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Chapter 1      ‘Fire By Night’


Smoke billowed skyward from the Miller’s Junction Children’s Home. Sara’s heart pounded wildly as she maneuvered the screaming orphans down the front porch steps. She was disoriented by the sudden danger that had sent her running to the two large rooms where the children slept. Sara’s vision blurred through the stinging smoke in her eyes. Glancing behind as she forced the children on ahead, she could see the flames that reached ever higher to the second story of the house. When Sara had delivered her band of frightened students far enough from the danger near a large tree that bordered the home’s property, she looked into the trembling faces…then caught her breath. Sara Caldwell had been hired to teach at MJCH less than a month ago and someone was missing.


“Marta!” cried out one of the little girls. She felt the tug of the child’s hands on her night gown. Lydia’s face held a look of terror. Turning toward her, Sara grabbed her hands and spoke forcefully. “Who is it Lydia? Is someone still in the house?” Lydia bit her lip. “Marta sleeps with me. She wasn’t feeling well when we went to bed. Maybe she went into the bathroom when I was asleep…” 


‘No! God, please, no’ Sara thought as her gaze fixed on the fire devouring the dwelling. Her eyes quickly scanned the older boys in the group. Pulling one forward by the shoulders, she placed him firmly in front of the others. “Josh, you’re in charge! Watch over the children while I try to find Marta.” Joshua reached for her hand. “Please don’t Mrs. Caldwell. It’s too late.” The ten-year-old boy’s intense expression was amplified by the tears that had made grimy valleys down his cheeks. Pushing herself away from him gently, she made her appeal. “Josh, there’s no time. Obey me!” she called out as she ran back toward the house, lifting both sides of her nightgown to insure that her bare feet could move swiftly.


The stairway was still accessible. Sara pulled the white cotton clothing in tightly around her in order to dodge the flames from the main floor. With one arm poised over a portion of her nose and mouth, she ran back up the stairs. Anger seeped into Sara’s heart where only fear had been before. Her thoughts were a tortuous mix of assailing accusations against her husband. ‘You promised me! You promised no one would be hurt!’ His master plan to free them of the numerous incriminations of his past was threatening her very life.

It was difficult to see through the smoke upstairs, so Sara got down on her hands and knees to move through the hall. The girl’s dormitory was burning where the curtains and bed coverings had caught fire. She crawled quickly down the outside corridor, choking even with her face covered. “Marta!” she screamed. Reaching the bathroom door Sara heard the faint sound of Marta’s whimpering. She pushed the door open with her fists covered in the sleeves of her gown and caught sight of the three year old curled in a tight ball on the rug beside the claw- footed tub. 

Standing to her feet, she quickly grabbed the large bath towels off the racks and doused them with cold water from the pedestal sink. It was difficult to pick Marta up from the floor because she was paralyzed with fear. “Marta,” Sara said softly, “climb inside my arms.” Timidly, the little girl complied. “Be brave with me, honey,” she said with a voice that cracked. “We’re getting out of here.” Marta clutched Sara tightly around the neck. She wrapped the towels around them like a second skin and stepped back into the hall. Flames were bursting through the dormitory door-ways.


Sara’s heart breathed an instant prayer. ‘I know that I have no right to ask you for anything God. But, please, help me get this innocent child out!’ Her instinct was to run, so she raced through the flames that blocked their exit to the stairway. Visibility was poor and Sara’s eyes were squinting and pouring out burning tears. Marta cried out. Sara almost fainted from the heat on the stair-way, but she kept her feet moving.  The wooden steps were hotter than the concrete on a summer day in the city. Between the smoke and the flames, nothing of the lower floor could be seen. Sheer terror moved Sara on with abandon knowing only where the front door and the porch should be. Again the intensity of the heat seemed to swallow them whole as they burst through the flames surrounding the front door frame. Once outside, Sara lost her footing momentarily as the timbers had weakened on the porch and they seemed to spring like a sponge filled with water. Sensing that they needed to discard their coverings, Sara flung the scorched towels off of them in a frenzied movement, then, unfurled her grasp slowly to release Marta to the ground. 

She could hear the children’s voices over the sound of the rush of fire and falling debris, though she could not sense if they cried out from fear or relief. “Run to the others!” Sara demanded loudly. As Marta found her feet, she ran toward the Oak tree. It was the place they had chosen during the practice drills. The solid old tree was a good distance from the house, and it was a place the children could always remember since it held the swings that they enjoyed in the summer.

The adrenalin that had peaked inside of Sara shifted. A sudden and fierce pain took hold of her. Sara’s night gown had caught fire. The back of her right leg and hip were becoming paralyzed. She threw herself to the ground and rolled away from the house while her fingers fumbled with the remaining material. Frantically, Sara undressed, all modesty forgotten, and she pushed the burning cloth as far from her as she could. 

The children were sobbing. Sara laid face-down, trying to cover herself with the earth.  The searing pain consumed whatever was left of her courage. She cried out in anguish, feeling ashamed of the weakness her students were witnessing. Sara’s remaining undergarments stuck fast on her ruptured flesh. Joshua and Stephen exchanged some brief words, then pulled off their night shirts and came forward to cover her.  “Josh,” Sara whispered hoarsely, “can you take my hands and pull me toward the tree?” Joshua’s eyes widened. All traces of fear eased from his countenance. “Stephen!” he called toward the other boy. “Help me pull Mrs. Caldwell to safety!” Stephen and Josh took her hands and pulled with the strength of two young men who had been given a very important mission. 

Only minutes after they had reached the safety point once more did they begin to hear the faint sounds of a siren. The volunteer firemen from town had finally seen the smoke and were on their way to rescue them. The orphanage was nothing more than a flaming inferno; a blazing spectacle that was lighting up the night sky. Sara’s eyes felt heavy, but not as heavy as the rock in her chest that ached for answers. Now that the children were safe, the only face in her mind was that of the man she loved. Sara’s strength was ebbing away and she could feel herself slipping into a dream-like state. The last thought that came to her was for him. ‘For God’s sake Matthew, where are you?’

Chapter 2      An Immigrant’s Arrival

A sudden attack of nausea from the smelling salts underneath Sara’s nose woke her. “Sara, it’s me. It’s Mark Reiner,” said the firefighter attending her. “No more of that Mark. It’s making me sick,” she responded. Mark looked into her eyes with his small examination light. “Sara, we need to transport you,” he continued as he gently traced her injuries under the sheet. When he had finished, Mark made eye contact with her. His smile was cautious. “Sara, we have all of the children in Jim Bremer’s wagon. He’s taking them into town to be checked out by Doc Whitney.” Mark paused and took a measured breath. Sara watched him nervously. “I’m going to have to drive you into Chicago Memorial Hospital. Your injuries are too extensive for us to care for here.” Again he paused and shifted his weight. Sara winced from the pain. Mark took her hand as he continued. “I’ll give you some morphine for the pain, Sara. I just wanted to ask you while your head was clear…if you know where Matt is.” Sara gripped her lips tight to hold in a sob. “No,” she moaned as tears welled up. “I never saw him,” she said. “I was trying to help the children and…” her voice trailed off. Mark touched her cheek gently. “Ok Sara. We’ll look for him. You relax now. I’ll give you that injection and we’ll get you to a specialist.” Mark Reiner tried not to give away his uncertainty where Sara’s husband was concerned. He was careful not to meet her eyes again. 

The injection took the pain under and Sara along with it. The two hundred miles to Chicago in the ambulance took three hours. Most of that time she was groggy; reliving events in her mind that were both distant and recent. Even Sara’s dreams recaptured everything she knew to be true about her new husband…what little truth that was. 
…Matthew Caldwell had spent his boyhood in Chicago. His parents were Russian immigrants who had worked their way over to America by hiring on as ship hands. Early on upon settling in the Chicago area, Charles Sokolov desired to change his Russian surname to a more easily recognizable American name. He did not want to abandon his heritage, but Charles had spent all of the money he had to come to America and he needed to succeed in this new land. As Charles and his wife Margot made their way through the crowded walk ways to immigration, they passed many fine structures. Charles was particularly impressed by the marble and stone banks that were erected several stories toward the sky in the financial district of downtown Chicago. With their precious belongings slung over their shoulders in heavy canvas bags, Charles determined to adopt their new last name from the front glass of a prestigious banking facility. When Charles and Margot put their money down to purchase a dry goods store, they signed the contract Charles and Margot Caldwell. 


The Caldwells soon became a well- respected and industrious household. The store they operated did well to support their young, ever-growing family. At least it had until the thirties arrived. Matthew was the third of five children born to Margot and Charles Caldwell. By the time Matt was twelve years old, times were so hard that he often accompanied his father and two older brothers on night excursions along the docks. His father had tried to put them at ease by explaining that they had been hired by prominent business owners to clean up old warehouse sites. Charles told his boys that the work had to be done at night to spare the dock- hands any inconvenience and to insure the safety of the public who might make their way down to the peers to purchase freshly caught fish. 

         Matthew’s father taught him and his brothers the detailed methods of using a self -induced fire to burn ill used buildings to the ground. No one was ever hurt back then. Often, Charles and his sons would designate a meeting place once the blaze had been set on so they could watch the scene with on-lookers as the police and firemen would eventually come hurriedly with a watering line and heavy hoses that attached to the hydrants. The buildings were always well on their way to dust and ash before anyone arrived. None were ever spared. The boys found it curious that the police and the men of the city would try to douse the fire since it had been a freely hired job. But then, they supposed that someone had to finish the project once their part was over. Charles always boasted his pride in them for a job well done, and the family had plenty of money for a few months. The boys were none the wiser.

The notion of this activity being an honestly held position in the community had long ago been set straight for Matthew Caldwell. After his father had passed on, and his two older brothers hired on at a factory, Matt alone retained the relationship with certain leading men in the city that occasionally sought out his services. He had completed three jobs in diverse locations within the metro before his twenty-first birthday. The money he had been paid was so generous for such a small amount of time invested. It kept his mother and two younger sisters well provided for. As long as no one was injured and the places he was sent were in need of demolition anyway, Matt felt no remorse for earning his wages. 

By 1941, Matt and the remaining members of his family lived in a nicely kept neighborhood in the western residential portion of the city. Often however, evenings found him in a more colorful section of town. Matt often perused the path outside of clothing stores while he imagined himself in finely tailored suits, with the respect and prestige that was sure to accompany such garments. It was on such a night that Matt and Sara saw each other for the first time. She was paying for a small purchase in a bookstore while Matt stood outside watching her. He hadn’t meant to linger until Sara actually emerged outside to the walkway that lined the main street. As it happened, they had nearly run into each other since Matt blocked her exit by leaning on the iron-spiked gate. Sara had stood back from him and said, “Excuse me,” very politely. Matthew moved with haste to allow her to pass, but managed to give her a tentative smile. Sara returned the smile, but quickened her steps as she left the shop. Matt watched her walk away. It was evening and the newly acquired electric fixtures burned their light outside each selling establishment. He could see her pale blue skirt swaying until she left the downtown district and disappeared among the houses where the affluent patrons of the city had residences. Matt had wondered then if perhaps Sara was an educator, based simply on the fact that she had purchased books. He had groaned inwardly at the thought. Matt Caldwell could read and write, but he had denied himself the luxury of a high school education.

After that first sighting, Matt made sure to find his way into that section of the city more frequently. When he hadn’t caught a glimpse of the pretty brunette in a week’s time, Matt made inquiries of the shopkeepers as to where the nearest school was located. Their responses helped him to navigate toward his destination with sure-footed ease. As he approached Chicago’s Northside Elementary, unbelievably, there she was. Matthew slowed his pace and made his presence less obvious by ducking alongside the heavily treed path. He watched as she and a boy hoisted the stars and stripes up the flagpole. Her dark hair was being teased by the wind… her face was radiant.  Sara smiled kindly at the child as she helped him to raise the flag, then they tied off the remaining cord together. Suddenly a bell sounded. The school day was about to begin. Sara reached for the boy’s hand and led him inside the building.

Matthew Charles Caldwell wasn’t one to let circumstances or a lack of education deter him from anything that he wanted. Right then, he wanted to meet this girl. Lack of a proper education had never inhibited his performance or hindered a polished portrayal of his latest role. Neither had it been a stumbling block in gaining the confidence of influential men in the city. From a young age, Matt had naturally possessed an uncanny ability to communicate and an undaunted spirit. He was courageous; he was painstaking; and he could out talk a politician. Matt could win at a battle of words with a convincing argument whether or not he actually knew what he was talking about. Some people might have considered his ease with descriptive euphemisms as just plain old- fashioned hoodwinking. But Matt knew how to embellish a story until the words he spoke completely lived through him. And so, standing outside the school that morning, Matt made the decision to seek an honest income for the first time in his life. 

It had come to him as he studied the school structure. He thought that surely there would be a need for what he was about to propose, and the work would be no challenge. It was not uncommon for a man of Matt’s age to seek out a working opportunity, so an uninvited appearance at the Director’s door would not cast any unwelcome suspicion his way. 

His strides toward the entrance of the school were long and confident as mentally he rehearsed his latest projection of himself. Once inside, he scanned the names etched on the frosted glass panes of the heavy wooden doors. Farther down the hall he could hear the voices of teachers instructing their students, and the bustling of books and paper. Matt quickly located the principal’s office. He rapped his knuckles on the door loud enough to be heard over the clattering of a typewriter echoing inside.

“Come in,” said a woman’s voice. Matt turned the knob and came face to face with his heart’s pursuit. Sara looked up at him from the typewriter. “Can I help…?” she stopped in mid sentence as a look of confused recognition crossed her face. Matt quickly recomposed himself, as he had not expected to meet her so soon. “Hello young lady,” he said, turning up the charm with a broad smile. “Hello,” Sara replied more cautiously. “My name is Matthew Caldwell,” Matt continued, “might I have a word with the principal?”  She turned toward the closed door of the office behind her desk. “I’ll be glad to see if Mr. Turner has time to speak with you Mr. Caldwell. May I inquire as to the nature of your visit?” Now she sounded professional. “Yes, Miss…?” Matt asked intentionally to draw out her name. With courteous demure, she extended her hand. “Sara Lawton, sir.” “Nice to meet you Miss Lawton,” Matt replied taking her hand momentarily. “I’m here to offer my services as a maintenance specialist,” he announced. Matt made a sweeping gesture with his arms as he spoke. “I’ve had considerable experience in this area, and it appears that your school building is in need of repairs.” Sara raised her eyebrows at his comment as she nodded in agreement. Sara and three of the teachers had met briefly not ten days before to discuss the need of not only making some needed repairs on the foundation, but they had also expressed a desire for new paint in the classrooms. For the first time Sara flashed a genuine smile in Matt’s direction. “How fortunate!” she exclaimed. Matthew knew that he had struck gold. 

Chapter 3      Graduation


…Sunrise was not Matt’s favorite time of day. He squinted at the blinding sun’s rays coming through his window. As he turned onto his side, he winced at the pain in his arms and shoulders. Although he had been working on the school’s many projects for nearly a month, Matt’s body was still unaccustomed to the hard physical demands. 

“Matthew”, his mother called up the stairs. “Breakfast is ready.” “Yes Momma,” he answered. “I’ll be there soon.” His weary voice was not convincing. Matt heard his mother’s footsteps on the stairway. She stopped outside his door and knocked lightly. “Matt,” she said quietly, “are you alright?” Matthew pushed himself up into a sitting position and rubbed his eyes. “I’m fine Momma,” he answered. “I’ll get dressed and come to the kitchen.” With that, Margot Caldwell returned to her duties on the main floor of the house. When she reached the kitchen, she lowered the heat beneath the eggs and side pork. She tilted the lid that covered the oatmeal. The pleasant aroma of brown sugar and cinnamon escaped from the pot. Her daughters usually preferred the warm cereal to a heavier meal, and they would make their appearance soon. 

Janet and Marilyn were less than a year apart. They were finishing their last year of High School together and it was a busy, as well as a nostalgic time for their mother. Margot pushed herself to be bright and encouraging to them, even though she dreaded the finality that their impending graduation represented. After Charles’ sudden demise, her two older sons had married and moved to a distant part of the city. They were both employed at a large factory, which manufactured automobile parts. Of course, Margot still received weekly visits from her married sons. Still, she had been so relieved that Matthew had stayed on with her and the girls. He had stepped up and become the provider for her and his sisters as naturally as if there were no other option. And Margot could not discount the pride that she felt at her youngest son’s accomplishment in landing the job at the Northside School. It was a highly esteemed bastion for education. Just the association of the school in connection with the Caldwell name gave Margot a sense of human gratification that she hadn’t felt in many years.

The sound of the girl’s voices drifted down the stairway as they made their way to the kitchen. They were excited as they discussed the preparations for their graduation. Momma had gone shopping with them last week for their formal gowns. Janet had chosen a strapless pearl colored dress that fit her flattering figure like a glove. The hem flared gently around her feet. Marilyn had chosen a spaghetti strap design in light lavender. It had a fuller skirt that swayed in a circular motion just below her knees. To their surprise, Momma had allowed them to purchase shoes and jewelry to match their ensembles. 

“Good morning girls,” their mother called out over her shoulder. She placed the bowls of steaming oats on their place settings as the girls took their seats at the table. “Thanks Momma,” Janet said, giving her a squeeze before she sat down. “You two are certainly upbeat this morning,” Margot commented. “We’re so excited Momma!” Marilyn exclaimed. “All of the senior girls are meeting before the ceremony to dress. We’re going to help each other with our hair- styles and make-up. Then the open house and the dance afterwards are going to be so much fun…” Marilyn paused to take a bite. “I’m really almost too nervous to eat, Momma.”

 Margot smiled. She was so grateful. Without their brother, Matthew, none of these arrangements that gave her daughters such happiness would have been possible. Matthew, who had forfeited years of his primary education to become the sole wage earner for their family…Matthew, who never stopped supporting the Caldwell women whether by money, or work, or humorous encouragement. 

Matt entered and forced a tired smile at his mother and sisters. “Hey Matt,” Janet commented. “You don’t look too well.” She reached for his hand as he sat down next to her. Jan loved her big brother. He was so much fun! And his loyalty was a deep and unfaltering trait. “I’m ok Jan,” he said quietly, taking her hand. Matt didn’t want his sisters to endure any care, and that included worry over him. “Are you sure you’re not working too hard Matthew?” his mother asked. Matt met his mother’s eyes as she buttered his toast. He smiled at her. It was genuine. Margot set a hefty plate in front of Matt, then, bent over to kiss his cheek. “Thanks Momma. I’m fine…really.” 

“Tell us what you’re working on now Matt”, Marilyn quipped. Matt retold of his labors at the school. The foundation had been the most difficult. He had never worked with concrete before. It had taken Matt two weeks to complete those repairs. But he had taught himself as he went along and the results were very satisfying. Since then, he had been painting one room after another while the students doubled up in adjoining classrooms. The ceilings were 10 feet high. Matt learned to balance himself and the paint can on a tall ladder. He was sure the ceiling painting was the cause of his aching arms and shoulders.

“Matt,” Janet began slowly, “will you be bringing a date to our graduation?” An unusually shy look crossed Matt’s face. Momma raised her eyebrows and turned to face her son. She sipped her coffee as she waited for his answer. Matt took a long drink of his orange juice. “Maybe,” he said finally. Janet still waited expectantly. Matt had confided in his sister during a late night conversation. She was the first person he had told about Sara. “I’ll invite her to come Jan,” he said. “Good!” Janet replied. “I want to meet this girl from the school.” “By all means Matthew,” his mother joined in. “Don’t keep us all in suspense too long.” Margot had a wistful smile as she spoke. If Matt were to marry too, what would become of her and the girls? Matt could always read his mother. He used his napkin and rose from his chair. He crossed the room to reach her. “Don’t worry, Momma,” he said very quietly. Matt wrapped his mother in an embrace. “Have a good day, honey,” she said as he let her go.

Meanwhile, each day had brought continuous opportunities to encounter Sara. They had spoken many times now. At first, their conversations were only polite pleasantries. But not even a young lady as reserved as Sara Lawton could resist the fun-loving Matt Caldwell. Many of the students had taken a strong liking to Matt as well. He was always up for a game of football at recess, or an outlandish story that entertained the entire student body. Laughter seemed to follow him. Sara had been as touched as the others that Matt had inspired. More than once, they had eaten lunch together. Matt could sense that Sara was warming up. She was much less formal during their conversations. Last week when Matt joined a game of kick ball at recess, Sara positioned herself on the opposing team. It was the first playful act she had allowed between them.

The problem was that Matt had lost his footing, not on the field but in his approach to this girl. Sure, he had been drawn to her initially by her beauty; now, the more they enter-acted the more he could feel the tug on his heart. What he had meant for a brief, entertaining interlude was becoming much more. Matt wasn’t certain that he was ready for a committed relationship. But the thought of drawing back, of leaving the school and Sara behind was impossible. 

He had learned that Sara was the only daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Randolph Lawton. Matt had composed himself during the discovery. He swallowed hard before commenting to Sara concerning her family. Randolph Lawton was a wealthy investor in the banking industry in Chicago. Matt had already made his acquaintance years before. Mr. Lawton owned the mortgages on numerous properties in the Chicago area and beyond. Matthew’s involvement with the Lawton Empire had been his most recent business contract. When the job was finished, Matt and Mr. Lawton shook hands. Randolph removed an envelope from his inside coat pocket and handed it to Matt. “It’s been good doing business with you, Mr. Caldwell,” he said. “As always, keep me in mind if you should need any further assistance,” Matthew added. “I’ll do that,” Mr. Lawton responded with a sardonic smile. 

Somehow, the memory of their business ventures nearly caused Matt to choke on his food. Sara was talking so brightly about her ‘Daddy’ that afternoon at the school. It took enormous effort for Matthew to calm himself without an outward reaction to her words. Instead of the torment that he felt, Matt nodded at Sara to continue with her uninhibited account of her family. He wanted, and needed, to learn everything he could about the Lawtons. Matt had to admit to himself that Sara’s attachment to her family, this particular family, stifled a good portion of his confidence. But Matt was a master of hiding his true self. He never let on as he concluded their lunch that day that he had ever heard of Randolph and Anna Lawton.

The 1941 school year would be concluding soon, and with it would end Matthew’s work stint at Northside Elementary. Janet and Marilyn’s graduation was this coming Sunday afternoon on May 11th. The remaining students would continue in their lessons until the end of the month. Matt’s mind pondered these upcoming events with trepidation. He knew that he would have to ask Sara to his sister’s celebration either today or tomorrow to give a modest and appropriate invitation. Beyond that, and perhaps even failing to gain Sara’s company by this weekend, the two weeks left to him seemed like mere minutes. Matt still felt uncertain about Sara’s feelings toward him. After all, her responses to his antics at the school could be interpreted as the same friendly reciprocations he enjoyed from the rest of the students at Northside. It was time. Matt would, of necessity, be forced to approach Sara and reveal his heart to her on a more intimate level.

Matt decided to wait until the noon break to speak with her. He set up his supplies to finish painting the classroom. Matt opened the paint, stirred diligently to mix the eggshell white, and began to apply the fresh color to the faded yellowing walls. He only had three walls left in this room, and Matt surmised that he would be finished by this afternoon when school was let out. The windows were open wide for ventilation. Fortunately, it was a gorgeous spring day and the cool air scented with a hint of rose blossoms lifted Matt’s spirits as he worked.


“Good morning Matthew.” Sara’s familiar voice caused Matt to turn abruptly, splattering paint on the drop cloth covering the floor. “Oh!” Sara exclaimed, backing away slightly. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to startle you,” she said. Matt noticed the pink tinge rising in Sara’s cheeks. His smile reassured her. “It’s ok Sara,” Matt said gently. “I just wasn’t expecting company. What can I do for you?” Sara looked from Matt to the floor and back again as she answered. “Mr. Turner would like to speak with you. Is it an inconvenience to report to the office right now?” she asked. Matt’s continued relaxed expression helped to put Sara more at ease. “Not at all, Sara… I’ll be there as soon as I clean up after myself. Give me five minutes.” Sara took a few steps walking backwards. She smiled and wrinkled her nose playfully. “Sorry,” she said quietly. Matt was delighted by her flirtation. He wiggled his index finger in response and said, “I’ll get you at recess girl.” She turned on her heel, laughing, and returned to the principal’s office.


Mr. Turner met Matt at the door and welcomed him to a seat. He closed the door to drown out Sara’s typing, then, took his place behind the mahogany desk. “Matt, I wanted to meet with you before the school year ended,” he began. “Your work here has been impeccable. Do you believe that you can finish before school is out?” Matt nodded his response, and said, “Yes Mr. Turner. I believe I can. I’ll finish the fifth grade room today. I only have two other classrooms left to paint. I’m sure I can complete them in the next two weeks.” Mr. Turner was thoughtful. “Well, Matt, as much as I would like to keep you on at the school, I’m afraid that when you are finished with the painting, there won’t be any work for you here at Northside.” Matt had known the conclusion was drawing near to his working phase in maintenance. 

“If I have to work myself out of a job, I’m glad that I can do it with your approval, sir” Matt responded. “You certainly have my approval, Matt,” Mr. Turner said. “As a matter of fact, it is my intention to give you a strong recommendation,” Mr. Turner continued, “with your permission of course.” What could Matt say? “Mr. Turner, I would be so grateful for that kindness,” Matt answered.


Mr. Turner stood. He walked to the shelves directly behind him and pulled out a manila file folder. As he returned, the principal walked to the front of his desk and positioned himself on one corner facing Matt. He bent over far enough so Matthew could see the paperwork inside the folder with him. The two men discussed the contents. The opportunity that Mr. Turner held out to Matt was a real chance for a more permanent position. Matt realized that with Mr. Turner’s esteemed reference, he could most assuredly have the job that was being offered through the educational system. He had mixed feelings about the generosity Mr. Turner directed toward him. Matt knew in his heart that he had sought out his employment at the school deceptively. However, he hadn’t shirked his responsibilities there. Matt had indeed worked hard to accomplish each task assigned to him. 

The only other draw back to the offer was the location. Matt would have to relocate to a smaller, more rural town than he had ever been in. He couldn’t deny the interest that stirred inside him at the prospect of being able to live a normal, honest life. “Mr. Turner,” Matt said, taking the folder from the principal’s hand, “please allow me a few days to think this over. I am interested in what you are proposing, sir. I need a little time to digest the details and talk the offer over with my family.” “Of course, son,” Mr. Turner replied. “Take all the time you need. The district at Miller’s Junction needs an answer by the end of the month. They’ll be hiring on for the next school year.” Matt stood to his feet. The two men shook hands and Matthew took his leave. 

