‘Hannah's POV:

A few minutes later, the Mother Superior returned
with Sister Murray and a huge folder of records.
The nun brought a chair and Sister Murray sat
down next to us. | knew that she was here when |
arrived at the orphanage, but still it was a shock
seeing someone like her so many years later. Back
in that time, she was an energetic nun responsible
to keep all the girls in line. She was the one
responsible for organizing and cleaning the
orphanage, and when one of us didn't behave
properly or didn't help to keep the space neat, she

was also the one who would apply the detentions.

She didn't recognize me at first as | did to her.
Instead, she looked at me for a few moments with
a blurred vision, but suddenly, her eyes focused

and she seemed to recognize me.

She smiled broadly, grabbed a sheet of paper
from the Mother Supenors desk, and wrogﬁ- "My




sister?" | asked her.

Sister Murray just smiled kindly and nodded. She
held my hand for a few moments, enchanted.
Then she went back to the paper sheet: “I'm fine.
Don't you worry about me. What about your friend
Lucy? | remember that you two were two peas in a

pod. Are you still in contact with her?" She asked.

"Yes! We are still best friends and now, also
business partners. We started a coffee shop
together. She's doing great,” | told her, and she

smiled at me.

"Sister Murray, this is my mother Georgiana. And
this is my brother Timothy," | told her and pointed

to my mother and brother.

Sister Murray smiled at both of them and wrote,
"It's great to meet you! And I'm so glad you found
your family dear. How did you find them?" she

asked.
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"I'm so happy for you dear. | really am.
Unfortunately, many of our girls didn't find t
familes, and there others who wol Idn't like to b




me.
| shook my head and told her, “No, ma'am. | came
here to find out from you if you remember the

circumstances under which | got here,” | told her

hopefully.

Sister Murray thought for a minute or two and then

began to write:

"Well, as you all know, | believe Sister Wallace, the
Mother Superior at the time, told you, right?” Sister

Murray asked me.

| nodded, ‘I know a cop named Corvin found me
wandering around town and brought me here;’ |

confirmed for her.

Sister Murray nodded and continued writing, "It
was a rainy night when Officer Corvin brought you

here. He said he found you earlier walking

dirty. and battered, and




es, you didn‘t speak, and we could only'
wonder who you might be. We welcomed you
temporarily, as the system works like this.

You were very dirty. We cleaned you up and gave
you food and a warm place to sleep, and still you
just looked at us scared. | think whoever was with

you previously traumatized you in some way.

Officer Corvin continued his investigation of you,
and discovered that you had been seen with a
ragged fellow who was passing through town. He
had slept hidden in the barn on the Watson farm
for a couple of nights. The Watsons only noticed
when they found the traces of your passage
through the farm. Officer Corvin concluded that

you must have run away from this man.

We waited about a month to see if anyone would
come around town looking for a little girl
matching your description, but no one did. So we

gave you a name, and you were re_giste’rgd;;_ he

system,” she wrote.




hed and mumbled, “One more dead end.
‘I‘hanks for telling the whole story though, sister."

She nodded with a sad smile on her face, and then
she wrote: "I'm sorry | couldn't help you more.

Maybe Officer Corvin can help you better with this,
dear. Maybe he knew something else that he
eventually didn't tell us. You should look for him.

He doesn't live far from here," she advised.

| nodded and told her, ‘I will. Thank you so much,

sister.”

She nodded, squeezed my hands again, and
withdrew. The Mother Superior then drew our

attention:

"Well, Mrs Brown, this is the folder with your
documents: a photo of when you were found, the
list of belongings, which unfortunately wasn't very
long, and then your school documents, adoption
certificate and other details. You can analyze, but |




'l thanks for your help, Mother. Sister M ay's
enlightenment has already given me insights into
how | came to be here. Now I'm going to follow

that lead she gave me’'

The Mother Superior looked at me and said: “Good
luck, daughter If you don't find anything, at least
youhavelheconsoknmn\ofhdwngfoundyour
mother even if belatedly,” she told me and
squeezed my hand. Then, she walked us out as we

left the orphanage

When | was outside, however, the girls playing in
the courtyvard brought back memories of my

childhood

*Mother, | would like to contribute to the
orphanage and return some of the affection you

have shown me, | told her

Her face broke into a smile as she told me, "We
really appreciate it. Any help is greatly
appreciated”




But then again, what else did you
: bunch of kids who do Karate and spy
nuns?" | told him sarcastically.

"You know you can't be too careful when it comes
to my family's safety," Timothy blushed and
muttered a little sheepishly.

"Well, now you know the nuns at the orphanage
are safe, right?" | asked him.

*Just..let's go to Corvin's, okay?" Timothy told me

irritably.

| nodded and Tom continued driving to Corvins

house.

*

"Alan Corvin must be some eccentric guy. We've
been on this dirt road for about half an hour!
Couldn't he live closer to the center of this tiny

little town?" Timothy asked as he complained.

‘, A few minutes later,
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gun is gleaming,” Timothy muttered.
“Can | help you?" the man asked suspiciously.

“Sorry to disturb you, sir. We're looking for Alan
Corvin. Do you know him?" | asked him.

The man narrowed his eyes and asked,
‘wants to know?" a




continued anyway, with Tom right behind us. |
noticed that his eyes were alert and he had a
posture ready to attack if necessary. Well, maybe
Timothy and Lucy were more right than | had

previously realized

Do you guys want some coffee?" The man asked

as soon as we entered his hut.

“I'll have some, thank you!" My mother said, and |
rolled my eyes. | don't think I've ever met anyone
who was as addicted to coffee as Georgie

Chesterfield
“What is your name again?’ the man asked.

*I'm Hannah Brown, sir. And who are you, sir?" |

asked him.

The man sighed and said, "I'm Alan Corvin, and
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‘Corvin looked at me in astonishment and then
returned to his monotone, ‘I'm glad you survived
all of this girl, because with what I'm about to tell

you, | wouldn't be surprised if you had permanent
trauma,” he said.

"What happened, sir?" My mother asked him in
anguish. She hugged my shoulders in support for

whatever Officer Corvin was going to tell us.
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