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The dote Apnil gth,1866, wos ayea? since the wor ended, olmost four yeors

since our mother died, obout three yeors since we got the news of our fother's

deoth in the wor, ond our sister still hasn't come bock for us. Soroh soid thot once

her husbond come bock from the wor she would toke us to live with her. fn o month

f'll be old enough to leove but it might not be soon enough. Typhus hos token over

the orphonoge ond f hove to get my three-year-old brother, Tommy, out beforehe

dies.

We crept into the storoge room to seorch for the files with our nomes.

After f inding the file, Tommy ond f snuck into the woods through on open window.

On the front of thefile,it soid Jomes Henry Clark,DOBS/17/1852 ond Thomos

Charles Clork, DOB 4/29/1862. fnside f found a sheet of poper thot soid, Soroh

Clork Wilson, DOBT/14/1846. ft olso hod on oddress thot soid,509, Sixth St.,

Jockson, Michigon. Custody ?equested of her brothers James ond Thomos. I
gosped ond stqted, "f didn't know Soroh wonted us." But Tommy didn't reply

because he hodn't tolked since he controcted Typhus.

f guickly collected our belongings ond picked up Tommy to heod to the

trqin stotion. But soon ofter f found out thot we needed o lot more thon 25 cents

to trovel by troin. Then I heard an old mon speoking," Yeah f'm heoding to Michigon

todoy." 5o f picked up Tommy ond hopped in the bock of the wogon just os he wos

pulling owoy. After afew hours, the wogon come to o holt ond the old mon opened

the convos ond told us," You two better get off bef ore f come bock there." I
guickly scooped up Tommy and jumped out of the bock of the wogon ond we hit the

ground, rolled off the rood ond went down o smoll hill. After the old mon drove off ,

I began wolking ogoin crodting Tommy very gently.

Hours of wolking went by so T checked on Tommy ond felt his foreheod and f
realized thot he wqs burning up with o f ever. T needed Io get him some help. Just

then f sow smoll formhouse down the rood. 5o f went up to the door ond knocked.

A mon come out in his robe ond guestioned," Whot ore you doing out here of night

in this cold?" T answered telling," Tommy needs help, he hos Typhus." He guickly let



us in his house. He shouted," Beth, T need some help out herel" Beth, his wife, come

out of the room ond replied," Whot's wrong George?" George, the mon, responded,"

ft's Typhus." Beth ran to get the doctor while George brought Tommy into onother

room ond loid him on o bed. George osked," How long hos he hod symptoms?" I
stoted," Two doys." When the doctor come he inguired," Where ore you two from?"

T answered," The Orphonoge," he responded," Thot exploins why he is so sick." The

doctor treoted Tommy ond stoyed right by him oll night. f woited in o choir in the

other room, but thot's the lost thing I remember from thot disorderly night.

When f woke up the next morning it wos to the smell of poncokes, bocon, ond

eggs. f stood up ond wolked into the kitchen to see Beth at the stove. She

remarked," Tommy's f ever broke eorly this morning ond he's doing very well," I
requested," Moy f 9o in to see him?" 5he replied," Y es but you need to let him

rest.l' f wolked into the room very excited but olso very guiet. When f sqw him on

the bed he looked ve?y worn ond tired so I gave him o hug ond o kiss on the cheek

ond wolked out of the room. I ate breokfost while Beth told me about their

daughter thot died from typhus oyeor before ond how she proyed for Tommy to

live ond ?ecove?.

On April ?Oth,1866 George ond Beth drove us to Jockson, Michigon. Most of

the ride there f thought obout how much f wos going to miss them because over

the ten doys spent with them it f inolly f elt like Tommy ond f had o fomily. But f
knew thot Soroh still wonted us so f hod to see her. When we orrived in f ront of

the tiny house f hoped thot Soroh wos doing olright. All four of us went up to the

door ond George knocked. Sorah opened the door ond she wos holding a sleeping

boby girl. Soroh osked," How moy f help you?" I stepped up ond told her," f'm

Jomes ond this is Thomos," os I pointed of Tommy. Soroh sprung herself forword

moking sure not to hurt the boby ond embraced Tommy ond me in on enormous hug

crying," You two look so diff erent, I'm sorry thot f didn't come bock for you," f
looked oround with teors in my eyes while osking, "Where is John at?" Her



expression turned solemn instontly os she replied," He died in the wor." She invited

us into the smoll but tidy house.

While we tolked f found out thot my niece's nome wos Cloro Rose Wilson ond

she wos born November 6th, 1865 . We spent hours tolking ond spending time

together thot doy. I think Beth ond George storted to enjoy being oround Sonoh

becouse Beth obruptly soid, "Soroh, would you like to bring Cloro ond the boys to

come to live with us?" Soroh soid," Well f don't wont to be o burden." George

jumped in to soy," You, Cloro, Jomes, ond Tommy could neve? be o burden to us." I
suddenly bounced up ond hugged George ond Beth soying," f would Jove to stoy with

you," for the first time since Tommy got Typhus he stood up very proud ond soid,"

f love all of you." Then oll of us gothered into an evenbigger group hug. Soroh wos

sguished in the group os she stoted," f would enjoy it very much to live with oll of

you."

ft wos April 29th,1866 Tommy's 4th birthdoy, the doy oll of us off iciolly

lived together os o fomily, ond on sod terms, four yeors since our mother's deoth.

All of us we?e riding in the wogon on our woy back home f rom picking up Soroh ond

Boby Cloro when we possed on old mon, in foct, thot some old mon thqt Tommy ond

f hitched o ride with. The mon stored closely at us ond f stared at him. As we mode

eye contact f mouthed, "thonk you," ond f sow some confusion on his foce.T

thonked him becousehe kicked us out of his wogon ond if he didn't do thot we

would hove never found our fomily.


