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CHAPTER 1

Tobin pulled the blanket up under her chin. She 
leaned back on the pillow and ran through the 

morning checklist in her mind:
Legs and toes working. 
Fingers moving. 
Headache: only 2 on a scale of 1–10. 
Hungry? Yes. 
Familiar sounds came through the door from the cor-

ridor. The lab technician’s cart rattled past. She was on 
her morning run to draw blood from some other patient. 
The intercom droned calls for doctors as the day staff  
took over. 

Tobin reached for the photograph on her night-
stand…part of her morning ritual for the past month. It 
was a snapshot of a tall, dark-skinned man and a woman 
with fair skin and rosy cheeks. The man’s chiseled fea-
tures made him look stern, but Tobin saw a sparkle in his 
eyes, and the woman’s face was caught in a bright smile. 
Between them was a girl of eleven or twelve. Long dark 
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curls framed the girl’s face. Her soft brown skin was the 
perfect mixture of the two. Tobin’s throat tightened. She 
still couldn’t believe she was the girl in the picture. 

The digital clock said 7 a.m. With a sigh, she returned 
the photograph to the nightstand and sat up slowly, run-
ning her hands over her head. Fuzzy hair was just begin-
ning to grow back. She smiled, remembering the pro-
duction Dr. Boschen had made as he unwrapped the 
bandages from the last surgery. “I know there’s a head in 
here somewhere!” he had said. He gave her a smiley-face 
sticker to put on her calendar: April 3rd. 

Now, halfway through April, the dizziness and head-
aches were almost gone. Her balance was improving, and 
she could finally walk from the bed to the window with-
out help. She looked at her calendar. It was decorated 
with Dr. Boschen’s cartoon scribbles and bright stickers: 
a gold star for walking on the treadmill, and a WOW! for 
speech therapy.

Tobin liked Dr. Boschen. His silly stories helped 
when her head ached. One, about a “gingham dog and a 
calico cat who side by side on a table sat” was her favorite. 
By now, Tobin could recite the entire poem right along 
with him. And she liked Dr. Boschen’s wife, too. She was 
the kind of doctor who helped people by talking with 
them. With two Dr. Boschens on the staff, everyone just 
called them Steve and Sadie.

Sadie came to visit every day at lunchtime. They 
worked on a puzzle together while they talked, and in 
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the evening, when she could arrange her schedule, Sadie  
was sharing a book called Beyond the Bright Sea. Her voice 
was quiet and comforting.

Tobin remembered the soft voice, weeks ago. Sadie had 
sat on the edge of the bed and explained the photograph. 

“This was found at the scene of the accident,” she said. 
“You and your parents came to Colorado from Boston on 
a skiing vacation in March.” She explained that it had 
been snowing hard the day they headed for the airport to 
fly home; a truck slid across the road and hit their car, and 
her parents had died in the accident. 

Skiing. Vacation. Accident. The man and woman in the 
photograph were her parents, but she didn’t recognize 
them. She remembered nothing.

“It’s called amnesia,” Sadie had explained gently. 
“You’ve had a serious head injury. It will take time for your 
memory to return.”

The bustle in the corridor continued. The door opened, 
and Helen, a nurses’ aide, hurried in with a breakfast tray. 

“Morning, Tobin,” she said, setting the tray on the roll-
ing table. “Message from Steve and Sadie. They’re in a 
meeting, but they’ll see you later this morning after your 
physical therapy session. Julie will come for you after break-
fast.” The door closed behind her as she rushed off to finish  
her deliveries. 

Tobin looked at the tray. By the smells from the cov-
ered dish, she guessed scrambled eggs and bacon. It was 
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a little game she played, now that her sense of smell 
had returned. She was lifting the metal cover when she 
heard two nurses outside the door. 

“They’re taking her off the medications? At this rate, 
she’ll be discharged soon.” Tobin strained to hear more. 

“I wonder where she’ll be sent.”
“I guess it’s up to a judge in Boston. Probably a fos-

ter home.”
“But I thought there were grandparents, somewhere  

in Ireland.”
“Yes, but apparently there was some sort of legal sit-

uation. Her mother was disowned and disinherited. I 
guess that makes her an orphan.” The voices moved out 
of range. 

Foster home? Boston? Disowned and disinherited? 
Suddenly she wasn’t hungry after all. She padded 

across the cold tiles to look out the window. Beyond the 
town, the mountain peaks caught the morning sun. The 
streets below were lined with small, neat houses. Patches 
of grass peeked through the spring snow, and bare trees 
glowed faintly green with buds. People live in those houses, 
she thought. Mothers. Fathers. Children. Where did I live? 
Where will I live now?

Physical therapy didn’t go well. The words disowned and 
disinherited ran through her mind over and over. When 
she nearly tumbled off the treadmill, Julie took her back 
to the room and tucked her into bed. 
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“It’s all right, Tobin,” Julie said. “Everyone has a bad 
day once in a while. You rest, and I’ll see you tomorrow.” 

Tobin pulled the covers over her head. Everything 
was wrong. She would be sent to a place called Boston. 
With a groan she closed her eyes. She didn’t want to see 
the room, and most of all she didn’t want to see Steve 
and Sadie. They should have they told me, she thought. 
If the nurses know about the disowning thing, they must  
know, too.

Sometime before lunch she heard the door open. A hand 
touched her shoulder, but Tobin shrugged it away. From 
inside her blanket cave, she heard Sadie’s voice. 

“Julie told us therapy didn’t go so well. Tell us what  
happened.”

Tobin peered out from under the covers. Steve was 
standing by the window. Even from his profile, she knew 
he was frowning. Sadie was sitting on the edge of the bed, 
concern on her face. 

Tobin held her breath for a long moment. Finally, she 
said, “What does dis-owned and dis…disinherited mean? 
I heard I’ll be sent to a foster home in Boston.” 

Steve looked over sharply. “News certainly travels fast 
in a small town,” he said, coming to sit on the other side 
of the bed. He took Tobin’s hand. “We don’t know about 
Boston yet. That’s going to take some time. We’ll talk 
about it when we know for sure, but the part about being 
disowned…” He said the word and stopped. 
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Sadie continued for him. “Sweetheart, this morning 
we met with the judge in town. He shared some informa-
tion from Boston.” 

Tobin swallowed hard. A judge? Information? 
“This is complicated,” Sadie said. “Apparently your 

father’s parents died when he was a child, so he was raised 
in an orphanage in India. Your mother’s parents are in 
Ireland. They still live in the town where your mother grew 
up. Unfortunately, they aren’t able to have you come live 
with them.” 

Tobin held her breath again, trying to understand. 
“Because of the disowning?”

Sadie nodded. “It’s like a divorce, Tobin,” she said. 
“Your mother’s parents disowned her. When they were 
contacted about the accident, they refused to acknowl-
edge their connection to your mother…or to you.”

“So, I’ll be sent to…a foster home…in Boston,” she  
said slowly.

“We don’t know that for sure,” Steve said. “Nothing 
has been decided yet.”


