‘Hannah's POV:

| slept very little last night. First, because Michael
was still giving me a hell of a lot of work to sleep
and that already naturally made me very tired, and

then because of the anxiety of what we would do
the next day.

| packed a suitcase for myself and several for the
baby. It must be a new mom thing, but honestly,
he needed a lot more gear than | did, didn't he?
This tiredness and restlessness soon caught

Lucy's attention when she got home.

“What the hell is going on here?" she asked

curiously.

‘I've discovered a clue that leads me to the origin
of my k*******xg | ucy. We're leaving early

tomorrow to look into it | told her excitedly.

"Are we? Who else is going with you? Michael?" et
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Lucy asked me with arched eyebrows.
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~ intrigued.

"Because you were kidnapped from your family
when you were little, Hannah. Have you ever
stopped to think what kind of person would want
to kidnap a little three year old girl?" she asked

me.

"|.." | started to tell her. In fact, | hadn't stopped for
a second to think about that aspect. For me, | was
just trying to find out more about my past. | didn't
think | could be going down a rabbit hole because
of this.

"You could be looking at human trafficking, a
kr*x*xxx%q for hire, convenience or even revenge!
You guys need to be careful, Hannah!" Lucy
warned me.

"You're being paranoid, Lucy. What could they do.

to me now? I'm the wife of Ethan Brownand J
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daughter of Georgie Chesterfield!" | excl
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: for him, including willingly going myself to an
unknown destination to save him.

| sighed and said, "You're right... But | need to
know what happened to me, and only this
policeman who found me when | was a child can
give me more insight into the events that
transpired at that time."

‘I'm not saying you should give up on
understanding your past, Hannah. I'm just saying

be careful,’ Lucy told me.

| nodded and muttered, "Okay, if all goes well, we'll
be back the next night. | guess I'd better ask
Patricia to look after Michael, don't you think?" |
told her.

"That's a good idea," she murmured to me. “But
you still promise me you'll be careful?" Lucy told
me uncertainly. i et
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"] will. | promise,’ | told her.




that | found my mother?

When | got to her house, she was waiting for me
on the porch, where she liked to have her morning
cup of coffee. But she wasn't alone. There was a
tall, slender figure beside her.

"“Timothy! It's so good to see you!" | ran to him and
hugged him.

"Hey sis. It's great to see you too. What about that
little rascal, my nephew?" Timothy asked me. My
mother also looked at me as if | was going to pull

him out of my pocket.

| talked to Lucy last night. She thinks we might be
taking a risk going there. So | asked Patricia to
look after him for the next two days,’ | told them..

what we're getting our
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is already waiting for us in that car, Tlmothy sat




'We’re going after the policeman who found me!" |
exclaimed.

“But don't you want to go back to your baby? Think

about him, dear”’ my mother insisted.

| snorted but nodded, "Fine! Fine! | think you're all
overreacting, but the more security the better,

then!” | exclaimed. So we all got in the car.

Secretly, | was kind of relieved that Tom was
driving the car. | was very tired from the night
before. Having a small baby was not an easy task,
and still | had even less sleep due to my own
anxiety. A few minutes after we were on the road, |

fell asleep leaning against the window.

The city we were going 10 visit was four hours

away from the shores, already inland. For me it

was a double visit. | lived in this town with
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“Where do we go first? The orphanage or the
retired cop's house?" Timothy asked me from the
front seat.

My mother looked expectantly at me.

‘Can we go to the orphanage first?" | asked

Timothy

“We can do whatever you want, sis. This is your
show," he told me with a smile on his face. One of
the things | loved most about gaining a family was
that now Timothy had stayed close. Even though
we almost kissed once, and thank God we didn't
go through with it, | didn't want him to walk away
from me. And now | know that our relationship can

continue as brother and sister.

| smiled back at him and said, "Thank you." He
nodded and faced forward again.

A few minutes later, we were outsid
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“Yes please, | was one of the children taken by the
orphanage and | was wondering if you keep old
records here,” | asked the nun.

The nun smiled and said to me, "Well, the records
have been kept here since 1995. | believe you

enter this period, don't you?" she asked.
Yes. | m within that period,” | confirmed to her.

Fine, give me a minute please,” the nun said and
entered the main building. A few minutes later, she
returned accompanied by a slightly older nun.
Would this be the mother superior of today? | was
still wondering when the older nun murmured, "I
am Mother Katherine Clark. This is Hermina

Douglas. Please come in.

“We are the Chesterfields and Tom Stuart,”

Timothy introduced us.

“It's nice to meet you. Please follow us," s ster

Douglas urged us.




*We have records of all the girls since 1995.
Before that, all the files are sent to the diocese,
and we no longer have access. What year are we
talking about, dear?" The nun who appeared to be
the Mother Superior told us.

"We're talking about the year 2001," | explained to

her

"Yes, yes, we have that year's file. I'll just set you

up in the living room and get the files;” she told us.

“Thanks,” | mumbled. ‘Are any of the nuns who
worked at the orphanage back then still around?” |

asked the nun.

“Yes! There is still one of them around. Most have

retired and gone to live in nursing homes for nuns.
But one of them wanted to stay here. She said that
being around children made her feel full of life,




"But does she still communicate in some other
way?" Timothy insisted.

"Yes! She can still write and communicate with

you," Mother Katherine told us.

"Wait a minute here, please. We'll go get the files
for the year 2001 and also get Sister Murray,” she

told us and left the room.

"What do you think we're going to discover here?" |

asked my mother.

"Well, your guess is as good as mine,” my mother
murmured in my ear. "But | still hope we find more

details about your childhood, and how you ended

up here," my mom told me.

"Me too, Mom. Me too..." | mumbled back to her.




