5012 word count                           “ADRIFT ONE”                               by Bo Drury   
    Susan rolled over with some effort and looked out across the lake. The sun was high. “It must be noon.” she thought, idly watching the light play patterns on the motion of the water She had the window open wide and propped up with a stick trying to catch what breeze she could. It was too hot to move. The water looked cool and inviting. She toyed with the idea of swimming but was afraid she would sink like a rock. She looked down to her belly huge with child. “Just one more month.” She sighed.
    She couldn’t wait to be slender again. Maybe it would be like it was in the beginning for her and Jody, right now it was awful. He stayed gone all the time. She thought she must look so ugly he couldn’t stand to look at her. She never thought it would be like this. Tears welled up in her eyes. She didn’t know where he went each day. He hardly spoke to her at all any more. She just hoped he would be there when her time came. Her folks thought they were married and so did his mama. She was a sweet woman. Susan knew she didn’t like the way Jody treated her, but she couldn’t do nothing about it. She came out to check on her when she could. It was a long way and her car was old. She had taken her to the doctor when she found out about the baby. They gave her a little book too read and told her she was healthy. They gave her a list of vitamins to take and told her to come back in a month, but they never had any money, so she’d never gone back. Jody didn’t see any reason for her to go as long as she felt ok..
     Her back hurt so bad, Jody said that’s ‘cause she laid in bed too much, but there wasn’t nothing else to do. She was uncomfortable sittin’ up so she had to lay down. There wasn’t nobody to talk to either but the old couple down the road. Jody said if she needed help she could walk down there and the old man would take her to town.
     She wished her Mama would come out and get her and take her home but Daddy wouldn’t let her. He was still mad ‘cause she ran off with Jody. She told them they got married. She had begged Jody to go along with her story. She knew her Daddy would have whupped her good for going out and spending the night with a boy. She had felt the broad side of his hand before and couldn’t stand the thought of his anger. If Mama stood up for her she would catch it same as she would. Jody had said he loved her so it was logical to her that they live together.
     He hadn’t counted on her getting pregnant at all, but then neither had she. He hadn’t said much when she told him. He acted kinda proud at first, But then she had been so sick. Every morning it started and lasted all day. He stayed away more and more. When she got sick while he was around he’d put his coat on and get in his truck and turn the stereo up real loud.  
     The old lake shack they lived in had been cold all winter. At first it didn’t matter how cold it was, they’d just pile on some more cover and snuggle beneath it laughing and giggling and playing around. Jody would jump up out of bed in the mornings and run to the wood burning stove in his bikini underwear, throw on a log and jump back in bed with his cold feet on her. They had stuffed all the cracks with rags to keep out the wind and when it rained the rags soaked up the water and ran down the walls. Now the rags were water stained and brown. It hadn’t been built for winter living but it was all they could afford. Jody just made a hundred dollars a week at the gas station. He paid out most of that on his pickup. That pickup meant more to him than anything in the world. It had a roll bar and spotlights and he kept it polished to a high shine. Susan felt a little jealous of that truck. She knew it meant more to him than she did.
     The baby kicked and squirmed inside her. She watched as a little knot raised the tight skin across her stomach and slowly moved to the other side. She stroked it gently. She’d heard it could hear her voice and she talked to it a lot. Sometimes she sang just to hear another voice. The baby and the old radio was all the company she had most days.
     She crawled to the edge of the bed and lowered her swollen feet to the floor. Little prickles of pain traveled from her feet to her ankles when she touched them to the cracked linoleum floor. She’d had to go barefoot since her shoes cut into the swollen flesh on her feet. She reached for Jody shirt  tossed across the iron railings at the foot of the bed. When her cloths began to get too tight for her she had to wear the big shirts. For a while she could wear her jeans unbuttoned, but now she had nothing but these to wear. It was lucky it was summer. She shuffled to the cooktop and lifted the bent lid off the steaming pot of beans. They smelled good but she sure would like something else. Seemed like they lived on beans and potatoes. Jody did bring her a coke now and then. She used to think she had to have one for breakfast every morning.

    She wondered what her friends were doing. She had missed going to school. She never thought she would say that, but it was true. She wished she could see her friend Tina. Tina thought what she had done was exciting. She’d like to tell her like it really is, awful!

    She had just started her sophomore year in school when she met Jody at the skating rink. He was so good-looking and paid attention to her right away. Dad wouldn’t let her wear makeup ‘til she was sixteen, but that was more than a year away. Tina carried a bag of makeup everywhere she went and would fix her face for her. With her face done she looked much older than fourteen. She’d filled out by the time she was thirteen and her Dad preached to her all the time about getting into trouble. You’d think having a nice body was a curse listening to him. Jody was out of school and had a job and had plenty of money all the time and that dreamy pickup. He didn’t mind spending money on her either. It was enough to turn a girls head. She didn’t tell Jody how old she was for a long time. He cussed some when she told him, but by then it really didn’t matter. He had seemed some surprised when he found out she’d never been with anyone else. 
    Susan walked to the door and pushed open the screen to stand on the porch. The door banged shut behind her, sounding extra loud in the quiet summer day. All the sounds seemed magnified that day. The screeching of the bedsprings when she moved, the sound of the clock ticking, the sizzle of the beans boiling over on the stove and the big green flies buzzing in and out the screens on the windows. She had laughed when Jody tried to put tape on all the holes poked in the screens to keep out the flies and mosquitoes. It looked like Band-Aids sticking on ‘em, but the first rain washed ‘em off. After that he just let them come and go when they wanted too. Sometimes they had to pull the sheets over their heads at night when the mosquitos were extra bad. He brought home some ‘Off’ and it worked pretty good but the smell of it made her sick and she was scared it might hurt the baby somehow.
    She walked to the lake trying to step on grass and weeds to keep the hot sand from burning her feet ‘til she got to the waters edge, then stood ankle deep letting it soothe and caress the taunt skin on her feet. She brushed away the hot sand on the shoreline and carefully lowered her heavy body to sit on the cool feel of the damp sand. She squinted against the bright light on the water, closed her eyes and leaned back, feeling the warmth of the sun on her skin. The waves lapped against the shore and washed over her feet and legs in a rocking motion. She felt drowsy and relaxed, she drifted in and out of a light sleep. Somewhere she could hear a dog barking and the sound of a hammer striking metal, making a ringing sound like a buoy-bell. She dreamed of being in a boat far out in the water, all alone, with no paddle, set to drift about forever. She woke with a start thinking of the beans on the stove. She rolled over and clumsily got to her feet and hurried up the path to the shack. She had to stop halfway up to catch her breath. She had stayed in the sun too long and had blistered. Her back ached and she had a pulling sensation nagging in her stomach, it felt good to get out of the sun.
    The beans were almost dry; it’s good she woke up when she did. She wanted to shower and look nice when Jody came home tonight, she felt lonely. She had read those same old love story magazines over and over again.
    She put her hand to her stomach, it was hard. The baby was balled up in a knot. It made her back really hurt. Maybe the shower would make her feel better. She knew Jody was tired of her feeling bad all the time. The warm water burned her skin where it was blistered, but it felt good to wash away the sand and sweat and feel the smoothness of her skin. The baby kept knotting up in a little ball making her uncomfortable. She brushed back her hair and put the blue ribbon in it that brought out the blue of her eyes. She used some of the baby powder that Jody’s Mother had brought out for the baby. She put on a clean shirt. She wanted Jody to like the way she looked. She tried not to think of all the pretty girls he saw every day. The ache in her back had turned into a drawing sensation that lasted a few seconds each time it came. Was it a pain she wondered? It was too early. The baby wasn’t due until July. Jody said he was going to call it ”Firecracker”. She wished Jody would come home. She felt suddenly frightened remembering the dream she’d had down by the water. How alone she felt. She wished she could talk to her Mama. She felt like crying. The pain came again. She looked down the road hoping she would see the shiny black pickup. There was nothing. It was a half-mile to the old couple’s house.  The pain started again. She started to cry. She would have to walk barefoot in the hot sand of the road. She hated Jody! It was his fault she was pregnant. She cried harder. She stood in the middle of the room looking around, tears streaming down her face, her hands to her stomach wondering what to do. She saw an old pair of tennis shoes Jody wore when he went fishing sticking out from under the bed. She leaned over to pick them up. The pain started again, she leaned against the bed. She shivered and her teeth chattered. She clenched them tight, trying to keep her chin from quivering. The tennis shoes were stiff from being wet. There was sand caked inside as well as out. Susan hated putting her feet in them, but she couldn’t stand to walk in the hot sand and there would be grass burrs on the side of the road.  She was still shaking although it was a hundred degrees outside and not much cooler inside. Her jaws and neck ached from clamping her teeth together. She looked around wondering if she should take anything with her. She didn’t have anything. As she went out the door she thought of leaving Jody a note, but where was he? He should be here she thought. He doesn’t care what happens to me. The thoughts brought on a fresh torrent of tears making it difficult to see the path before her. She had to stop when another pain came, then walked on, crimping her toes to keep the large tennis shoes on as she trudged down the sandy road to the neighbors’ house.
    The old man saw her coming from where he sat on the front porch.

   “Mama,” he said to the old woman kneeling on the ground working her flower beds. She looked up to see him nod his head toward the lake road.

    “Here comes that girl. Looks like she might be in trouble.”
    The wiry little woman got to her feet and turned to the figure coming toward them. Taking off her cotton gloves she shaded her eyes from the afternoon sun and watched the young woman hesitate, her hand to her back. 
    “Better get out the car, Pa, looks like we may be going to town.” She brushed off her clothes and walked to the gate to meet the girl. One look at the tear stained face and she held out her arms and enfolded Susan in a comforting embrace.

    “It’ll be ok. Pa has gone for the car. We’ll take you to the hospital and call your folks. Wait right here.” She said leading her to a bench under a low branched mesquite tree. She returned shortly with a cool wet wash cloth and her old leather purse. She handed Susan the cloth to wipe away the grime mixed with the tears smudged on her face.
    The old man had backed the car to the gate and had gotten out to stand by the door. He avoided looking in Susan’s direction after noting how skimpily dressed she was The shirt she wore barely met over the stomach pushing out in front of her and her pink bikini panties rode so low he wasn’t sure she had on anything at all. It was hard for him to keep from looking.” Poor little kid, sorry husband she has.” he muttered. They were well aware of how much time she spent down there in that old shack alone. They couldn’t help but notice since the road ran right by their house. They weren’t nosey neighbors, but there wasn’t much to do out like this and though they were not conscious of it, they had a habit of watching the young couple. In some ways looking out for the young girl. They didn’t think much of the young man the day he stopped by in his fancy black pickup and shiny boots. He asked them to keep an eye out for her since her time was coming near. His hair was slicked back and smelled of hairspray. His beard was trimmed real neat and he had wax on his mustache. The old man said he never did trust any man that hid his face behind a beard and a mustache made him think of a villain in the ole time movies. Only man he ever liked with a mustache was Clark Gable.

    He sneaked a look at the girl. She looked so young and her big stomach made her look so small, that and those big old shoes. His opinion was that the boy should be horse-whipped!
    The old woman walked with her to the car. The old man opened the door to the backseat and waited, eyes averted, while she climbed inside and leaned her head against the seat. Closing the door he reached to open the door for his wife.

    “I can do it, Pa. Let’s go.” She said hastily watching the girls face as another pain began. The old man hurried to the drivers’ seat, put the car in low gear, and carefully let out on the clutch, worrying about the rough ride ahead of them on the bumpy road.

    “Hurry, Pa, times getting’ short.” The old lady said, reaching back and taking hold of Susan’s hand, squeezing gently in reassurance. 
    Nothing else was said during the fifteen mile ride to the hospital. The pains continued but they didn’t last long.

    The old man pulled into the emergency room entrance and the woman helped Susan from the car. An orderly seeing them arrive, rushed out with a wheel chair. The old man drove away to park. Susan clung to the old woman’s hand as the orderly pushed her inside and stopped at the registration desk. A young woman looked up, smiled briefly, and asked Susan if she could answer some questions or if she needed to go on in. Susan nodded. The girl behind the desk looked to the old woman, wondering if the nod meant “yes, she felt like answering “or “yes she needed to go on inside.” Understanding the look the old woman bent to Susan and asked quietly.

   “Girl can you answer her questions?”

    “Yes.” She nodded.
    “Give me your name please.” the young clerk said in a professional tone,” starting with the last, then first and middle initial.” She spoke with fingers poised above the typewriter keys.

    Susan hesitated. What should she say? She wasn’t married to Jody, would she be in trouble if she lied? She could feel the tears coming. She wished her mother was there, she’d know what to do.

    The young typist looked up, impatience showing on her face. She saw the tears in the girls eyes. She looked to the older woman who was watching Susan. She saw the old man come to stand beside them. She asked the couple, “What’s her name?”

    The old woman looked uncomfortable. Leaning toward the girl again she asked,

    “Girl, what’s your name? They need your name.”

    She whispered, “Susan Marie.”
    “Last name first, Pleeze!” the clerk said visibly irritated.

    Susan’s eyes were big, fear showing in them as she watched the woman behind the desk. She’d been taught not to lie, even though she had at times to her parents, but this was different. She pictured a courtroom and this woman as the judge and her sworn to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but…

    “Roberts,” the name burst out loud in the quiet of the hospital corridor, “Susan Marie Roberts.”

    “Age?”

    “I’m fifteen.” The words came out soft but clear. The typist looked up to study Susan’s face.
    The old man turned away exclaiming, “I’ll be damned! She’s just a baby herself.” As he went to sit in the corridor waiting room. The old woman shook her head.

    “Father’s name, puleeze. Last name first.” She added hastily.
    Susan lowered her eyes wishing she didn’t have to answer that question. Why couldn’t the baby just be hers? She knew the woman was waiting.
    She looked up meeting the woman’s gaze,” His name is Wright, Jody.”

    The woman looked away and typed. She kept her head down. She met all kinds here in admitting. It was best to type and feel nothing, but it was hard to do sometime. She felt sorry for this little girl. Where were her folks and where was her boyfriend? She asked,

    “Your address?”

    “The old Lake Road.” she answered.

    “its route two,” the old woman spoke up.
    The clerk typed quickly, “Zip code?” 
    “76301” the old woman answered.

    “Your next of kin?”
    Susan thought about it for a minute, “My parents, George and Faye Roberts. I want to call them,” she stated. The clerk looked up, opened her mouth to speak, but the old woman spoke first.

    “Tell me their phone number Susan, I’ll call them right now.” Susan gave her the number, then said

    “Ask my Daddy to please let Mama come. I need her bad.” Her bottom lip quivered and her words were shaky. She frowned as another pain came. This one was harder and lasted longer. She shut her eyes and waited.

    The woman behind the desk sat quietly watching Susan’s face and decided to let her go on to labor and delivery. She nodded to the young orderly. He started to push her down the hall.
    “Wait,” the clerk called out, “Who is your doctor?”

    Susan stared at her blankly. She had no doctor.

    “I can’t remember his name,” thinking of that one visit.

    “You have to have a doctor,” the woman protested.

    “I don’t,” Susan said simply.

    The woman raised her hands in exasperation. The orderly waited.
    “Take her on, I’ll do something,” the clerk said watching Susan as another pain started. 

    The old woman hurried from the pay phone to catch up and follow down the hall.
    “Your folks are coming Susan. Everything will be just fine now.” She said reassuringly. When they reached the elevators, she leaned over and kissed Susan on the cheek and brushed back a strand of hair that had fallen away from the blue ribbon.    “Pa and I will stay until your folks get here. We won’t leave you.” Susan’s frightened eyes held hers as the orderly pushed her into the elevator and the doors closed between them.
    The old woman sighed and walked back to her husband.

    “There’s a waiting room on second floor maternity,” the woman behind the desk volunteered to the old couple, then watched as they made their way to the elevator.
    She dialed maternity to let them know they had a patient on the way with no doctor. “Let them worry about it,” She said aloud.

                                                               Chapter two

    The next few hours were like a nightmare to Susan as she drifted in a half-sleep. Partly from exhaustion, partly from medication to dull the sharpness of the pain. There were always faces looking down on her, probing, pushing, asking questions. Once she saw her mama’s face with her Daddy behind her. He looked sad and tears were running down his cheeks. He called her name and said he loved her. She knew that was a dream. She felt her mother’s cool hand on her face. It felt good to see her Mama. She bathed her face and put chips of ice in her dry mouth.
    The bed was hard and she wanted to turn over but that big old stomach was in the way. She told them she wanted to go home; she was tired of all this, but no one would listen to her. Those women in white uniforms whispered at the foot of her bed. They upset her Mother. God, her back hurt. She didn’t think she could stand it any longer. She didn’t want to act like a baby but she needed to scream and holler so someone would help her. She screamed. A nurse threw back the sheet and hurried from the room. She came back with a man. Susan wanted to cover herself but the pain was too bad. Her body was consumed with it. She gritted her teeth and tried to push away from the pain. She couldn’t get away from it. A nurse rushed in.” Don’t push,” she said. An orderly came in with a stretcher. They began to lift her too it.
    “No,” she screamed,” I can’t move my legs.” She looked about frightened. The man was Dr. Pace. She clutched at his arm. He would help her. He had always helped her when she was a little girl.
    “Do something.” she begged.

     “It’ll be over soon Susan,” he said gently, as they rolled her down the hall. She saw her Mother watching, her hands together like she was praying. She thought she saw her Daddy, but she knew it wasn’t him. He hated hospitals and besides he was mad at her.
    They moved her to a different bed. It was even harder. They strapped her legs apart. Her back hurt. She needed to turn over. She tried to fight, to get up. She tried to reach, to grab that terrible pain. She couldn’t stand it. They grabbed her arms and strapped them down. She had to get up. Why were they being so mean to her? It had to be a dream she thought. Someone put something over her face. She choked and tried to push it away. She turned her head away from the sickening smell. It followed her. A voice said, “breathe deep, Susan, breathe deep.” She gasped for breath, tired of fighting. She began to drift away. They took the mask away, “No, No!” she thought, “Put it back.” She wanted to slip into the black nothingness of sleep. A voice called to her.
    “Help us Susan. You have to push now…now Susan…Push! That’s right; you’re doing good, Susan.” She had no control over the bearing down, the pushing. She wanted to scream but she was not in control. Bright lights exploded around her. Flashes of yellow and red. She heard someone scream, again and again. She wondered who it was. Everything was lights and faces moving about, around, and above her. It was a dream she was sure and soon she would wake up. The mask came back. She breathed deeply of the sickening sweet smell, welcoming the feeling of drifting into the gray whirlpool pulling her down, down, down.. She was in a boat far out in the water, spinning round and round, about to go under---she would drown. NO! NO! She screamed. She heard someone call.
    “Susan---Susan, its over. You have a little girl.”
    “Are they crazy?” she thought, “I am a little girl. I want my daddy.” She cried as she sank into the black nothingness.
     Susan roused from a deep sleep to roll over on her side. Something was holding her arm. She was tangled up. She opened her eyes to see a plastic bag hanging by her bed, a tube leading to her arm taped in place.
    Had there been an accident? She wondered, did I nearly drown? No, I had a baby she remembered. A baby, it wasn’t a dream.

    She looked over to see her Mother across the room, her head bowed, unaware Susan had opened her eyes. Susan quietly watched her, then let her eyes travel the room to rest on the figure of a man silhouetted against the window. It was almost daylight. The sky was pink and blue behind him. The man stood very still his hands behind his back, seemingly lost in thought. He looked familiar to her but it was dark in the room. He turned, the dim light from the hall caught his face.
    “Daddy.” She whispered.

    He started, surprised at her speaking, then came forward to look down on her. He looked tired and haggard. A soft smile came to his face, but he looked sad. He took her hand in his and stood searching her face.

     She felt frightened. Was he still mad at her, or worse, because of the baby? She watched him afraid to speak. Why was he so angry with her all the time? It didn’t used to be that way. She had always been Daddy’s little girl until a couple of years ago and then he changed. He didn’t like her growing up. She couldn’t help that. She wished it could be like it was before he stopped loving her. He didn’t say anything, just looked at her. She began to fidget under his gaze.
    Her Mother rose and walked to the bed reaching out to smooth back Susan’s hair. She smiled a smile that told her everything was Okay. She glanced back to her father.
    “When you are able you’re Mother and I want you to come home with us,” he spoke huskily. We’ll work things out. It will be okay.”

    He turned and left the room hurriedly. Susan knew he was crying and couldn’t understand why.

    “Susan,” her Mother said, watching her closely,” how do you feel?” She nodded, not knowing what to say. Finally she asked, “Is Daddy still mad at me?”
    “No your father loves you very much, Susan.” She hesitated.” There is something special between a father and his little girl. He was afraid of losing you.”  
    Susan suddenly remembered the baby, “I have a little girl. Where is she?”

    “Susan, she was so tiny.”
    She felt a sudden fear.

    “Was…?”

    “Honey, I am so sorry.” Grief showed on her face, not for the tiny little figure that had struggled to live through the night, but for this child of hers, half woman, half little girl, that had suffered so to bring her baby into the world only to lose her, never having the chance to cuddle and love her, never to know her.   
      Susan stared dry-eyed at her Mother. The baby she had cradled inside her. Had talked too and sang too…she turned away and looked through the window as a new day dawned. Looked out across the city towards the lake where she had lived and carried the baby for eight months and now…nothing! “This is part of that dream,” she thought, closing her mind to the truth, “I’ll wake up soon.”
    She tried desperately to sink into oblivion. The dream came to her again, of drifting alone, aimlessly upon the water. So all alone. She began to cry…to sob…grieving for her baby, her lost innocence, and Jody, her first love.
