Chapter One

The road to the general store. She’d walked it so many times

 she could do it with her eyes closed. Of course, she wouldn’t, being the lover of nature that she was. Being that she was always a barefoot creature, and the soles of her feet, though tough as leather, could not withstand the sting of the prickly pear. So she tip-toed over them and around them, in a sort of dance, and although it eventually became a harsh place to be, almost an affinity to it’s name, that little bit of a town, Suicide, Oklahoma, that two-mile stretch of route 55 was all hers.

It was six years before that she came, looking out the car window at the endless brown fields and stretches of road with not a soul around. She didn’t want to go, for the plain and simple reason of fear of the unknown. What did it matter? She’d been shuffled around so much, one place was no better than the next.

Her uncle never answered the wire, but they made the drive from Nebraska anyway. They knew he was there, and besides, there was little room at the orphanage. Why keep the girl when she had family after all?

Scrubbed clean and dressed in second hand cottons,  drilled on her ‘pleases’ and ‘thank-you’s’ the somber, doe-eyed child followed the orphanage director to her fate..

She stood on the front porch, barelegged and goosebumped, while the director went inside to talk to him. He made no bones about how he felt.

“Ya cain’t dump a chil’ at my doorstep! No siree, ya take’er back!”

“I can’t take her back, Mr. Myers! She’s your niece!”

“That be news ta me! I ain’t got no kin!”

“She’s your late sisters child, I’m certain! She came to us four years ago, brought in by a Negro woman. How she came to be with her, I don’t know. The woman just left her there!”

“Don’t mean she be mine. My sista never had no baby.”

“She did, up in Needy, Nebraska in June, 1918. That’s when this child was born. Look, Mr. Myers, I’m certain she’s your niece and I intend on leaving her here with you!””

The winter wind kept the girl from hearing much more of the conversation. It whipped ‘round her legs and got her hair in a tangle. She looked around at her new home, that is, if he was to take her in. She had no feelings about it, one way or another.

Except for a line of cottonwoods in the distance, the place was treeless. All fields and fencerows. Isolated.

Suddenly, they were out on the porch, surrounding her. She hid behind the directors skirt, suddenly afraid of the man who loomed like a foreboding storm, insisting she shouldn’t stay, and would starve if left to him.

“Mr. Myers! We have hundreds, literally hundreds of orphaned children in our care! You’re this childs kin, and you’re obliged to take her in!”

“You’re this child’s Uncle, and you are obliged to take her in! The matter is closed!”

She then fetched the child from behind her skirts, and gently lifting the young girls chin upwards, said,

“Her name in Adeline. She’s ten.”
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