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CHAFTER 1

THE
ORFHANAGL
WINDOW



q _ was not at all nice to be an
t or!:)han. ] had wanted
to grow up in the wilcl, fun citg of
Be”aring, but instead, | had lived
ina worn down, windswept ]ittle)
yet, c]uite Pleasant hut with a kind
hearted ladg called Ms. Maclc]ine
who had Brought me up since | was
awee thing of two. Bmﬂorc that,
| was with my late mother or as
some called her, the “Lilac Ladg”.
A]Cter sweet sunny clags Bg the
beach | was taken }33 an orphanagc
at the age of seven. ]t was a sad

turn o1C events.

Thc orphanage was the Bc”a
Orphanagc, not in the city, but at
the rim of Wishing Wc” Morest.
What ] hated most was when the
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students of Nclancl School for
Frivilegecl Girls Passecl the
orphanage with bright, navy blue
Plcatecl skirts and spotlcss white
shirts, and little red ribbons for their
dainty locks, and not to mention,
their black clancirsg sliPPcrs that
clinked and clanked quite noisilg.
Tl‘neg often remarked on how sad
the orphanslookcd,anc‘ shook their
Prou& young faces in false Pitg.

Miss Grange) the kecpcr of
the “Brats”, as she called us
Fiercelg, on clags when her mood
was bacl, was forced to kecP a few
lcarning books in the rea&ing
corner which no one entered but
me. | learned bﬂ mgsehc, quietlg on
the window seat, that looked out
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to the little orphanage donation
box and the little cherry tree, and

begonc‘ that, a vast field coated
neatlﬂ with 1qu1C1C3 white snow.

M9 secret trick was, whenever
someone walked }39 our orphanagc)
and happenecﬂ toglance atit)]woulc!
make my saddest, most Pithcu] face
| could make and most of the time,
the People would walk over and Put
a penny in the little 36”0\»\/ donation
box. ] was the on19 one who
bothered to enter the reacling

corner to read and stucﬂg a little
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of each subjcct and also read a bit
of the comic book for some fun.

] stared and stared at the
field and the two children making
a strangeJooking snowman with
a fine glossg black hat and a cute
carnation Pink scarf with a blue trim
of lace onit, not to mention, the coal
face and buttons and an adoring

little carrot nose.

] stared widc~egcd at these
things, then resumed back to the
“How to Ricle and ] rain a Horse
from Scratch” book l was absorbed

in, for the seventh time this month.

] had taken a special liking for
l‘norscs, though ] had onlg seen a
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real horse once from the orphanagc
window. |t was ricling slowlﬂ up
Ncland hills and into town. ] was
rather cold mgsehc with nothing to
warm me but an old tom~up coat
anc!jacket with little 3cnow mittens
and blue socks with small sneakers
and lots of laces.

| had a small memory of my
mother given to me bg her. ]t was a
tiny silver bellwhich was uglg on the
outside but inside it l‘:acljcwcls and
little golcl clesigns and it seemed
to have such a pretty chime that |

could never g0 without it
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Beinga dull little girl it was the
on]g form onewe”crg | had because
]joinc& it to an old Piecc of yarn l
found under the Par]our table.

] wore it around my neck until
Ms Grange snaPPecl, “How dare
ou wear a necklace! You’re an

orphani Ya’ dont wcarjcwe”erg!

“T ake it off this minute or |l
Put it into the fond-of-box just
makin’ sur’ you dorn’t run off. You

smc”g ol brat!”



] stared at her with open eyes
till she sc]uirmcd under my lonel
gaze. “60 Ya’ fool. Ya’” pay for
thad!” ] did leave to my retreat at
the window seat to observe s!:)ring
taking Place and it was then
| connived a cunning Plan. | had
been here for nine years and had
grown tired of it. | would have run
away a ]ong time ago it not for the
fond-of-box. ]16 Ms Grange got
suspicious of anyone she would
take their most loved Possessions

and kce!:) it.

Put | am going to run away.
] am to leave next week after the

feast when everyone is all s]oppﬂ
and slow that theg would knock
off into slumber. So | have a
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week to think of where to gO. ] would
go to the city but that's the first
Placc theg would check for someone
missing. Or) | could go to the forest
and cross over to the neig%bouring
countrgsicle of Dravon. Yes! No one
would know that! Sothe clags Passecl
faster and faster till the Februarﬂ
feast was on19 a &ag away.

] had neatly organized all m
clothes and thiggs %’x a little Pilg
Then | dumped it all into a Pouch
bag IF Me G
| would give her a fake silver be”, a
red-haired sPoilt girl had left on the
Wt!ﬂ in front of our donation box.

range felt suspicious

hen we had lined up for church ]

had Pretended my blue ribbon had
droppecl and | had Picl«icl the bell

up. Mg luck!
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Alcter church, ] sPent all my
time at the window, gazing out to
the field that had once been white
with snow but now it was a land of
lilacs, lavenclcr, roses of white and
carnation Pink and an old willow
tree that stood right in the centre
of that little Paraclise of flowers.

“Hcg, Samanthai Wasn't your
mom called the lilac laclg? WCH

then, hello lilac loser!” chdg) a
spoilt little brat sneered.

“I-lal Soon theﬂ’” kick ya outta
here and youll have nowhere to go7
At least I’H inherit my granny’s
fortune and live happilg unlike 3oui”
| stood up in rage. “You’”just see
sneerer! No one’ll kick me out of
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here. |'m Ieaving sooner than you

think

Ms Grange was there and
angry with what she heard. She
scratched me up with her long) cjirty
Fingers and screeched. “(Give me
that bell and go to your room till
tonight’s feast! You Clirtg brat!”

| did not squirm under her gaze
but | Prctcnded to cry and wail at
the thought of giving her my bell.
“No Pleasel Dor’t want to give

away my be”, Please nol”

5!’16 ]aughec’ evi”g and
screamed,“/1a!Ya Foolgou thought
you could run away ye little brat!”
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] stammcrecl, but slowlg held
out the fake bc”, wceping a bit.
She snatched it and ﬂung it into
the fond-of box and Iaughcc! evi”g,
once again. | stared at Wenclg as
though it was rea”g my true bell.
“(3ood lot that did, you rascall” ]
turned around and marched up the

rey stone stairs and into my room
which overlooked the forest and |
gave a soft cry of dclight, followed

}33 silence.

] watched the snowbell trees
and the tall wispg snow-brushed
Pine trees. Tl‘:e soft spring breeze
wafted Pastand broughtin the smell
of lilacs and daffodil. | ]capecl out
and absorbed the luscious smells

of the world.
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| turned into the old musty room
and stared at it and Pickecl up a doll
Ms Mclinc‘a had given to me, a ]ong
time ago. lt was a doll that was hand-

made bg Ms Melincla’s goocl friend,
Sandra. | he doll was so old now,
but it still showed S1gNs of a real
satin blouse and scarlet silk. Red
Indian Pictures had been ncatlg
Painted around the bottom of the
skirt. Put now it was a dull Pink and

grey outfit of some sort.

“Sammg? Ms Grange askedme
to tell you thatthe feast has started

iggou want to come.” Alice, the only
nice one in this c!um!:)) Pccped her
small head around the doorpost.
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“Flease do coﬁnleni‘l shall have no
one to sit with, otherwisel!” | looked
at her little red head and an idea
Poppecl into my head. “Alicel Do
come here. | wish to tell you
sometlﬁingi C]ose the door si]entlg
and come and sit on my bed for we
will be ]eaving soon.

“So hush and do not sneer as
Wencjg does!” Alice, in complete
shock, silentl9 closed the door.
Shc crcPtto the bed and was soon
told evergthing ] knew of how we

16



could steal into the woods tonight
and make off to Dravon.

«Oh yes! [ will g0 with you
Sammgl But for now we must hurrg
on down before we grow suspicious
and | Promise | won’t sneer!”
said Alicein utterjog.Sowewent
down and sat at the table that
was slow]g Fi”ing up. The feast

was VC!"9 grand.
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