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For my mother.
When my soul was lost at sea
You swam out and rescued me
You put my life on a better course
Took me away from my dark remorse
You are my safe harbor,
My shelter from the storm.
Your love is always with me.
You keep me safe from harm.
Caroline D. Grimm
Much gratitude to Edie Clarke
for sharing her memories and family photos of St. Thomas.
September 3, 1952
Monique’s car pulled up outside the simple house. The front window framed the excited face of her little niece, Dominique. The child waved to her aunt, bouncing up and down in excitement. Monique walked up the stone path to the front door. It was flung open and a tiny sprite launched herself out of the door, wrapping her arms around Monique’s legs. “Hi, Big Niq!” the little girl crowed.
“Hi, Little Niq!” the woman replied. She swung the child up into her arms. “How’s my favorite girl today?” she asked as the child burrowed into her bosom.
“I’m getting a new baby,” the child said excitedly.
“You are?” asked Monique.
The little girl nodded emphatically, then turned serious. “But, Mama says she has to go to the hospital to get the baby.”
“Yes, that’s right. That’s what’s going to happen.”
“Will she be gone for a long, long time?”
“Just a few days,” came the reply. “And while your mama and daddy are busy getting the new baby, what are you going to do?”
Dominique thought for just a moment, and shouted out, “Go to your house!”
“Right, child, and what are you going to do at my house?”
“Make lemon squares, and play jewelry, and play records, and dance?”
“That’s right! But we’re not just going to dance, Little Niq. We’re going to dance by the light of the moon!” Niq pushed herself down from her aunt’s arms. She pulled her aunt into the house, and grabbing her by both hands, she started to shake and shimmy.
Monique joined in, laughing. “Now, Little Niq, where is that mama of yours?”
Marie called from the kitchen, “I’m in here!” Monique took Dominique’s hand in hers and the walked into the kitchen.
Marie stood at the stove stirring a pot of corned beef hash, turned sideways to compensate for her swollen belly. “Oh, that smells delicious! But, shouldn’t you be sitting down, Sister?”
Marie waved her off. “I just wanted to get one more meal ready for Gabriel so he has something easy to fix when he comes home.”
“Marie, let me finish that. You sit down. If Gabriel needs a meal, you know he can always come over to my house and eat with Niq and me. He’ll be fine. Stop fussing.”
Marie surrendered the spoon into her sister’s insistent hand. “I could do with a sit-down,” she said, maneuvering her body awkwardly into a chair. She sighed with relief. She moved her feet away from the chair. Lord, her feet were swollen, and how they ached.
Monique turned off the stove, the blue flame flaring and extinguishing. “What time are you due at the hospital?” she asked.
“Gabriel is coming from work at noon. We’ll go after he eats lunch.”
“Are you feeling okay?” her sister asked.
“Not too bad today. The headache is more manageable than it’s been the last few days.”
“Well, I’m glad they’re taking you in early,” Monique said. “I’m worried about you.”
Marie waved her off. “I’m the big sister. You’re not supposed to worry about me.” Monique’s brow furrowed as she caught a glance from her sister. “Little pitchers have big ears.” Monique nodded.
She turned to Dominique, saying, “Well, Little Niq, are you all packed up for an adventure with your auntie?”
Dominique nodded. “All packed up. I’ve got my dolly and my nightgown and my treasure box!”
“Perfect! Now, how about if you give your mama a big hug. Next time you see her, she’ll have a new treasure to show you.”
Dominique’s face grew serious. Up until now, spending a few days at her aunt’s house seemed like the most wonderful adventure. Now, the reality was sinking in. She would be separated from her beloved mama. Her lower lip began to quiver, and tears swam across her expressive brown eyes.
Marie held out her arms to her. “Come here, little one.” Dominique slipped into her mother’s open arms and felt herself pulled in for a warm hug. “I’ll be gone just a few days, and you and auntie will have a wonderful time. Then, when we see each other again, we’ll have a new baby to take care of and play with. Won’t that be nice?” Dominique nodded. “Now, I need you to be my big, brave girl. I will see you in a few days, and your papa will call you and visit you every day.” She kissed the child on the top of her curly head. Looking up at Monique with tears in her own eyes, she passed along a wordless message. “Take care of my baby.” Monique nodded.
Then, leaning down to the child, Monique said, “First thing we need to do is stop at Market Square and get some….” She waited for the child to respond.
“MANGOS!”
Monique laughed. “Of course! And lemons for…”
“Lemon squares!”
“Right!” Monique took the child by the hand, gave her dolly to her, and picked up her overnight bag. As they left the house and walked down the path, Monique chatted away about all the fun things they’d do while they waited for the baby to come. Dominique skipped beside her to the car.
As they drove down the road, Dominique looked worriedly over her should back towards the house. “Your papa will take such good care of your mama while you’re gone,” Monique told her, giving her cheek a quick stroke. “Our job is to have fun and look after each other so your mama knows she doesn’t have to worry about us. Do you think we can do that, Little Niq?” The child nodded.
Aunt Monique sat down in her favorite overstuffed armchair. “Come here, child,” she said, her face serious.
Dominique walked cautiously toward her. “Am I in trouble?” she asked.
“No, of course not. I just have something to talk to you about.” The child stepped over to the chair as Monique reached out her arms for her. Pulling Dominique into her lap, she settled her in, cradling her in her arms.
Dominique looked up at her, all big brown worried eyes. “What’s wrong, Auntie?”
“Well, first I have exciting news. You have a brand new baby brother!”
Dominique grinned. “A brother? I was hoping I would get a brother!”
“Well, your wish has been granted, dearie!” She gave the child a moment to let the news sink in. Then, she began again. “But, there is also some hard news to tell you.”
Dominique’s face stilled. “What news, auntie?”
“Your Mama isn’t feeling very well right now. She’s going to have to stay at the hospital for a little while longer.”
“Is she going to be alright?” the girl asked.
“We think so, honey. But, the doctors want to make sure she gets some extra care before she can come home.”
“Can I go see her?” “No, not yet. But there is some more GOOD news!”
“What?” asked Dominique, worry in her eyes.
“Your papa will be bringing the new baby home in a few days. That will give your mama a chance for a good rest. And guess what?”
“What?” asked Dominique.
“Your papa is going to bring your new brother here to stay with us so we can take care of him!”
Dominique’s face lit up. “Where is he going to sleep?” she asked, looking around the little house.
“Oh, don’t worry about that. He’s very little. He won’t take up hardly any room at all.”
Dominique sat in Monique’s chair, anxiously watching out the window. At long last, after what seemed like years to a little girl, she saw her father’s car pulling up the house. She stood up and watched out the window as her father got slowly from behind the wheel. He opened the back door of the car and reached in. He pulled out a basket, stopping to look at the sleeping baby within. Tiredly, he walked to the front door. Monique opened it for him so he could bring his bundle in.
Dominique stood shyly to the side, her eyes riveted on the basket. Her father exchanged a glance with Monique. “A little better today,” he said to her.
Monique nodded, then turned to Dominique. “Well, Niq, are you ready to meet your brother?” Dominique nodded, awed. It wasn’t every day a person met a new brother.
Her father sat the basket down in Monique’s chair. He pulled Dominique close as Monique looked on, teary-eyed. “Dominique, this is your new brother, Isaiah.”
She clasped her hands, as though in prayer. “He’s so little,” she cooed.
“He sure is,” said her father, fondly. Isaiah looked up at them, his eyes unfocused, looking all around him. Dominique reached out a finger and gently stroked his cheek. The touch brought Isaiah’s gaze to her.
“Hi, Baby. I’m your sister,” she said, smiling.
“Would you like to hold him, Niq?” her father asked. She nodded, unable to believe this was really her very own brother.
“Sit there on the couch,” Monique directed. Dominique perched on the edge of the couch. “Sit back where you’re comfortable.” She did as told.
She held her breath as her father gently picked the baby up and laid him in her arms. “Here, make sure his head is supported like this.” She sat, not daring to breathe, as she held the tiny form of her brother in her arms. As she stared into his face, she started to cry. “Oh, honey, what’s wrong?” her father asked, crouching down by her.
“He’s just beautiful, Papa.”
“I know he is, Niq. He looks just like you did when you were first born.” She looked up, surprised.
“Was I this little?”
“You sure were, honey. And you were just as beautiful and perfect as Isaiah is.” She stared at her brother, considering. Maybe this is what grownups mean when they say something is a miracle, she thought to herself. Isaiah’s eyes closed as he drifted off to sleep safe in the arms of his sister.
“Do you want me to put him in his basket, Niq?” Monique asked. She shook her head. “Okay, you just hold him like that and let him take a good nap. Your papa and I are going to go in the kitchen and have a cup of bush tea.” Dominique nodded, never taking her eyes off her brother.
Monique put her hand on Gabriel’s arm. She nodded towards the kitchen. He followed her, every step weary. As Monique started the tea steeping, they talked in quiet tones. “How’s her blood pressure today?” Monique asked.
“Still dangerously high. I’m really worried, Monique.”
Monique nodded, “So am I.”
“The doctor is worried about her having a stroke. The pregnancy and birth were too much for her.” He sat at the table, his head in his hands.
Monique laid a comforting hand on his shoulder.
“I’m sorry to put all the care of the children on you, Monique. It’s a lot to ask.”
“Nonsense! You know I’d do anything for my sister and those kids. Besides, it will be good practice for me for when I have my own.”
Gabriel gave her a tired smile. “I know they’re in good hands, and I appreciate that.”
“You concentrate on Marie, and getting her well enough to come home.”
September 3, 1960
She stared critically at her face in the mirror. Were here eyes uneven? She could swear they were. Just a little. The right one was just slightly higher than the left. She twirled a curl between her fingers, her red nail polish bright against the darkness of her hair. She tied the colorful scarf around her hair, headband style, the knot at just the right jaunty angle. Applying another coat of red lipstick, she pressed her lips on a tissue. She let the tissue float into the wastebasket, a kiss left behind as she opened the bathroom door.
“It’s about time, Niq!” came her brother’s greeting at the door. He pushed by her, intent on his mission, slamming the door behind him. Dominique rolled her eyes as she headed for the kitchen. Her mother was there. As always. Whenever Dominique thought of her mother, that’s where she pictured her. The queen in her dominion, dispensing spicy food and sage advice, undaunted by the health challenges she’d faced since Isaiah’s birth.
As she entered the kitchen, her mother was on the telephone, the cord twirled like Dominique’s curls as it stretched from the wall to the stove where her mother stirred a pot as she talked. Her mother finished her conversation, “Ok, Monique, let me know if you hear anything else. Be safe. I love you.” Hanging up, she turned with a worried look to peer out the window. Sensing Dominique’s presence, she smoothed the worry lines from her face. “You look lovely, dear,” her face breaking into a smile.
Dominique shrugged. “I guess,” she said.
Her mother furrowed her brow at her. “Niq, you look lovely.”
Dominique grinned, “Thank you, mama.” Her mother nodded.
Dominique paused, unsure of how to ask for what she wanted. Her mother was sure to say no. “Mama?” she asked, chewing the side of her lip.
“Yes, dear?”
“I was wondering…I mean, Celia and Bella are going to the beach this afternoon, and I was thinking maybe I could go, too?” She paused.
Her mother’s reaction was quick. “Absolutely not. Your Aunt Monique was just updating me on the hurricane. It’s gaining speed. It’s up to a Category 3 now. I need you and your brother to stay close by.”
“But, Mama, the surf is going to be up and we just want to look at it. We’ll be careful, and we won’t stay long. Please, Mama?”
“I’m sorry, Niq. I need you and your brother to be close by. I need your help getting the house ready. Your father is on his way back from the hardware store with the plywood for the picture window. You can help with the hurricane shutters. We all need to do our part.”
Dominique gave an exasperated sigh. “Fine.” Her mother gave her a look. She ducked her head.
She heard her father’s truck pull up into the yard and she went out the door to greet him. “Well, hello there, pretty daughter!” he said. “Have you come to help me unload?” he asked, as he slid a sheet of plywood out of the truck bed. He glanced at her outfit. “Is that your bathing suit you have under that coverall? Big plans?”
Dominique took a chance. “Bella and Celia and I are going to the beach for a little while to see the surf. I’ll be back before you’re ready to cover the picture window. I’ll help you as soon as I get back!”
Her father smiled, “Ok, well, have fun, but be safe. I’ll see you in just a little while.”
Dominique walked away down the road, waving to her father. There’d be time enough to pay for her tricks later, but for right now, the girls (and the boys) were waiting.
As the first patters of rain fell on the hip roof of the house, Marie glanced out the window. She could see Gabriel and Isaiah working to secure the house. She watched them for a moment. Her menfolk, she thought smiling. One the carbon copy of the other at that age.
Gabriel had done well for them, at great cost to himself. They’d met not long after the end of the war, after that joyful day when the Japanese had surrendered. The war left so much devastation in all their lives. The relief swept across St. Thomas like a fresh ocean breeze. She did her part, volunteering at the hospital, helping to care for veterans left broken by the war. Gabriel was an army medic working in the orthopedic clinic.
She stopped for a moment, remembering. It was a true case of love at first sight for both of them. They’d married quickly, having learned from the war that nothing is certain and life can change in an instant. Dominique was born just a year later.
Then, came the difficult separation from another war, when Gabriel was sent to Korea to work in a M.A.S.H. unit. When at long last, he came home, the happy reunion resulted in the blessing that was her son.
Gabriel and Isaiah stopped working for a moment and looked to the sky. The clouds were moving in faster now.
As the rain quickened, Marie went to the door, her gait unsteady ever since the stroke. She opened it and called out to Gabriel, “Would you send Dominique in? I need her help.”
Gabriel looked at her quizzically. “She’s not here. She went to be with her friends.”
“I told her she was not to leave!”
Gabriel looked sheepish, then worried. “I’m sorry. She told me you said it was okay.” He glanced at the sky again. “I’ll go find her. Do you know where she wanted to go?”
Marie said, “She wanted to go with her friends to watch the waves. I’m not sure where. I told her no. What was she thinking?”
Gabriel moved close to her, placing a hand on her cheek. “Don’t worry. I’ll find her. Isaiah, stay with your mother.” He turned to go. Isaiah went with him. “I said stay with your mother!”
Isaiah shook his head. “She’s my sister. I will help find her. I know where the kids like to hang out.”
Gabriel nodded, glancing back at Marie.
“Go! Hurry!” she said.
The two jumped in the truck and sped off down Valdemar. “Where do you think they’d go?” Gabriel asked.
“Probably Hull Bay. Some of the guys will probably try to surf there.”
“Would she go that far?”
“Her friend Isabella has a car. They might go that far.” They turned down the road to Hull Bay.
Looking to the right and left, they saw no sign of the girls. When they arrived at Hull Bay, they saw teenagers watching the surf. Isaiah jumped out of the truck. He ran to the nearest teen. “Have you seen my sister, Dominique, and her friends?”
“No, but there’s a bunch of people down the beach. They might be there.”
Isaiah sprinted down the hard-packed sand at the edge. Coming to another group of teens, he asked again.
One of the girls said, “They were here, but they left.”
“Do you know where they were going?”
She shrugged.
Isaiah turned and sprinted back to the truck. “She was here but she left. They don’t know where she was going.”
Gabriel hit his hands on the steering wheel. “Where could she be?”
Isaiah said, “Maybe she went back home. It’s started to rain pretty steady.”
Gabriel nodded. “Let’s check. Your mother must be frantic.”
Marie called her sister. “Monique, Dominique is missing.”
“What?”
“She went off with her friends. Gabriel and Isaiah are out looking for her.”
“Oh, God, Marie! What was she thinking? I’ll go out, too. Do you know where they went to look?”
“I think Hull Bay.”
“Okay, I’ll drive out towards Magen’s Bay and see if she’s there.”
“Hurry, Monique. I’m terrified.”
“I’ll let you know as soon as I can.”
“Be safe.”
“You, too. And don’t worry, Marie. We’ll find her. She’ll be okay.”
The intensity of the rain quickened. The wind was blowing the palm and coconut trees, trying its best to bend them. The truck was buffeted about and Gabriel held tight to the steering wheel. “Try Magen’s Bay, Dad. She might go there.” A service station sign gave way with a groan and clanged onto the road just in front of the truck. Gabriel swerved just in time to miss it. Pushing on, he took the turn for Magen’s Bay. Isaiah braced himself as the truck fishtailed on the wet pavement. The storm intensified, the winds gusting harder now.
They pulled into the parking area and found the only car there to be Monique’s. She ran towards them from the beach, her raincoat streaming water. “Please tell me you’ve found her,” she gasped.
Gabriel shook his head. “Where have you looked?” he asked her.
“Just here so far. How about you?”
“We went to Hull Bay. She’d been and left.”
“Isaiah, where else might she go?” Monique asked.
Isaiah shook his head. “I don’t know. I mean, maybe Tropaco Point, but that would be crazy in this wind. But, maybe. It’s not far from Hull Bay. Maybe she went there.”
Gabriel said, “We’ll go check it out. Monique, can you check back at the house? Maybe she’s come home.”
Monique nodded. “I’ll see. Marie is frantic with worry. I’ll let her know you two are okay.” Gabriel and Isaiah headed back towards Hull Bay. Monique followed them out on Magen’s Bay Road.
As Monique drove, she frantically cast about for where her niece could be. “Niq, where are you, girl. Where are you?” She reached the turnoff for Picara Point. “You wouldn’t go there, would you? It’s too far.” She slowed down. “I’ll just check. Out and back.”
The rain and wind lashed her car as she made her way down the rough road to the point. She made it to Little Magen’s Beach and she slowed to look for her niece. No one there. Everything boarded up. She continued on, pushing her car against the wind. “Niq, where are you?” Palm fronds whipped across in front of her as the wind increased. She pushed on, frantic now, sweating in the closed car. As the road curved, she hugged the inside of the curve. As she turned, her hands gripping tight to the wheel, a palm tree uprooted in the wind and slammed into the windshield of the car. Brakes squealed, a shriek. Silence.
Gabriel and Isaiah pushed on through the driving rain, the truck rocked by the wind gusts. They were getting into the worst of the storm now.
Gabriel muttered to himself, “Where are you, child?”
Isaiah kept his eyes on the roadsides, hoping for a glimpse of his sister and her friends. What a stupid thing for her to do, he thought. His immediate next thought was “what if she was hurt or worse?” She was his protector in the world, and now it seemed to be his job to protect her.
Gabriel squinted at the road ahead. He slowed the truck. “What is it, Papa?”
“Look at the hillsides. They’re nothing but running water and mud. We have to turn back.” His tone was matter-of-fact, resigned. To go forward was to but them both at risk. Isaiah stared at his father.
“We can’t stop looking for her now!”
“Isaiah, listen to me. The houses on the hill are unstable. You can see the nearest ones are already starting to move. I can’t risk losing you, too.” His voice broke. Isaiah stared at his father. He’d never seen his father so scared and bleak.
Gabriel put the truck in reverse. As he silently drove away from the danger, tears ran down his cheeks. Had he just abandoned his beloved daughter in the midst of a dangerous storm?
As they drove back towards home, Gabriel tried to find a message of hope in the gusting winds and the slapping of the windshield wipers. Perhaps she’d gone home. She was a sensible girl, at least most of the time. She would have gone home. She was probably already there. Marie was likely scolding her right now for her carelessness. Monique would be there, too, trying to soften the harshness of the scolding to make Dominique feel better.
As the truck pulled up in front of the house, the curtain on the front window was pulled aside, showing the very worried face of his wife. His heart sank.
“There, that’s the last of it,” James told his construction crew, as they strapped down the last bundle of boards. “We’ve done what we can. Now, get on home to your families.”
The crew started to walk away. Alfredo turned back, “Where you goin’, boss?” he asked. “You’re welcome at my place.”
James slapped him on the back, “No worries, man. You just go home and make sure those babies of yours are safe. I’ll be fine.” Alfredo nodded and headed for home. James watched his crew walk away and said a quick prayer for their safety.
As he looked over the construction site one last time, he asked himself the same question Alfredo had asked him. “Where you goin’, boss?” He really wasn’t sure. It was times like these that he missed his family most. But, they were gone, swept away in their car during Hurricane Betsy just four years ago. He paused for a moment, the memory of the storm swamping him. The loss of his mother and sisters had brought him to his knees. Everything, just gone in an instant. From a laughing, loving family, to just him alone in the world.
As he loaded his tools into his truck, he let his mind open that door and wander down the twisted path that lay beyond it. If he’d been with them, could he have saved them? Or would he have been swept away, too? If he’d been swept away, at least they all would have died together. Instead, he was left to carry on alone. Being the last one alive is no gift, he mused. He slammed the tailgate and with the clicking of the latch, he closed the door on his memories, too.
“Well, what are you going to do, boss?” he asked himself. The island was in for a bad time from the looks of it. “I guess I’ll make myself useful,” he thought.
He drove down the road to the church. Parking his truck, he pulled his tools out of the back. Walking through the back door into the hall, he tucked them into the closet where they’d be ready but still out of the way.
The women were already out back in the kitchen shed stirring up soups and hash against the anticipated loss of electricity. Once the power went out, he knew they’d be ready to switch to the old ways. They’d light the fires and make soup from whatever they found around them. He checked the wood supply. It should hold for a day or two, but after that, they’d need a crew to cut and haul downed branches.
The priest caught sight of him. James nodded to him. “Put me where you need me, Father.”
As the sky grew darker and more ominous, neighbors of the church began to gather inside. The sturdy stone building offered more safety and shelter than many of their houses, especially for the poorly built homes in the more poverty-stricken areas of the island.
Father Francis greeted all the newcomers, welcoming them, touching the cheek of a frightened child, or taking the few meager belongings to a cot for an overwhelmed mother. Some were silent in their fear, others chattering with excitement or anxiety. Some of the children ran around the small space while others huddled close to their mothers.
Those without small children to tend sought to lend a hand. The women congregated out by the kitchen shed, pitching in to prepare meals that could be eaten cold while the storm raged. James stood by ready to fetch whatever the women asked for.
“James! Be a dearie and fetch that box of Spam.”
“James, honey, we need those bags of mangos from the market.”
He pitched in gladly wherever he was needed. It felt good to be bossed around by all those women. It reminded him of his mother and sisters. But, enough of that, he told himself. “Be here now,” he muttered.
As the wind picked up, more families arrived. They found places on the floor to set up camp, the few cots being filled already. An old lady limped in slowly. She paused inside the door, exhausted by the walk from her house two blocks away. James saw her come in and immediately grabbed an empty chair. He placed it beside her, saying, “Sit here, rest for a moment.” Gratefully, she eased herself into the chair, smiling up at him.
“James!” came the call from a woman at the back door. He rushed off on another errand.
The closer the storm came, swirling harder, the rain lashing the windows, the more people came to the church for shelter. When the worst of it was upon them, they made themselves as comfortable as possible, huddled together. Babies fussed, and children shrieked as the rain lashed the windows and the wind ripped off roofs nearby. Father Francis prayed without ceasing for their safe delivery.
James moved about with the others who were able, bringing soup or handing out what few blankets they had. A metal sign tore off and hit the road outside with a loud clang that caused many to let out a shout of fear. For hours the storm buffeted the church while those within held tight to one another.
And then suddenly without warning the wind and rain stopped. In its wake came the dead, eerie calm.
“Is it over, Mama?” asked a young boy.
“No, baby, not yet.”
His grandfather said, “It’s the eye of the storm, child.”
“I want to go outside, Mama!” His mother tried to pull him close. “I WANT TO GO OUTSIDE!” She shushed him.
His grandfather gave him a stern look, “Eduardo, you must never go out on the back end of the eye. It is sure death to be caught outside. Be still!” Eduardo gave his grandfather a sullen look. He started to protest.
Just then, a banging came at the door. “Help me! Help me!”
James ran to the door, unbarring it and tearing it open. A young woman slumped to the floor in front of him. She had a gash across her arm, it was bleeding freely, a piece of glass sticking out of the wound. “Father!” he called to the priest.
Father Francis moved through the crowd as quickly as he could. “Get me the box of first aid supplies, James. Hurry!”
Father Francis and James quickly removed the glass from the wound as two women worked to carefully dry the girl and make her more comfortable. They cleaned the wound and bound it tightly to stop the bleeding. James helped the girl to her feet, steadying her.
The grandmother who he’d helped into a chair, stood up. “Here, dear, put her right here.”
James touched her shoulder, called to one of the women, “Find Grann a chair, please.” One of the younger women stood and offered the older woman her chair. She sank down into it gratefully.
Father Francis touched the young woman’s shoulder. “What is your name, my dear?” She stared at him, numb from exhaustion and pain. He turned to James. “Bring me a bit of rum, James.” James did as asked, bringing a small bottle. Father Francis poured a small amount onto a spoon. “Here, my dear, drink this down.” She opened her mouth and took it in, grimacing at the taste. It seemed to put some pluck back into her. Father Francis asked her again, “Now, what is your name, dear?”
Her eyes focused in on him. “Dominique,” she gasped out. “Do you know where my family is?”
“No, dear,” he replied, “I’m afraid I don’t. But, I’m sure we’ll find them soon. Now, besides your arm, are you hurt anywhere else?”
She stared at him blankly, and said slowly, “Noooo, I don’t think so.” “Good, good,” the kind priest replied. He turned to the two women who had been assisting him. “Now, ladies, do you think you could find Dominique a bit of soup? She needs to get her strength back.” He turned back to Dominique. “Now, I want you to drink some soup and rest for a little while. When the storm passes, we’ll see where your family has got to.” He touched her cheek with a gentle hand before moving on.
Dominique sat numbly in the chair. Tears ran down her face, and she started to shiver uncontrollably. One of the women nearby saw and wrapped a blanket around her. She didn’t acknowledge the gesture, too sunk in exhaustion and despair.
“What had she seen out there in the storm?” James wondered.
Gabriel parked the truck in front of the house. He and Isaiah swung open the truck doors. As Isaiah’s door opened, the wind buffeted it. He grabbed tight to the handle. “Whoa!” he exclaimed as he held on. The next gust of wind caught the door again, wrenching it out of his hand. He screamed in pain. “My shoulder! Papa, my shoulder.”
Gabriel fought the wind and rain to make it to the other side of the car. Isaiah’s arm was twisted at an odd angle. He whimpered as Gabriel wrapped an arm around him. Shouting over the storm, he told his son, “Hold tight. Let’s get you inside.”
They fought their way up the pathway, with Isaiah grunting in pain at every step. The wind shoved them off balance.
Marie flung open the door. “What is it, Isaiah? What’s wrong?”
“My shoulder. I hurt my shoulder.”
Gabriel pushed the door shut against the storm. “I think he’s dislocated it. Let’s get him into the kitchen so I can take a look.”
As they moved from the living room into the kitchen, the lights flickered and then went out, leaving them in the eerie darkness. Marie stumbled, falling against the table. Gabriel grabbed her arm to catch her, jostling Isaiah who cried out in pain. Gabriel eased Isaiah into a chair.
In the dark, Gabriel gingerly felt Isaiah’s shoulder. He spoke softly to him, “Son, it’s dislocated. I’m going to have to pop the joint back in. It will hurt but just for a moment. I need you to take a deep breath.” He paused to give his son a moment to prepare. He quickly positioned the boy’s arm and gave it a sharp yank. Isaiah screamed. Marie sobbed in the background.
When the joint popped back in, the relief was immediate. “Isaiah, don’t move your arm. I need to put it in a sling to protect the joint, keep it steady.” He felt around him in the dark, looking for something he could use as a sling. His hand brushed the silkiness of one of Dominique’s shawls on the back of a chair. Perfect. He carefully cradled his son’s arm as he positioned the shawl. Marie helped him tie it snuggly behind the boy’s neck. “There you go, son. You’ll be fit as a fiddle in no time at all.”
“What about Dominique?” Marie asked.
“No sign of her, love.” Gabriel pulled her close. “We had to turn back. The hillsides are starting to collapse.” Marie squeezed his hand. “We’ll find her, Marie. She’s probably at a friend’s house, safe and sound. Or, she may be with Monique. I’m sure they are both fine.”
As the wind blew stronger, threatening to tear the roof off the house, Gabriel wondered if his words were just wishful thinking.
The mood in the shelter of the church worsened with the weather. So many people crammed into such a small space. The children grew more and more anxious, some squalling loudly, fraying the nerves of everyone. Parents of young children grew snappish as their patience ran low. Father Francis moved about in the crowd, dispensing soft words and sharing his deep calmness. James looked on, waiting to lend a hand wherever it was needed. As noon approached, people grew restive, needing food. The women stood near the back door, handing out the food they’d prepared before the worst of the storm.
As James looked around the room, he saw the young woman, Dominique, still sitting numbly in her chair. She hadn’t moved from the spot she’d been put in while her wound was tended. She sat in shocked silence, immobile. He knew that look. He’d worn it himself when he’d gotten the news that his family was missing. He’d worn it again when he’d gotten the official word of the deaths of his mother and sisters. The weeping would come later. Until then, she needed something to jolt her out of her shock.
Taking a basket of sandwiches from one of the women, he took the basket to Dominique. “Take this and give the sandwiches to the children.” She stared numbly at him, unable to comprehend, unable to move. James leaned down, getting directly in front of her, his face in hers. “Get up. Take this basket.” She stood up slowly, reluctantly. He pushed the basket into her hands. He spoke to her again, his voice harsh. “Get busy. People are hungry. Give these to the children.” His harshness broke through her stunned silence. He saw anger spark in her eyes. She glared back at him. She snatched the basket and stormed off to do as she was told. James watched her walk away. He nodded, satisfied. Good, she’s back among the living.
As Dominique started handing the sandwiches to the children, she looked into their tear-stained, frightened faces. Her heart stirred. She saw in their eyes the eyes of her little brother. How helpless and afraid he had been after their mother’s second stroke. She’d been hospitalized for such a long time. Their father was overwhelmed trying to hold down a job, care for his children, and be at the hospital with Marie. Dominique became Isaiah’s Little Mother, holding him when he cried, making his meals, telling him stories to keep his mind off the fear for their mother’s health and their loneliness without her.
When the basket was empty, Dominique gathered a few of the little children around her. “Let me tell you a story, little ones,” she began, “It is a story of a terrible dragon with wings as wide as the sky.” The children looked up at her with eyes wide.
Little Eduardo drew near, “Is it a scary story?” he asked, nervously, hopefully.
Dominique pulled him close, “It’s a little bit scary at first, but then it gets happier.”
He nodded, snuggling against her.
A few more children made their way to her little group. Dominique began to spin the story, just as she had when Isaiah was little. When the story was done, they asked for another. “What kind of story would you like to hear?” she asked them.
Eduardo chimed in, “How about a story about a pirate?”
“Oh, yes, I know a story about a pirate!” she told him. As she spun her tale, the children sat spellbound. Seeing their children well cared for, some of the exhausted parents lay down for a rest, some stretched their legs, or had a sandwich.
As Dominique told her stories, James saw her from across the room. Her hair was disheveled, her once-jaunty kerchief bedraggled and hanging around her neck. Her clothing was torn and dirty, her feet bare. But, he saw none of that. What he saw was the light and sparkle in her eyes as she wove her tale. He saw her kindness to the children. He saw the way she pulled a fussy child to her, tucking him onto her hip with practiced ease, as she gently bounced the boy until he stopped crying. As James watched her, he fervently hoped that her family was safe, that there’d be a different outcome for her than his own.
When at long last, the wind dropped and the rain tapered off, Father Francis unbarred the church door. He cautiously swung it open, blinking in the light that had returned to the sky. As people crowded behind him, he stepped outside. The people filed out behind him and stood there with him, silent, stunned. They looked out a completely changed landscape. Where once houses stood, now nothing but debris. They saw a mailbox post embedded in a tree, piles of rubble. Coconuts and branches were strewn about. Below them in the lower valley, water ran down what was, just a few hours ago, the main road to town. The neighborhood around them was destroyed. Unrecognizable. There was quiet weeping in the little crowd of survivors.
Father Francis turned to them, looking upon them with compassion. “Well, my friends. Shall we get to work?”
They looked up at him, recognition coming into their eyes. Yes, it was time to work. The grieving would come later. It was time to reach out to neighbors. Time to clear debris. Time to assess the damage. Time to dig deep, find strength, carry on.
“Let us begin.”
Dominique stood looking at the destruction. Somewhere out there was her family. Desperate to begin her search, she looked at her bare feet. Why had she left the house wearing only rubber sandals? She’d lost them in the mud when she fled the storm. Looking at the devastation around her, she teared up. How could she find her family when everything looked completely different?
James stood near her. He saw her dilemma, remembered his desperation as he tried to get to his family four years ago. He tapped her on the shoulder. She turned and looked at him. A frown came over her face. That was the man who had spoken so sharply to her. She turned away again.
James leaned in, “Let me help you find your family.”
She shrugged him away. “I’ll find them myself,” she told him.
“Be sensible,” he said. “You have no shoes and no way to get through. My truck made it through the storm. I can help you try to get through.”
She studied his face for a moment. Her mother would skin her alive if she got into a truck with a man she did not know. Still, he seemed okay. He was helping at the church. That must mean something. And he was right. She’d never make it through the rubble and the flooding on foot, especially with no shoes. She nodded her head.
James led her to his truck. He’d been lucky, the only damage was a cracked side window where a flying coconut had struck it. He loaded his tools in the bed of the truck, ready for service. He and Dominique climbed in.
As he started to back the truck up, he turned to her. “My name is James, in case you didn’t know.”
She nodded. “Dominique,” she replied.
“I know,” he said. “Now, what street is your house on?”
“Valdemar,” she told him.
“Onward to Valdemar,” he replied.
James worked his way along the streets that were still passable, stopping often to clear debris. Dominique looked around the destroyed neighborhoods, disoriented. Here and there she saw what was left of a landmark, but for the most part, it was an alien landscape.
James glanced at her now and then, concerned. He saw her slipping away into her mind. Understandable, he thought. She’s feeling lost in what used to be a familiar world.
Dominique looked around her in disbelief. Could this be the street she lived on? Nothing was familiar. Where was her house? Where were the familiar places she’d known all her life?
James stopped to clear more debris. He got back into the truck and dropped something in her lap. Looking down, she saw he’d picked up a mismatched pair of shoes. “Put those on,” he told her.
She shook her head. “They’re not mine. And they don’t match.”
“Does it matter?” he asked her. “They’re shoes, and you’re barefoot.”
“But, they’re not my shoes,” she repeated.
“You’re barefoot. Put the shoes on to protect your feet.”
She shook her head. “They’re not mine.”
“Look,” he began, sternly, “You need to face facts. Your shoes are gone. The roads are gone. The houses are gone. Your life has just completely changed. Shoes are a basic need. Put the shoes on.”
She stared at him, her chin quivering. “Why are you so mean?” she demanded as tears fell down her face.
He softened. “I’m sorry. I’m being harsh, and I don’t mean to be. But we’re up against it right now. We’ve got huge problems that have to be faced. I know it’s easier to fade away into a dream world and try to ignore what’s before us. But look around you. We can’t ignore this. We can’t afford to live in a dream world right now. No problem was every pretended away.”
She sniffed, nodding. “Okay,” she said. She took the mismatched shoes and pulled them on her feet.
James smiled at her. “Okay, now let’s see if we can clear those boards ahead of us.” They got out of the truck and together started shifting boards and debris out of the roadway.
As they worked, James glanced up and saw a man making his way towards them through the rubble. The man waved his arms. James started climbing over the rubble towards him, “Are you alright, sir?” he called to him.
“I’m looking for my daughter,” the man called back.
At the sound of his voice, Dominique’s head jerked up. “PAPA!” she screamed.
“Oh, thank God,” the man shouted. “Oh, thank God!”
James helped Gabriel climb over the pile of rubble. Dominique threw herself into his arms, sobbing. He held her tight. “Where have you been? We’ve been so worried. Your mother is frantic.”
Dominique swiped her tears away, “Is she okay? What about Isaiah? And Aunt Monique? Are you okay?”
Gabriel paused as he pushed her a little away from him. “Your mother’s okay, but her blood pressure is way up. Isaiah hurt his arm, but he’ll be okay. But, honey, Aunt Monique is missing.”
Dominique gasped. “What do you mean, missing?”
Gabriel studied his daughter’s face. How much could she take right now? She obviously had a story of her own to tell. “She went out looking for you, and she didn’t come back.”
Dominique’s face fell. “She’s missing because of me,” she said matter-of-factly. “Because I did something stupid.”
Gabriel tried to pull her close again. She pushed him away, miserable. Feeling the full weight of her carelessness, her selfishness.
“We have to find her,” she said, resolutely. “We have to find her.”
She turned to James. “Will you help me?” she asked. “I know it’s a lot. But, will you help me?”
James said, “Jump in the truck. We’ll go look for her.”
Gabriel objected. “Dominique, I want you home with your mother and Isaiah. I’ll go with…I’m sorry…I don’t even know your name.”
“James, sir.”
“I’ll go with James.”
Just then, a voice called out. “Help me!” Turning towards the sound, Gabriel and James fought their way through the debris. Pulling away a pile of boards, they found an old man lying on his side.
Gabriel gently touched the man’s shoulder. “Where are you hurt?”
“It’s my back. I think it’s broken.”
Gabriel turned to James. “I can’t leave him. Take Dominique. Go find her aunt.” He paused, his voice choked, he said to James. “You take care of her. Keep her safe.”
James shook his hand. “You have my word, sir. Do you know where Monique was headed?”
“The last time we saw her was on Magen’s Bay Road. She was supposed to be heading back to our house, but she never made it. She knew we’d already been to Hull Bay. ”
James nodded. “We’ll swing by her house first to see if she went home. Then, we’ll head out towards Magen’s.”
Gabriel stood watching as the truck slowly made its way down the debris-strewn road. He turned his attention back to the injured man. “I’m here. Let me help you.”
James and Dominique wove through the rubble, keeping constant watch for danger. The landscape was so changed that finding Magen’s Bay Road was nearly impossible. “We’ll just keep heading towards the Bay.”
Along the way, they stopped often to speak to people working to clear the blocked roadways. “Are you alright? Do you need anything? We’re looking for a woman in a white Corvette. Have you seen her?” As they got closer to the bay, they still hadn’t found her. They were able to find her street, but her neat little house was nothing but rubble. No sign of her car. No signs of life anywhere.
They stopped again to get their bearings. “Where else might she have gone, Dominique?” James asked.
“I don’t know. I don’t know,” Dominique replied, panicked.
James said, “Okay, let’s approach this from a different angle. Where do you think your aunt would expect you to go?”
“Well, Hull Bay, maybe. But Papa checked there. And they checked Magen’s Bay. I can’t think of anywhere else.” She paused. “Unless….” She stopped.
“Unless what?” James asked.
“Well, one time we went out on Picara Point during a full moon when the sea was running high. Aunt Monique and I have this thing we do. We’d sing ‘and dance by the light of the moon’ from that old song about Buffalo Gals. Maybe she thought I’d go there. But, that would be crazy. It’s so far out to the point and the road isn’t good. I don’t think she’d expect that I’d go there, but it’s the only other place I can think of.”
James groaned. “I hope you’re wrong. A man at the church said that area got a lot of damage. Let’s see if we can get through.”
They made their way carefully towards the point, seeing more destruction at every turn. They turned onto the Point road. As the road curved, they came to a tree across the road. Just beyond that, they could see two more trees down.
James stopped the truck. They sat sharing up the road. James said, “If she went out there, we’ll never get to her.”
Dominique’s eyes filled. She stopped herself. “Maybe she didn’t go out there. Maybe she made it to a church or a house somewhere.”
“Maybe,” James told her.
The sun glinted off something in the distance. James squinted, looking hard. “It’s the chrome from a car.”
He and Dominique scrambled over the downed trees, fighting their way to where they’d seen the reflection. As they got closer, they could see the white car beneath a tree. Dominique held her breath as they got closer. James wrenched open the driver’s side door. Dominique leaned in.
The woman in the car was slumped over the steering wheel, a trickle of blood dried on her temple. She touched her on the shoulder. The woman stirred, looking at her blearily. Her eyes focused and she said, “Hi, Little Niq,” and passed out again.
As Dominique hovered near her aunt, she watched as strong men used chainsaws to cut away the trees blocking the roadway. Monique was somewhat alert, fading in and out. Dominique kept talking to her, encouraging her. “I’m right here, Auntie. Stay with me. Help is here.”
When at last the road was clear, James was able to get his truck close enough to transport the injured woman. They checked for any additional injuries before they carefully removed her from the car. Other than the head wound, she seemed to have suffered no ill effects.
As James and the other men settled her into the passenger seat of his truck, Dominique jumped in the bed. They wound their way back out the rough road, James casting anxious looks at his passenger. They’d been told the road to the hospital was impassable.
“Take her to Papa,” Dominique told James. “He’s a medic. He’ll know what to do.”
They made their way back to Valdemar and located Gabriel where he was tending to the wounds of a rescued woman.
He glanced up when he heard the truck. Dominique hopped out as soon as the truck came to a stop. “Papa, we found her!”
Gabriel went to the passenger side door. “Monique? Can you hear me?” he asked.
Monique’s eyes fluttered open. “Gabriel? Where am I?”
“You’re just up the road from our house, honey.”
“Oh. Is Marie okay?”
Gabriel nodded. “She’s fine. Isaiah’s fine, too.” He investigated the wound on her head. “You look like you took quite a punch there, honey. How are you feeling?”
“It hurts.”
“I’m sure. The cut isn’t too bad. It doesn’t look like you need stitches. But that bump makes me think you might have a concussion. We’ll take you to our place and get you settled in there.”
Gabriel turned to James and Dominique. “We’ve got something of a road cleared between here and home. Take her there and I’ll be right along.”
James nodded. He jumped in the truck and Dominique hopped back in the truck bed.
They made their way slowly down through what used to be a lovely neighborhood. It was all gone now. Leveled by the force of the storm. Dominique looked around, confused. Where was the house? She saw nothing familiar.
As they drove slowly through the devastation that was once a neighborhood of homes, she saw a familiar figure. “Isaiah!” she shouted, waving to her brother.
He waved back with his good arm. He shouted, “Mama! It’s Dominique!” Her mother came out of a makeshift structure made up of a couple of pieces of plywood leaned on a pile of rubble.
As the truck came to a stop, Dominique leaped down and into her mother’s arms. “Mama, where’s the house?”
“Gone, daughter.”
Dominique swallowed her shock. “We have Monique. She’s okay. Papa’s coming to take care of her.”
Dominique helped James get Monique out of the passenger seat.
“I think I can walk,” Monique told them. She did, leaning heavily on Dominique as Marie fussed over her sister.
Isaiah walked with them, chattering away. “You wouldn’t believe it, Niq. The roof lifted off the house and the whole thing just exploded.”
Dominique listened to him describe the danger they’d lived through.
She looked at the makeshift shelter that was now the only home they had. Her mother, her father, her brother, her aunt. They’d lost absolutely everything.
She watched her mother getting Aunt Monique settled in the shelter.
Isaiah, now that the danger was past, was enjoying the novelty of having an outdoor fire. “I’ll make Aunt Monique some bush tea,” he told his mother.
“Thank you, son.”
Papa came back and set about checking Aunt Monique’s head wound. They were all busy doing something while Dominique stood by feeling lost.
The events of the last few hours suddenly swamped her. Stepping behind a large pile of debris, she finally let flow the tears she’d been holding back since this ordeal began. She tried to muffle her deep sobs, but could not hold them back.
In the midst of her grief, she felt herself being pulled into a warm embrace. She leaned in and let James hold her as she wept. “Tell me,” he said gently.
She gasped out, “I was so frightened. Bella and Celia went home. I told them I’d be fine. But then the storm hit, and trees were flying, and roofs and buildings just exploded all around me. I thought I was going to die. And then when I found out Aunt Monique was missing because of me….”She sobbed in his arms.
He held her gently, this young woman who had seen so much destruction in such a brief little window of time. It was all too much for any of them to bear. It would be years before this beloved island would return to anything like what they’d known. His heart broke for all of them. The families who’d lost everything. The ones who’d lost loved ones. The complete devastation and the immense work that lay before them was too much to take in all at once.
When she’d cried out the worst of her pain, she started to step away from him, embarrassed. He pulled her back in and held her. She stood stiffly, wary of his nearness, feeling ashamed. He put his hands on her shoulders. She looked up into his eyes and found there such love and understanding that she could not look away.
September 3, 1963
How far they had come since that fateful day three years ago. The backbreaking labor, setbacks, illnesses, and injuries. The constant struggle to keep themselves fed and sheltered. Just clearing the sheer volume of debris was staggering.
Today, they gathered together on the white sandy beach. Gathered in joy as the turquoise harbor stretched out beyond them, mirror-smooth and calm. The brilliant blue sky arched above them. Dominique and James, her mother and father, her aunt, and her brother. All those who mattered most to her in the world gathered there on that beach.
The last little clouds wisped away leaving behind that incredible crystal-clear blue sky that makes for a perfect day. The waves gently lapped the shore, the sound so soothing. Seabirds wheeled about, their joyful cries adding to the festive occasion.
James took Dominique by the hand and led her to a stone cairn he’d built on the beach. Father Francis stood before them and spoke the words that joined two souls together. James held tight to her hand as he slipped his mother’s ring on her finger, tears running down his face. She reached up and gently wiped them away.
He had sacrificed so much for their love. Fought so hard for her, for them. She knew how precious that love was, how rare.
When he leaned down to kiss her, her simple bouquet of jasmine wafted its fragrance up to him. She pulled him closer. He was her shelter, her safe harbor from the storms of life. She was his heart and soul, his family. They held each other long after the ceremony was complete. Her family stood silently by, hugging each other, as tears rolled down their faces.
In the midst of death and destruction, this love was giving them all hope. Life goes ever onward. Love blossoms unexpectedly like a wild rose in the midst of the rubble. James and Dominique. Dominique and James. Two souls, two hearts, joined and inseparable, forever and always, until the end of time.
The Beginning…
Dear Reader,
I hope you enjoyed meeting my friend Dominique. Or maybe, you met her before in the pages of The Guest Book. In that case, wasn’t it fun to get a glimpse into her life from before she turned up in Tranquility Bay, Maine?
Whether you’re just meeting her for the first time, or you feel like you’ve known her for years, you’re sure to enjoy more stories from Tranquility Bay. It’s all in the ongoing series Magic of Acadia.
Now that you’ve joined my Very Important Readers group, you’ll be getting special sneak previews of upcoming books, fun contests, gorgeous pictures of Acadia National Park, and behind the scenes stories from your new friends in Tranquility Bay.
From all of us in Tranquility Bay (well, maybe not that grumpy guy who owns the diner), we give you a warm welcome. Take a stroll on the Bay Walk, snap a picture at the lighthouse, and take your dog for a run at the dog park. Maybe rent a bike and take a ride on the carriage path. And wait until you see our sunrises! It’s all here just for you.
My friend, let your troubles take care of themselves for a little while. You’ll always find peace here in Tranquility Bay.
Your friend,
Caroline D. Grimm
Caroline D. Grimm wrote her first stories to keep her younger siblings amused and distracted. In fact, “amused and distracted” is the phrase that describes her life best.
By day, she is an educator and accountant.
By night, she is a writer of heartwarming stories of the strength of the human (and mouse) spirit. She is the author of the Magic of Acadia series, the Voices of Pondicherry series, and the co-author with Perley Churchmouse of a series of children’s stories about Perley’s life beneath the floorboards of an old country church.
She enjoys writing hopeful, inspiring stories about characters both real and fictional.
Caroline is known to wander at the least provocation, and can often be found on a hiking trail, in a library or museum, or standing stock still with a bemused look on her face.
Can the magic of a Maine island heal these broken hearts?
A vacation cottage for rent, a strange request to fulfill, a mysterious host, and guests who come with burdened hearts seeking peace. Set in the beauty of Acadia National Park and Mount Desert Island on the stunning coast of Maine.
Dominique: The impact of the crash woke her, panic clutching at her heart, squeezing her throat. She sat bolt upright in her bed, gasping for breath, eyes wide with horror. The early morning light touched the dark corners of the room, landed gently on the brightly colored quilt wrapped in confused contours around her legs. She looked around the room, trying to calm her night terrors. All was familiar and far from the horror she’d seen in her dreams. She felt the peace returning, creeping quietly like the mist over Tranquility Bay. She reached for her silk robe, soft peach, sliding its shimmering lightness over her back and arms, hiding the ugliness of the scars that would never fade. Much to be done, she reminded herself with gentle sternness. Folks are coming.
Courtney & Jeremy: She’s ready for a family. He’d rather play video games all day. Can this young couple learn to understand each other, or are they destined for divorce?
David, Lily, & Violet: They suffered a tragic loss that’s tearing their family apart. Can they find healing in the gentle sun and crashing surf of Acadia?
Lorna: Her life’s path was certain. Raise her family, serve her community, take care of her husband, and finally retire. She plans the trip of a lifetime with her husband to celebrate his retirement. Instead, she shows up alone. Can she find herself again after years of caring for others more than herself?
Susan & Henry: Two not-so-young people who have been unlucky in love. They’ve learned to be content alone. Both damaged by difficult pasts, they wonder if it’s too late for them to have love in their lives.
And what secrets does the tattered guest book at the vacation cottage hold for each of them?
“I wish some great catastrophe would happen to somebody (not me, of course) so that I might have something of importance to set down in my journal. But, I suppose everyone’s journal (who is foolish enough to keep one) is made up of everyday incidents, mixed up with a startling love adventure now and then.” Phebe F. Beach July 1, 1857
In 1857, Phebe Beach, a young woman from Bridgton, Maine was coming of age, beset by the constraints of a society that expected her to marry and become in her words “a stocking darner and a baby manufacturer.” She shared her frustrations in a diary she began writing that year. Her lively, lighthearted descriptions of annoying suitors, girlish rivalries, and social gatherings soon gave way to other more tragic happenings as the nation hurtled into civil war.
Based on a true story.
Mathilde
Mathilde runs from the cruelty of slavery and makes her way North, helped along the way by Quakers and abolitionists. She encounters danger with every step, never sure who is a helper and who is an enemy.
The Abolitionists
When Joseph and Phebe Fessenden came to the peaceful village of South Bridgton, Maine to serve the newly founded Congregational church in 1829, they soon found themselves embroiled in controversy over the abolition of slavery and the evils of “demon rum.” Tempers run high and Parson Joe often found himself running counter to public opinion. Mobs threatened him with tar and feathers, cannonballs, and kidnapping.
And then comes a dark-skinned woman whose very existence threatens all she comes in contact with. Will the community rise to protect the rights of all those who live in chains beneath freedom’s wing?
Based on a true story.
Young Enoch Perley grows to manhood at a pivotal time in the nation’s history. He listens by the fireside to stories of war and adventure told by his swashbuckling uncle, General Israel Putnam. As he comes of age, the British regulars clash with the local militia at Lexington and Concord. Enoch realizes that change is in the air. And that change brings opportunities for a young man not afraid of hard work and sacrifice. He is charged with carrying out a special mission by the proprietors of a new land grant in the wilds of the province of Maine.
Anna Flint grew up in comfort and security, learning the domestic arts at her mother’s side. Young Enoch Perley takes a fancy to her, but she wonders if he will ever settle down. When he decides to go to the wilderness of Maine, she must make a decision. Will she leave behind the comforts of home and family to join him in the wilderness?
Kumba, a young African girl, is stolen from her family by slavers. She finds herself on a treacherous journey in the dank and disgusting hold of a slave ship, bound for a land she’s never heard of. Tossed about on the sea, fearing she will never see her beloved family again, she feels her spirit leaving her. Can she survive the journey? What will become of her?
Based on a true story.
“He sat at his own table that night, a lonely old man, missing the spirit and the laughter that once filled his house—a house he’d built with his own hands all those long years ago. The quiet got to him at night when the wind came blowing strong down from the mountain above. He could hear the beating of his heart, a steady thump, thump, thump. The parlor clock with the family name etched upon its face ticked and tocked, reminding him that his time was running down.”
In the tumultuous years that followed incorporation, Bridgton’s citizens faced wars, famine, tragedy, disease, and weather disasters. Still, their accomplishments during the next thirty years left a lasting legacy for their descendants. From churches to schools to roads to businesses to farms, the little town’s landscape was forever shaped by the sacrifices and dreams of those who carved a town from the wilderness.
At the Perley homestead, the years have taken their toll on the family. Crop failures, illness, heartbreaking loss, and financial troubles beset the family, leaving the Old Squire weary. But still driven by his indomitable will, he is determined to achieve his goals for the town and for all those who follow in his footsteps before he sleeps forever under the trees on the land he so loved.
Based on a true story.
The mass of men lead lives of quiet desperation.
~Henry David Thoreau, Walden
What if you could trade your life of quiet desperation for a life of quiet inspiration?
If you could sell everything you own and take to the open road in an RV, would you do it? Author Caroline Grimm and her husband, Mike Corthell did just that.
In 2018, Grimm was grieving and exhausted, and longing to find more time for what mattered. Together, the couple hatched a plan to leave behind a life that left them feeling overwhelmed and unfulfilled. They sold their house and most of their possessions, bought a travel trailer, and headed out to explore the country.
Grimm, a nearly lifelong student of Walden, Henry David Thoreau’s masterpiece, drew inspiration and courage from Thoreau’s enduring lessons. She insightfully strikes at the heart of the problems of modern life that leave so many feeling a sense of quiet desperation.
She asks (and often answers) the questions that lay behind the modern-day problems that plague so many of us. Confronting economic inequality, social ills, the American health care crisis and our individual roles in it, the illnesses caused by a lifestyle that fuels a life of fatigue and misery, and the environmental and social disaster of factory farming, she explores the underlying causes of our sense of desperation and despair.