have to leave the doll behind, because she was going to use it as a decoy to place in the bassinet. Katie told her; she had her own, live, “Tiny Tears” now.”  She smiled and patted her friend’s leg, “ I need to go.”
   	She Katie slipped down the backstairs and out the backdoor by the kitchen; and strategically placed the suitcase, so they could grab it as they ran from the building.  
    	Hidden in the dirty laundry, Katie smuggled a few clean pajamas, undershirts, diapers, plastic pants, bottles, formula and blankets for the baby. and She packed them in the a getaway suitcase. They would never be missed. She wanted them They were well prepared for their journey, wherever it was going to taketook them. 
She darted down the stairs to the basement to hide the doll until she needed it. Then, she bolted up four flights of stairs, like a bat out of hell to make up for the time she wasted. When Upon she reaching ed the third floor, she paused to catch her breath and compose herself. Sister Theresa was none the wiser.
    	Sister Theresa was on the phone as Katie approached the desk., and sheKatie heard the nun say, “No, that’s all right I’ll will manage. Just take care of yourself.,” and sheShe hung up the phone with a concerned look.. 
Katie noticed the trouble look on Sister Theresa’s face and asked, “Is everything all right?” Katie asked.
The nun looked at Katie “Well, it seems that Sister Marie has the flu and will not be able to relieve me tonight. The other nuns have left the building for an overnight religious meeting in the next town and they won’t be back return until tomorrow. So, it looks like it is just going to be me tonight.” Normally, Katie would have volunteered to stay with her if she needed some help, but not tonight. 
“Wow, that is too bad. You know, I have been feeling a little funny myself this for last hour. I wonder if something is going around?” She wanted to make sure the nun knew she wasn’t feeling the best either, so she wouldn’t ask her to stay.
The nun offered a concerned look. “Well, make sure you get a good night’s sleep and drink plenty of fluids. If you get sick, you’ll have to stay off the floor.”

*   *   *
     	
Around ten-thirty, Katie made the second trip down to the basement to throw the clothes into the dryer around ten-thirty. All systems were a go. Pure adrenaline surged through Katie’s veins, now, fueling her determination to complete her mission. 
Katie went to getgot the medications for the nun to dispense. This time, she grabbed an extra sleeping pill and dropped it in her pocket. When the nun left to dispense the medicine, Katie opened the capsule and poured about half of it into her coffee. She didn’t want to knock her out. She just wanted her to feel sleepy . . . like she needed to rest for a while. 
After they dispensed the girls’ nightly medications and fed the babies, the lights were turned down low. Katie made her descent into the basement for her final run of the night. Hastily she folded the laundry and loaded up the cart. She took Tiny Tears and buried her deep into in the towels, and pushed the cart onto the elevator and pushed the number “3” button. 
It’s show time; it’s now or never. 
When she exited the elevator, she noticed the nun had her back to her and was talking on the phone. She seized the opportunity and quickly headed into the nursery and started putting the laundry away, hiding the doll in the midst of it. She left the nursery with the cart of laundrylaundry cart to put the rest in the closet in the hall hall closet and walked toward the nun. 
     	Katie’s mind raced trying to orchestrate the biggest task of all getting the baby and Gianna past the nun. Katie had just finished feeding the last baby, when the nun returned from her rounds and looked a little tired. Katie’s plan was swinging moved into full gear.
 “Boy Sister, you look tired. You know, I just had a terrific idea. The girls are all taken care of, and the babies should be good fine for a few hours. Why don’t you stretch out on that big, comfy, chair in the nursery, so you can get a little rest? You’ll hear them if one starts to crycries..” 
The nun, smiled tiredly at Katiewith a tired smile on her face addressed Katie’s suggestion., “You know that sounds like a good idea, but what if one of the girls puts their light on in the middle of the night?, I can’t see the light from here, or hear the buzzer.” 
Katie thought for a minute. “You just pull up that chair. I will go talk to the girls and explain what has happened. If they need anything in theat night, I’ll tell them to come and get you in the nursery. They are all capable of doing that. Now, you just go sit down and grab a little shut-eye, and I will tell the girls.” 
    	Katie told the two other girls what they shouldto do if they needed something, and they agreed. Then, she Katie walked went into Gianna’s room, and you could hear the excitement in Katie’s voice and when she told her what was happening.; you could hear the excitement in Katie’s voice. 
“Well, as luck would have it, or should I say as my Guardian guardian Angel angel planned it. Sister Marie has the flu, and Sister Theresa is pulling a double-duty. She is feeling very tired right now. , with With a littlesome help from the a sleeping pill, I put  into her coffee, so this will make things a little easier for us. Put on your robe clothes and slippers shoes that I brought up earlier and be ready to go when I I come back.” return.”
    	Katie returned to the nursery; the lights were nice and dim. She could ascertain tell that when she spoke to the nun, her eyelids were gettinggot heavyy, and her speech was slowed. 
Katie informed her, “Well Sister, all the girls are informed,.” Katie told her. The nun looked relieved and slowly replied; “That’sss… great Katie. Thanksss … for thinking of that. I… just have a little… paperwork I need to finish… Then I’ll rest.” 
Katie responded; “Well, okay, but I wouldn’t don’t take too long, you look pretty tired. Katie then informed the nun. “Oh, I’m going toI also need to have to bring some clean sheets to Gianna’s room., she She had a little accident.” 
 “Okay, but don’t be too long… you You said you weren’t feeling well… You should get some rest.”
    	Katie grabbed some clean sheets and the doll from the linen closet. walked into the linen closet in the nursery and grabbed some clean sheets and the doll. She wrapped the doll in a pink blanket. She peaked out the window to see what the nun was doing. She was looking down, working on her paper work, and her head was bobbingbobbed in an attempt to fight off the sleep she desperately neededtrying to fight off sleep she badly needed. Katie quickly went walked to the bassinet that held Gianna’s baby, picked her up, and replaced her with the doll. She wrapped the baby in the sheets, put her on the a cart to wheel her down to her mother’s room. She prayed she wouldn’t start cryingcry.
    	 Katie walked past the desk. The nun looked up and smiled at Katie. Katie nervously smiled back and ensued continued down the hall. Katie looked down at the cart. She noticed the sheets were were moving around. Please little one, don’t start crying!cry! 
As she walked away, the nun summoned her. “Katie stop! Come here.” 
Terror gripped her throat nearly strangling her. She thought for sure she had been discovered. She noticed the wiggling sheets had intensified. Katie became increasingly aware that the child did not like being entombed in the sheets. It would only be a matter of time, before the baby would let the world know her aversion to being wrapped up like a mummy., and She would let out a loud bellowing cry.   
     	Katie, feeling a sense of trepidation, took a step back from the cart that she had been tending to. With each hesitant footfall, she approached the nun who stood a few feet away. Her voice quivered as she mustered the courage to speak, addressing the nun with a respectful tone. "Yes, Sister," Katie uttered softly. Katie walked away from the cart and toward the nun. Timidly, she said, “yes Sister.” 
“Katie, can you come here for a minute?” She said, Waving waving her to the other side of the desk. I don’t know where I laid left my glasses down . . . can you tell me what this word is?” The nun pointed to the paper. Katie gladly told her the word and hurried back to the cart. 
    	Katie, with swift and precise movements, carefully rolled the cart into Gianna's room. Katie swiftly rolled the cart into Gianna’s room, and the baby started whimpering.just as the baby started to cry. She was quickly unwrapped and handed her to Gianna. “Your job is to keep her quiet,.” Katie warned. As soon as the baby was unwrapped and put in her mother’s arms, she settled right down and went fell back to sleep. 
Katie took the cart and walkedwalked the cart past the sleepy nun. Katie Then, paused for a moment and informed her, “well, I’m going to put these sheets in the dirty hamper, and then I’m going to bed. You haveHave a good night and don’t work too long on those papers.” 
The nun looked up and nodded., “goodnight Goodnight Katie.” 
    	Katie disposed of the sheets and headed towards for the elevator. She pressed the button, and waited for the snail of an elevator to reach her floor. Eventually, the creaky, old door opened., she She pushed the number “2” button and the doors closed. Only, Katie wasn’t inside. Instead, she crept to the other side of the hall to hide in the stairway, and wait until the nun left the desk. Five minutes went bypassed. Katie cracked open the door just a little to see if the nun was still at the desk. She was. Katie checked her watch; it was twelve–fifteen; Patrick must be down by the fence by now wondering where they were. She waited another five minutes and took a peekpeeked through the crack in the doordoor crack. She saw the nun stand up, stretch, and rub her eyes. 	The unsuspecting nun could not fight the effects of the sleeping pill any longer. She moved in slow motionslowly towards the nursery. 
     	Katie anticipated it would take another five minutes until she got got settled in and cozy.comfortable. She gazed at her watch. It was almost twelve-thirty. The door made a squeaking soundsqueaked as she slowly opened it. She gingerly closed it, so the noise wouldn’t resonate into the hall. She slipped out of the stairway and made her wayheaded towards Gianna’s room. She tip-toed down the hall, when she reached the nursery window she got down on all fours and crawled, just in case the nun was still awake.
     	Katie pushed Gianna’s door open. Gianna had just finished breastfeeding the baby. She walked over by to Gianna, and gave the baby a kiss on the head and informed her, “Okay ladies, it’s show time. When we get to the nursery window we need to get down and crawl. So, Gianna, I’m going to tie this big blanket around you like a sling, and we will put the baby in it. That way your hands will be free. The elevator it is too noisy and slow; we will take the back stairs. Gianna, I’m sorry about that. I know you are still sore, but it is the only way.” 
“Katie, I don’t care. Sore or not I just want to get out of here.”
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They She strapped the baby to Gianna. Ensuring the little one was secure and safe. Katie cautiously opened the door to check the hallway outside Gianna’s room.. With relief, she saw that  It it was clear. She waved gestured to for Gianna to follow her and together they made their way towards the nursery window.. Both girls dropped to their knees and crawled past the window and the slumbering nun, careful not to disturb her peaceful rest. The faint glow of the exit sign above the stairway door provided just enough light to guide their path through the dark hallway. With a sense of urgency, they moved swiftly, descending the stairs as quickly as they could. Each step brought them closer to safety, and the fear that had gripped them began to subside. They knew they had to keep going, moving forward. As they approached the nursery window, both girls dropped to their knees and crawled past the slumbering nun. The exit sign over the door to the stairway shed just enough light in the dark hall to guide them to safety. They descended swiftly down the stairs. The stairway led them to the kitchen. They made their way through the dark kitchen to the back door. In Gianna’s haste, she accidentally knocked a large pot off the counter. It plummeted to the floor, with a deafening kaboom.  They were so close to escapeing. They certainly did not need to get be caught now. Both girls held their breath as Katie picked the pot up and gently set it back down on the counter. Then, tThey bolted towards the back door. 
    	Katie opened the door and motioned for Gianna to move through. She carefully closed the door and picked up the suitcase she had set outplaced there earlier. 
Katie whispered., “follow Follow me. We need to move quickly. Hopefully Patrick is there waiting. A full moon shined shone bright in the summer’s sky, and lit the way to for their escape. When they approached the top of the hill, the barn was visible, and they knew Patrick waited on the other side. Even with the pain Gianna was still experiencing from childbirth, she began to run ran towards the love that awaited her. Katie began to runran with her. They reached the barn completely winded. They stopped for a moment to catch their breath, and then proceeded around to the back. As soon as they rounded the corner, they spotted a tall, handsome man standing by the fence… It was Patrick.   
    	Gianna raced to the fence and Katie was right behind her. Gianna reached her hand through the fence to touch Patrick. They kissed through the wrought iron bars. 
Katie cleared her throat and had to interrupted them. “Okay you two lovebirds, there will be plenty of time for that once you are out of here.”
 Katie could see that Patrick had moved the bars enough for Gianna to squeeze through. 
Katie took charge and directed the escape. “Patrick, I’m going toI’ll give you the suitcase. GiannaGianna, you give me the baby. I’ll hold her, until you get to the other side, and then I will hand her over to you. Okay?” 
Gianna carefully untied the sling, gently cradling the baby in her arms. As she handed the precious bundle over to Katie, tears welled up in her eyes. With a trembling voice, she expressed her heartfelt gratitude, saying, "Thank you, Katie, for everything you've done. I can never repay you for your love and support. I will never forget your kindness." Gianna's voice choked with emotion as she continued, "Hopefully someday, fate will bring us together again. Until then, please know that I will always hold you in my heart. I love you." Overwhelmed with gratitude, Gianna pulled Katie into a tight embrace, pouring all her emotions into the hug. It was a moment filled with profound appreciation and unbreakable bond. Gianna loosened the sling and handed her the baby. She tearfully said, “Thank you Katie, for everything. I will never forget you, hopefully some day we can meet again. I love you.” She gave her a humongous hug. 
“I love you too,” Katie sniveled..” 

Gianna, filled with determination, squeezed through the narrow gaps in the fence, eager to reunite with Patrick. As soon as she emerged on the other side, she rushed into his open arms, feeling the warmth of his embrace. Their hearts were overjoyed to be together again, their love undiminished by the challenges they had faced. Meanwhile, Katie, their trusted friend, approached them with their precious baby in her arms. The little one, peacefully sleeping, was oblivious to the events unfolding around her. Katie couldn't help but marvel at the innocence and serenity on the baby's face, taking a brief moment studying every delicate feature. Thoughts of the future filled Katie's mind, imagining the stories the child's parents would one day tell her. The tale of how they fought for their love against all odds, defying barriers and obstacles. It was a story of resilience, sacrifice, and unwavering devotion. Katie gently kissed the child on the forehead and carefully handed the slumbering infant through the fence. She placed her in Gianna's waiting arms. Gianna held the baby close, feeling an overwhelming surge of love and protectiveness. It was a beautiful moment, marking the beginning of the next chapter in their lives. As they stood there, united as a family, they couldn't help but feel grateful for the support and friendship they found in Katie. She was their confidant, their rock, and ally. Together, they had overcome countless challenges, and their bond grew stronger as a result.
Gianna squeezed through the fence and immediately embraced Patrick. Then, Katie gave the baby one last kiss, as she slept blissfully unaware of what had just transpired. Katie studied the sweet face for just a moment. What a story your parents’ will have to tell you some day.  She handed the infant through the fence to Gianna’s waiting arms. 
   	 Patrick looked at his daughter for the first time and gave her a kiss on her headgently kissed her on the head. He turned to Katie a A tear ran down his cheeck and glistened in the moonlight. He turned to Katie and said., 
 “I don’t know how to thank you. God bless you, for what you did. I will be forever grateful, and he leaned through the fence and kissedgave Katie a kiss on the cheek.   
     	The two women held hands one last time through the fence one last time.  before Gianna left. Suddenly, a thought occurred to Katie. 
“ We have been so caught up in all the drama, I never asked you what you were going to name her. Did you pick out a name?” 
Gianna smiled and lovingly said, “I certainly did… I’m am going to call name her Katherine, Patricia, Sullivan . . .  Katie for short. Named after the wonderful lady that saved us and made us a family.” 
Katie stood by the fence, her eyes welling up with emotion. "I'm sooo honored," she whispered, her voice filled with gratitude. She leaned in and kissed her dear friend one last time through the metal bars. "Now, get going! Go have a wonderful life," she urged, a mix of joy and sadness in her voice. "And when little Katie is older, let her know that her namesake loves her." As the car pulled away, Katie waved goodbye, her heart heavy yet lifted at the same time. She watched until they disappeared from her sight, a bittersweet feeling lingering in the air. Finally, she let out a big sigh of relief, knowing her friend was embarking on a new chapter in her life. With a sense of contentment, Katie turned and walked back to her room. It had been a long day filled with both happiness and sadness. As she slipped under the covers, she knew she deserved a good night's sleep. The events of the day played in her mind as she drifted off, grateful for the love and friendships that had touched her life.
Katie’s eyes welled. “I am sooo honored. She gave her another kiss through
the fence.  “Now, get going! Go have a wonderful life. And when little Katie is older let her know that her name-sake loves her.” Katie waved goodbye and watched as they drove out of her sight and let out a big sigh of relief. She walked back to her room, and a much-deserved good night’s sleep.
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Noise and commotion woke Katie out of her sound sleeppt the next morning. It was 6 am Monday morning, and Mother Superior was knockingknocked on everyone’s doors with great fervor. She appeared to be quite upset. She pounded on Katie’s door and directed her to go to the parlor immediately. When the half-asleep girls were gathered in the parlor, she proceeded to telltold them that Gianna and her’s baby was were missing. She wanted to know if anyone knew anything about it. Of course, they all said no, and as they were leaving the room, Mother Superior stopped Katie. Katie’s heart skipped a beat. 
“Katie, do you know where is Gianna is?” Why didn’t she come down with you?”
Katie shrugged. “I don’t know.” She wasn’t in her bed when I woke up this morning.”
Mother Superior had an annoyed tune tone in her voice. “Well, she was your roommate., did Did she tell you anything about leaving?” 
Katie crossed her fingers behind her back. “No, she didn’t say a word to me.” 
 “I understand from Sister Theresa that you worked last night and left around midnight after you changedchanging her sheets. Was she in her room at midnight? Katie replied, “yesYes, she was in the room.” 
    	Mother Superior surmised. “So, sometime between midnight and five thirty this morning, she disappeared and you have no idea what happened to her?” 
 “No Mother Superior, I’m as surprised as you are.” Again, a twinge of guilt ripped through her body. 
The nun continued to speculate. “We could not figure out at first how she could getgot past Sister Theresa., and thenThen she admitted she was so tired she fell asleep in the nursery, and that’s when Gianna must have slipped out with the baby. Then, we couldn’t figure out how she got off of the groundspremises. So, we walked around outside to check the gates. The front gate can only be opened by the control panel in my office., and I carry the key to the control panel key with me at all times, so we knew she didn’t get out that way. We walked to the back and checked the back gate, and it was still padlocked. Then, we noticed the benttried bending the wrought iron fence, and figured thought she must have gotten out that way., but However, we couldn’t figure out how she would could be strong enough to bend it. Sister Theresa and I tried to force it with our hands and but we couldn’t. Then we thought, maybe she used a heavy stick that was lying nearby., we We tried it, and it broke. 
    	“We were completely baffled. Then, Jose came over and showed us where he had run the tractor into the fence last week and loosened the wrought iron. told us he He said he was sorry. he ran the tractor into the fence last week. He said heHe meant to tell me, but he forgot. Then, everything made sense. Still, she would have had to walk nearly two miles to the nearest bus stop, not an easy task for someone who just had a baby.” 
    	“I’mI am going to have to call her father today and tell him. He was planning on pickingplanned to pick her up today to send her to Italy. He is going towill be devastated and probably very angry, but she is an adult and there isn’t much he can do. The adoptive parents are going towill be heartbroken. I feel awful about this.” Katie offered a sympathetic look and just nodded innodded sympathetically. agreement. 
    	The next few days, the house was a buzzing , talking about the “The Big Escape.” From then on, the nurse on duty could not fall asleep. If no one were available tocould relieve her,. Mother Superior would come up even though she had no nursing background. They could not take a chance this would ever happening again. They had to be more vigilant. 
     	Katie wondered how Gianna’s father took the news. , and sheShe wondered where Patrick and Gianna went.ended up. She couldn’t imagine they went back to his home.  thatThat would be the first place her father would go. She pictured them getting married at some little local justice of the peace along the way. Patrick had told her he went had gone to the local courthouse and procured their birth certificates, so they could get married. Then, she imagined he probably took her and the baby with him to his Air Force base wherever he was stationed. This was, far, far away, from her father. There was one thing Katie did not have to imagine:, how much they were in love and how happy they must be right now, no matter where they were.
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The weeks flew by quickly as Katie diligently attended her summer classes. She worked hard, determined to excel in her subjects and make the most of her academic opportunities. As the final week approached, she felt a mix of relief and accomplishment knowing that she had successfully completed her coursework. The weeks flew by quickly. Katie finished her summer classes. Sister Marie drove her to her to her final appointment for a checkup at the University hospitalHospital. The medical professionals conducted a thorough examination to ensure Katie's well-being. They carefully reviewed her test results and discussed the findings. To Katie's delight, the doctors confirmed that everything was within the expected range.Just as they predicted, things were back to a low, normal range. A clean bill of health was given, with a cautionary measure to have them checkedcheck them every six months for the next couple of years. Katie was ready to leave the maternity home, and return to a normal life.
    	As soon as they arrived back at the home, Katie wasted no time in expressing her desire to call Rosa and share the exciting news. Eager to grant Katie this small pleasure, Mother Superior granted her permission to make the call. Katie felt a surge of gratitude towards Mother Superior for allowing her to reach out to her dear friendAs soon as they returned to the home, Katie asked if she could call Rosa and tell her the good news and Mother Superior allowed her to do so. When Rosa answered the phone, she could hearheard the excitement in Katie’s voiceKatie’s excitement. “Well, I’m ready to come hometo leave here and start workingwork at the diner again. I have a few weeks yet to go before I start nursing school, so I can work as many hours as you need me. Rosa, I’m am so happy to be coming home. I have missed you and Joe so much!” 
   	 Rosa was thrilled, but cautioned Katie. “Hold on there. I don’t want you to come home, and work your butt off., we’re We’re just glad you are finally home. I tell you what I will come and pick you up on Sunday when the diner is closed. You should be packed and ready to go.” 
Katie assured her, “I will have my suitcase waiting by at the door.”

*   *   *

Katie woke up early on Sunday and went toattended massMass. She hadn’t t gonebeen to confession yet to discuss all her transgressions with the priest. So, she just decided to cut out the middleman and went talked straight directly to the CEO. God, please forgive me for lying and deceiving the people who have taken such good care of me. I do feel awful. I just hope you can understand my heart was in the right place in wanting to help my friend. I feel a childfelt the child should be with its her mother if at all possible. They Gianna and Patrick were are two adultss,  who were totally in love, and who belonged together. I hope love trumps lying in your bookk., and I kind of think it does. Thanks for listening God. I will try to do better and make it up in some other another way. The priest offered communion, and Katie felt in her heart God had forgiven her. She walked to the front and received the holy sacrament.

*   *  *

     	After mass Mass Katie enjoyed a leisurely stroll through the courtyard for the last time, and started making her rounds, saying goodbye to the girls and all the nuns. She even made a tripwalked down to the barn to say goodbye to Jose. He would never know how much his poor eyesight helped them out when he backed into that fence. Katie felt like he was the angel Mr. Al sent to her in her time of need.
  	She grabbed a quick breakfast and waited for her friend to arrive. At Eleven eleven o’clock the doorbell rang. Katie ran to open it. It was Rosa and Joe. She jumped up and down for joy; she hadn’t seen Joe since she left. 
Rosa gave her a gigantic hug and informed her, “Joe couldn’t wait to see you. He insisted on driving up with me.” 
Katie jumped into Joe’s arms. “Joe, I’m so happy to see you.” They were both fighting back tears. 
In his gruff, macho voice trying to choke back his emotions, Joe said, “well, you know the diner hasn’t been the same without you. We really need our number one waitress back.”  
     	In the meantime, all the nuns and girls had gathered around to say goodbye to Katie. There were a lotlots of tears., because Katie was well liked by everyone. Katie She finished saying goodbye to everyone and Sister Marie was the last in line. Katie grabbed leaned in her and whispered in the nun’s ear. “I’m going toI will miss you most of all. You helped me through the most difficult time of my life. You bent the rules to help me find some peace., and I will never forget you for that. God bless you Sister for having a compassionate heart. You are my earth angel.” Tears flowed freely down Katie's face as she leaned in to kiss her on the cheek. The moment was filled with raw emotion, as they embraced each other tightly. It was a bittersweet farewell. Katie gave her a kiss on her cheek, on top of the tears that freely flowed. 
    	Katie walked toward the door where Rosa and Joe were waiting. As she reached the door, Katie paused for a moment, her hand resting on the cool door knob surface. She turned around and took one last look at the room that had witnessed laughter and tears, growth and change. It was a space that had shaped her in more ways than she could ever express. With a bittersweet smile Katie faced her friends. She gave them one last wave. A gesture that spoke volumes. It was a wave filled with gratitude for the unwavering support and companionship throughout her journey.She turned and surveyed the room one more time, taking a mental photo of the place she called home for so many months Then she gave everyone one last wave and closed the door and closed the chapter on that part of her life.
	As she walked through the door, Katie couldn't help but feel a surge of anticipation. The future awaited her with open arms, and she was ready to embrace the new adventures that lay ahead. But as she walked away, a part of her would always carry the memories of the place she had once called home—a place that had shaped her into the person she had become.
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The long ride to the diner flew by because the conversation never stopped. Joe and Rosa filled Katie in on all the news about their family and customers that came into the diner. Katie told them about all her experiences at the maternity home., about About her job working on the maternity floor and caring for the babies and her favorite nun, Sister Marie. She told Joe the sad story about Dawn, and the joyous story of Gianna and Patrick. Before they knew it, they were pulleding up in front of the diner. Joe unlocked the front door, and they walked inside; instantaneously a sea of people came out of the kitchen yelling, “Welcome home Katie.” The sudden burst of noise caught Katie off guard, and she gasped, her hand instinctively placed over her heart. The sight of so many familiar faces, all gathered to welcome her home, filled her with a mix of surprise and overwhelming Katjoy. ie gasped and her hand went over her heart. 
    	All of Rosa and Joe’s family and all the old patrons that who came to loveloved her were there. Katie had never felt so loved by so many people.  in her entire life. The emotion consumed her. 
Rosa walked up to Katie and put her arm around her. “Welcome home sweetheart! These are all the people who love you and have missed you.”
     	It was a glorious afternoon that ran continued into the evening., good Good friends, good food, good conversation, good love. When the last person said their goodbye, Katie felt completely drained and exhausted . . . in a good way. Rosa had cleverly hidden Katie’s long absence and told everyone her blood condition was extremely serious. and itIt took all of this time for her  to fully recovery, which really wasn’t a lie. However, nothing was ever mentioned about the pregnancy, which was a secret between Katie, Rosa, and Joe. 
    	Katie plopped herself down in a chair. “Thank you, guys for the wonderful welcome home party. It was great seeing everyone again, but you know, I’m am just beat. I would like to go up to my little abode and go to bed if you don’t mind. Do you want me down here for the breakfast crowd?” 
Joe, with a firm headshake, expressed his disagreement. shook his head no and explained. “We want you to take some time off before you startstarting work, to get readjusted adjusted to everything again.” 
Katie started to protested. Rosa stopped her in her tracks. “No arguing, that’s an 
order!” In response to Rosa’s directive, Katie responded with a smile and a nod, indicating her agreement with Rosa.Katie smiled and nodded in agreement. 
“Oh, I forgot to tell you., you You received a package while you were gone., and I put it in your room.” Rosa said.
“Oh, okay Rosa. Thanks. I don’t know who would be sendingsend me a package though.” She 
grabbed her suitcase and marched up the wooden staircase to the second floor where her
where her small apartment awaited her. She flung open ed the door and greeted her old friend. “Hello apartment., I sure have missed you.” It was just as she remembered. Everything was in the same place as she left it. Except, for the big “Welcome Home” sign hung over the archway to her kitchen. She was home!   
    	She collapsed happily in her big oversized chair. It felt good to be home. The next chapter of in her life had started. She reflected back over on the last couple of years, and thought about her parents and wondered what they were doing. She couldn’t imagine that they had missed her. She thought about Rick and the love they once shared and how it all fell apart. She wondered if he was over in Vietnam yet., and sheShe wondered if he ever thought of her, or the baby?
     	She started unpacking her suitcase, and took the envelope out that held the only picture she had of her and her son. The one the nurse took in at the hospital. She held it to herpressed it to her heart and sent him all her love from her heart to his. She stroked the half-heart necklace she wore lovingly. She would never take it off. It was a symbol of her undying love for her son. She thought about the other half of the necklace she had put in the letter to her son. She hoped the his adoptive parents would give it to him one day along with her letter.. 
    	She saw the package sitting on top of her dresser, as Rosa spoke ofhad mentioned. Her brows drew together in a confused manner. I can’t imagine who sent me this. She lifted the box off the top of the dresser and looked at the return address. It was from an attorney’s office back inin her home town. She ripped off the outer wrapping and opened a cardboard box that held a little small wooden box. The There was a letter from the law officee that sent a letter with  it. It said that they represented the estate of Albert Robertson— her beloved Mr. Al. They said that they were able to obtained her address from her friend Lisa Johnson. The She was toldletter continued to say not to open the box it until her twenty-seventh birthday per Mr. Al’s request.
“My twenty-seven birthday? That’s a long time away.” The suspense was killing her. She pulled off the key that was tapedped to the bottom of the box. She rolled it back and forth in her fingers, pondering whether she shouldto go against Mr. Al’s instructions. 
After careful consideration, she concluded, he would have had to knowknown she would open it before the prescribed time. It was only human nature to be curious. and Mr. Al loved teasing Katie with little surprises and making her wait, then giving into to her pleas and revealing the surprise. Yes, she surmised he certainly would have known I couldn’t have waited that long. 
    	She slipped the key into the slot and turned it. It unlocked. She flipped the cover back and inside was another golden, key with a note. Yes indeed, Mr. Al certainly knew she would open it early, because he just reiterated what she already knew. 
Mr. Al wrote, ‘on On your twenty-seventh birthday take this key and your birth certificate to my attorney’s office, and he stated the name, address, and phone number. He will explain the treasure it will unlock. He went on to say, Katie my dear, I know you too well. I knew you would never wait to open it.t , but However, you still won’t know find out until your twenty-seventh birthday, because I’m am no longer there for you to plead to my soft side and give in like I always did before… You’ll just have to wait. However, know that as you are readingread this, I am looking down on you and smiling. I want you to know that you are the child I always wanted. Until we meet again, love sent from heaven…Mr. Al.’ 
    	Katie, overcome with emotion, gently wiped the the tears from her eyes. Also, in the box was the a photo of them at the father/daughter dance they went attended to several years beforeago. Katie kissed it and returned it to the box. It was so very mysterious, and so like Mr. Al. He always liked surprising people with gifts and parties. He was a very generous man, but in her wildest dreams, she couldn’t imagine what he had in store for her. 
    	Nevertheless, she had a long time to wait before the mystery would bewas revealed, and a lot of new life chapters to write. She gently closed the lid, and patted it on top. 
“Forgive me Mr. Al for opening this before you wanted me to, but my curiosity got the better of me, but you knew it would. You wanted to give me something to look forward to and dream about. You didn’t want me to forget you., and I can tell you dear sir, box or no box I could will never forget you. I love you.”
     	Katie couldn’t worry about the future, and she needed to put the past behind her. She needed to focus on the present, because the present is all that really mattersred. The past is gone, she cannot change what is already gone. However, she could focus on making the present the best it can be, which could only lead to a brighter future. She knew whatever Mr. Al had planned for her future would bring her joy and happiness, but she was just going towould just have to wait. and see. They say great joy comes to those who wait, and that’s all she could do… is wait. 
She placed the box in her dresser drawer., and thenThen she also noticed a beautiful glass dove placed on her dresser also. She picked it up to look at it, and on the bottom, it said made in Murano, Italy. Under the dove was a note. The note was from Rosa; it read…
    	‘Dear Katie, 
‘I found this in Italy, and it made me think of you. It reminded me of the story you told me about the dove that landed on the windowsill and showed you the way to freedom and saved your baby.. I wanted you to have this as a reminder that miracles can happen if you have faith.”
Love, Rosa ‘
    	Katie carefully placed the beautiful art piece back on her dresser, taking a moment to admire its beauty and smiled at the kindness of her friend. Then, she pulled down her Murphy bed. The bed unfolded effortlessly, revealing a cozy and inviting place that she had missed for a long time. She pulled up the covers, seeking solace and comfort in the warmth they provided. As she nestled under the soft fabric, her mind wandered into the realm of dreams, where happier tomorrows and a brighter future awaited her. , pulled up the covers, and dreamed of happier tomorrows, and a brighter future. She released all that might have been, fore tomorrow was a new beginning.

 















Epilogue:


Continue Katie’s story in the thrilling novel "Heart of Justice." Readers are taken on a gripping journey alongside the determined protagonist, Katie, as she embarks on a terrifying adventure to seek retribution for her friend Dawn. Driven by a deep sense of justice, Katie sets out to bring the monster that Dawn called father to justice, leading to a series of heart-pounding events and unexpected revelations.Follow Katie’s life journey in “ Heart of Justice” when she embarks on a terrifying adventure to find retribution for her friend Dawn and bring the monster, she called father to justice.
Katie’s quest for answers takes her to the heart of the Deep South. Here, she encounters an unexpected partner, a once-renowned bounty hunter whose skills have faded over time. Despite their differences, they form an unlikely alliance, bound by their shared determination to track down Dawn's elusive father.Her journey takes her to the Deep South where she hooks up with a has been bounty hunter. They join forces, and unlikely pair in hot pursuit of Dawn’s father. Their pursuit leads them further south, to the idyllic and enchanting Florida Keys. With its picturesque landscapes and vibrant atmosphere, this tropical paradise becomes a backdrop for their relentless pursuit. As they delve deeper into the secrets surrounding Dawn's father, they uncover a web of deceit and danger lurking beneath the surface. The stakes rise as Katie and her companion venture into the high seas of the Caribbean. Here, they find themselves entangled in a game of cat and mouse, pursued by adversaries determined to keep their secrets hidden. As the tension mounts, Katie’s fight for survival intensifies, forcing her to confront her deepest fears and tap into her inner strength.Their journey takes them down to the Florida Keys. Then the cat and mouse game take her on the high seas of the Caribbean where she is kidnapped, shot, and is going to be sold into sex slavery. 
Follow Katie in this riveting page- turning novel with twists and turns in and her ultimate fate in “Heart of Justice.” 
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