
An Uninvited
Member of the Only

Human Race

Living in the Twilight
Zone

Susan Dunn Cobb



Copyright © 2016 by SUSAN DUNN COBB

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or
used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the

author except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. 

This is a non-fiction work based on the author's early life. Some names have
been changed.

ISBN -13:978-1535364782
paradisebycandlelight.wordpress.com



Table of Contents

1. Crawling Out From Under The Rock

2. Old Red

3. The Adventure 

4. The Meeting

5. The Ride

6. Last Visit

7. Not In The Picture

8. The Park

9. Rules

10. The Name

11. Adjusting

12. Kindergarten And God

13. The Rhubarb Plant

14. Surprise! You Have A Sister!

15. In The Family Way And Other Things To Know

16. Banned

17. Getting Him Back

18. Meeting The Mungers

19. Not The Worst Kid

20. Virgins And Santa Claus

21. More Questions

22. Toughen Up

23. Getting Rid Of Things

24. Just As I Am





This child was a gift. Everyone is meant to be. We all have a destiny to 
become a champion by showing the universe God's glory in the face of 
evil. The smallest stand will forever be rewarded by an unseen Lover who
makes himself known.

1. Crawling Out From Under The Rock

Clang!  The  hammer  came  down  on  the  dark  steel,  sparks
flying. Clang! Clang! The tiny girl stared up at the giant holding
the metal and pounding it over and over, the sharp blows hurting
her ears. His eyes never saw her. She knew him a little bit. There
was no fear anyway. Deep inside she felt he was important. Deep
inside she knew she was not.

Today was different. Today he had picked her up from the big
people and taken her to his shop because he said he wanted to
talk. He wanted to talk to her. She had never been in the shop. It
was in Nanna's back yard but she almost never went to Nanna's
house.  Strange looking things  were  hanging all  over  the  walls.
Tools, he had told her. They were called tools. She stood watching
while he picked up the tools and started hitting the thing that was
so important. 

His eyes never saw her but he seemed to be talking to her, just
to her, and in her mind that had only happened once before. It
was when the big people had taken her to a place with huge red
trucks.  The ones standing around the trucks all  wore the same
clothes and had shiny things on their shirts. The man said they
were badges. 

The big people had told her, “This is your father. Go see him.” 
He had bent down to hold her. “Hi,” he had said. His clothes

smelled and he did too, and for the brief moment he bounced her



on his knee she thought about the strange smells. She wondered
what would happen next. Nothing did.

“Well,  I  have to go back to work. I  have to keep these guys
working.”  He  had  stood  and  walked  away,  and  then  reached
down, grabbed a rag and started polishing the big red truck. 

After standing for a few moments watching, the big people had
said,  “Tell  Daddy  bye.”  They  had  pulled  her  away.  The  girl
wondered who Daddy was.  He had seemed important to them
and to the others around him. She wondered what she had to do
with him.

Today he was talking to her, just to her, and he was saying a lot
of words. The child tipped her head way back to see the face of the
one who couldn't  see her.  She  searched his  eyes as  he steadily
pounded and turned the thing he was holding with the big heavy
gloves. The thing that held his eyes seemed cold and hard. It was
nothing she had seen before but she didn't know much yet. There
was so much to know. 

“I have to go to work all the time and when I get home I have
to come out here and do more work.” Clang! Clang! Sparks flew.
“I have no time to take care of kids and it's everything I can do to
pay the bills. I am just trying to live so you see I can't have kids. I
have no business having kids.”

“Why?” The toddler didn't understand all the words but she
paid  careful  attention  to  what  he  was  saying.  Could  it  have
something to do with her? Could he?

He  never  stopped  pounding  and  he  never  saw  her.  She
wondered if  she  was  the  one he  was  talking  with.  She  looked
around the room but nobody was there. Yes. He was talking to
her.

“Why?” she asked again. It was a word that helped her learn.
“It isn't your fault,” the smelly giant said. “Your mom is in the

hospital and isn't coming out. You kids have to be taken care of
and I can't do it. Can you understand?”

“Yes,”  she  nodded.  It  seemed  she  should  answer  him
differently.  The why word wouldn't  work  for  this,  and he  was
wanting to talk only to her. Maybe she did know him. The little
girl struggled with her memory. She had been alone and on her
own for so long that it was difficult to remember how it had been
before.

“So  you  can  understand  why  I  have  to  make  new



arrangements.”  He  continued  pounding  and  turning  the  metal
thing.

“Uh, huh,” She nodded again. “Can I see Mama?”
“No. Mama is too sick. You need another mama now. I have to

find someone to take care of you. I am sending you away because
it is the best thing.”

What  did  he  say?  Something  was  wrong.  There  was  a
pounding inside and suddenly it was hard to breathe. She didn't
have a word for it but she'd felt it before. It had been a long time
ago, the night when Mama was screaming. He had been there at
that time too, when the cries had awakened her but she couldn't
see anything in the dark. The sounds were coming from Mama's
bedroom and something terrible was hurting her. Like shadows
flitting in and out of the picture but never coming into clear focus,
he was there. She wondered where he came from and why he was
in the house.

“Go  back  to  sleep,  Suzi.  I  have  to  take  your  mom  to  the
hospital. Her tummy is hurting her.” 

It  had been his voice then. She couldn't  see him but he had
made her lie down on her pillow. 

“You'll be okay,” he’d told her.
She  never  saw  Mama  again.  He  took  her  away.  Something

happened to the baby too but Suzi never knew what. He was just
gone. It was like there never was a baby. Maybe he took him away.
The small girl wondered what happens to the ones who get sent
away. 

Now he was going to do it to her. She stared up at the giant in
front of her. The sweat was dripping off his head while he kept
pounding. She was next.

“I won't cry. I promise.”
“No, I don't want you to cry. You'll be all right. You don't have

to cry.”
“I won't cry. You don't have to send me away.” She wanted to

shout to make sure he could hear her, but her voice was getting
weaker  and  she  felt  a  trembling  inside.  Breathing  was  getting
harder and her chest moved up and down fast. She looked away
from his  face and stared straight ahead.  The green coveralls  in
front of her were stained with black, greasy streaks on the place
where his knees had rubbed on the ground, and she could see
some of the dirt still clinging. 



The clanging stopped. Slowly, he set the tool on the bench and
stared down at the straggly, blond head. “Let's go...for a walk.”

It was time to run. There was no one to run to. There hadn't
been for a long time. “Why? Why are we going for a walk? Where
are we going for a walk?”

“Oh, outside on Nanna's street. We are going for a little walk.”
“What is on Nanna's street? Why do we need to walk on her

street for?”
He took his leather gloves off and leaned down to take her tiny

hand in his. “We will walk up the street so we can talk.”
“But we already are talking. Why do we need to talk?” There

were no words for the feelings clawing at her insides. She needed
something she didn't have. She needed someone. There was...no
one.

He led her  outside  and into  the  bright  sunshine.  The  white
stone path led directly to the asphalt of the street. He led her onto
the empty road.

“Why are we walking in the street? Cars go out here. People
can't go in the street.”

“Oh, there are no cars here now. We can do it. We'll be okay.”
His eyes remained on the road ahead, but the child never knew.
Hers were staring at the pavement below, seeing the tiny pebbles
embedded in the black top. She wondered how long before she
would be gone. She hoped it wouldn't hurt. She didn't want to be
gone.

“I have to find you some new people who will take care of you.
I have to do what is best, Suzi. It's not my fault I have to work so
much. It costs a lot to have kids and I can't do it. I don't need kids.
Do you understand?”

She was supposed to say something now. He was getting rid of
her and she would be gone forever, just like Mama, just like the
baby. She couldn't stop shaking inside and she didn't understand
at all, but it was her time to talk. She was supposed to say yes after
the do you understand words. 

“Yes.”  Her  voice  squeaked  when  she  answered  him.  The
toddler looked up to see if this was what he wanted.

“Good. I am glad. I will find someone right away and we will
get you in a better place. It will be a much better place, I promise.
It was good we had this talk. I felt if we could talk about it then
you would understand. If  I  never see you again,  I  want you to



know I am doing this for your own good. Remember that.” He
spun  her  around  and  started  walking  back  towards  Nanna's
house.

“Why? Why are we going back? Why are we having just a little
walk? We didn't walk anywhere. Why are we done?”

“Well, I have to get back to work. You go play now, okay?” He
led her out into the garden and turned to disappear back into his
shop. “Nanna will call you in for dinner in a little while. Stay in
the yard.”

Suzi felt such relief that she wasn't gone. He was gone and not
her.  Her breathing began to slow down and her  chest  stopped
hurting. Maybe it was because she had said the right word. When
he asked her 'can you understand', she had said yes. She had to
remember to do that again. Skipping on the stones along the path,
the little girl felt like she could play again. The tiny purple flowers
were smiling at her with their petals turned up into little happy
faces.  It  was time to visit  the pretend place so she wouldn't  be
alone. 

“Waah, waah, waah,” she cried out in a baby voice. “Pick me
up!  I'm hurt!” She threw herself  down on the  stone pavement,
being careful  not  to  get  in  the  flowers.  There  were  bees  in the
flowers.  She had learned about bees.  “Waah, waah, waah.” The
pretend people were supposed to come and hold her. They were
the ones who would. She called them a lot. 

“Suzi! Are you all right?” 
Startled,  the  child  looked  up  to  see  Nanna's  face  peeking

through the open window. She hadn't  known they opened like
that. She never thought anyone would come. No one ever had.

“No, I'm only playing. I'm okay.” Suzi  felt  bad. No one was
supposed to see her.

“Well, you be careful. It's time to come in now. Come in and
put the toys away back in the basket.”

The child obediently turned and walked back inside the adobe
brick home of her grandmother's house, through the long hallway
of glass windows to the massive stone fireplace in the big room. It
was cool and dark inside.

“No, get back in the room where you were playing and put the
toys back. In this house, we put the toys away before we eat.”

“Why? I don't know where the room is. I don't want to eat.”
Suzi  looked  up  at  the  thin,  gray-headed  lady.  She  tried  to



remember if she had seen her before. It felt like she knew her but
there were no pictures in her mind to understand how.

“I don't  care if  you don't.  Come with me.” Click,  click,  click
went the sound of the shoes on the dark, brown tile, past an open
white door.

“This one?”
“No. You know which one.” Suzi did not, but followed close

behind as Nanna kept walking until  she came to another door.
Nanna pointed to the floor.  “These are all  the toys you played
with and now I want them back where they belong.”

The toddler dropped down to her knees and stared at them.
Nanna  picked  up a  couple  dolls  and tossed them in  a  nearby
basket so Suzi began picking up toys scattered around her, hoping
this was the right thing to do. It seemed to be because she heard a
swoosh of skirts and then the tapping sound returning to the big
room. Some of the toys looked familiar and she started playing
with them. It was like meeting an old friend. The tapping returned
and Nanna poked her head in the door. 

“I don't want you wasting time, Suzi! Pick these up right now
and get washed up for dinner!”

Frightened, the little girl looked around for an escape plan. In
the other house the big people had couches and she always stayed
behind them. She didn't know if Nanna would get loud and start
yelling. She didn't have the bad smell that would mean it was time
to run. The big people had called it drinking and the child had
learned hiding was the only thing to do. Nanna smelled nice so
maybe not.

“Why? I did. I did pick them up. See? They are in the basket.
See?”

Nanna reached down in the corner behind her and grabbed
more, placing them in the basket. “You missed these and look over
there,” she pointed. “Get those over there. I want them all picked
up immediately.”

Oh, no. Suzi hadn't seen those and now it was bad. The toys
were getting her in trouble and she thought they were safe to play
with. She missed Mama. It had never been bad with Mama. Never.

“Come on. Let's go get washed up.”
“What's washed up?”
“In this house we wash up before we eat our meals. We always

wash up. Get in the bathroom and wash your hands and be sure



to use soap. Clean those hands well. Your grandmother works in a
hospital and we always wash everything to get the germs off. You
don't want germs, do you?”

Suzi never heard the germs word before and didn't know what
they were. Her throat felt like something was getting stuck in it
and it was getting hard to breathe again. It was her turn to talk but
she didn't know the right word. 

“Yes. I mean, no.” It seemed like a no word time but she wasn't
sure. Nanna knew what germs were and she didn't seem to like
them, so it must be a no. She couldn't see the germs but it must be
something like her pretend people. These germs were real so they
had to get washed off and they wouldn't go without soap.

“Now come and sit at the table while I call your father. I have
made a lovely dinner for you and I expect you to eat it.”

Oh no, thought Suzi. It's him. She means him. He is coming
back and he might remember he was going to take me away. “I
don't want to eat,” she said, but Nanna had already gone.

Walking stiffly toward the big table, the little girl climbed up
on a tall black chair, dreading when she would see him. She put
her  hands  over  her  eyes,  pretending  she  was  somewhere  else,
somewhere where she couldn't see anyone. Nanna and her father
were laughing when they returned and they sat  down without
speaking to her. The child stared at her plate and at the food that
was being put on it. She didn't dare look up. 

“I don't want it.”
“Just take a bite out of each thing and you can be done,” Nanna

said.
If these things are touching each other, they will not know I

took a bite, thought the toddler as she stared at the different piles
of food. Carefully she pushed each one into a corner away from
the other. She was going to choke if she had to eat. He was right
there.  She  took  a  peek  but  he  was  not  watching  her.  He  was
looking at a paper. Breathing became easier. She started to take a
bite and looked up at Nanna. Nanna was busy and not looking at
her either. The fork holding the bite was carefully slipped down to
the other hand waiting in her lap. Suzi went to the next pile and
the next; always watching to see when Nanna was looking away.
The hand filled up with everything she managed to sneak under
the table. 

“I don't want no more,” she said.



“Okay,  you  can  take  your  napkin  and  wipe  your  face.  Go
outside and play until your other grandmother comes to get you.”

Suzi  slipped  out  of  the  chair  and  ran  as  fast  as  she  could
through the hallway and out the back door. It slammed behind her
and she looked for a place to dump the food clutched in her hand.
A large plant was growing beside the step, and leaning over she
fed  her  stolen  bites  to  the  green  leaves.  Looking  down  at  the
remaining mess, she wiped it on the side of her corduroys. Yes,
her hand was once again clean. She made it! She would be able to
continue. The big people would come and get her, and he would
not take her away. She would not be gone! 

2. Old Red

“Get outside! Don't need kids under my feet on a nice day. You
come back if you need to go potty, you hear? I don't want to have
to change your dirty pants. No accidents! You hear me?”

A blond blur streaked past the tall legs of the one standing near
the door. She was already out the door, racing as fast as she could.
“Uh, huh. I hear.”

The wooden front door slammed behind her as she tripped on
the mountain of an old dog lying on a mat right outside. He was
shaggy and smelled like rain, and dirt, and something she didn't
know the name of. It was his own special smell. She buried her
face and fingers into his thick fur, hugging him for a long time and
feeling the warmth of his body. He started panting, reached back
and licked her in the face. 

“No, Red. Your kisses are all icky.” She swiped at her face with
the sleeve of her Levi jacket. Red licked her again. Getting off the
dog, the toddler moved over to a tricycle that was parked right



next to him. “I told you, no!” Moving it the only way she knew,
she leaned over the front handlebars and walked it with her feet.
Red ambled alongside, a silent sentry, but soon tired and flopped
down in a new spot to continue his nap. 

The big people's house was on a hill overlooking the ocean and
above  that  were  railroad  tracks.  The  occasional  trains  always
made the  ground rumble.  Suzi  decided her  trike  needed to  go
over the tracks today and she inched up the long steep incline to
them. Step, step, step, until finally, she reached the top. Pausing,
the toddler sat on the seat to have a look around at this new place.
The ocean looked much bigger from her lofty position, and for the
first time she could see the tops of the trees. Looking over at the
other  side,  nothing  called  to  her.  There  were  only  weeds  and
gravel next to a road and then another steep climb to a bigger
road. It had been difficult getting this far, but the shiny rails at her
feet seemed interesting. Reaching down to touch the smooth steel,
she wondered what they were for and decided to point herself in
the direction of the wooden crossbeams connecting the long road
of rails. She leaned over and put her nose to the wood, smelling
the  black,  gooey stuff.  Little  fingers  touched the  rough surface
gingerly and some of the black stuff stuck to her hand. She picked
up some of the gravel that filled the space between the steel rails
and let it fall through her fingers. There were so many rocks, she
thought. A brightly colored, red one went into her pocket.

Progress along the path was difficult because it was necessary
to drag the little bike. Bumpity-bump, bumpity bump, the tricycle
made  funny noises  along the  way.  Navigating  over  the  square
wooden tops took a lot of effort and she hadn't gotten very far
when something went wrong in the dragging.  One of  the back
tires became caught where two tracks came together. 

“Stuck! Oh, oh!” She leaned down to examine the wheel and
tried to pull it with her hands, but it was jammed tight. “Stuck.”
Grunting and pulling at the handlebars with all her might, it still
wouldn't go. 

A piercing sound from far down the tracks broke the silence of
the air and she looked up from the business of freeing the trike
wheel. There was a big, bright light moving back and forth, and it
was way down the tracks. It was making a loud screeching noise. 

From his nap, Red had awakened and ambled over to where
the child was now straddling the little bike. He reached over and



gently tugged at her sleeve.
“Stop it,  Red!  Leave me alone!” She swatted at the dog and

gave another Herculean effort to move the bike. “I'm stuck. I can't
do it.” A blast from a horn made her jump and she looked toward
the thing with the light.  It  had gotten much bigger and it  was
screeching and making a horrible grinding sound. The horn was
filling the air with sharp piercing sounds and yelling at her like it
was mad. The child couldn't figure out how the light was getting
bigger or what made it louder, but there was a feeling growing
inside that she should get her bike off the tracks. She didn't know
why. 

The dog began circling around her, lunging back and forth, and
barking steadily.  He became more  frantic  watching the  toddler
struggle to free herself. 

“Stuck!” she yelled again so Red would at least know what was
going on. He seemed to want to help but he had no hands. Red
circled around and then darted back away, giving a little  high-
pitched yelp. Once more he lunged, but this time he grabbed her
arm firmly, biting down with great strength and tugging her and
her little bike back and forth, shaking her like a sock toy. 

“Ow! Stop, Red!” She screamed, as she grabbed the handlebars
and hung on tightly. In one big pull, the determined dog managed
to jerk them both off the tracks where they were deposited in a
crumpled heap right alongside the rail. The bike fell on top of the
little  girl.  She  looked  up  at  the  sound  of  the  approaching,
screaming machine just in time to see the iron-grated cow catcher.
The bright light, now suddenly in front of her, had grown huge.
The  monstrous  thing  swooshed  by  in  one  loud  rush,  wheels
screaming and screeching, a horn blasting non-stop. 

Don't move, something told Suzi. Don't move even a little bit.
Her chest was going up and down as she gasped for air, frozen in
place and staring directly in front of her at the shiny big wheels
roaring inches in  front  of  her  face.  It  was  so big and fast,  and
somehow she knew this must be the train. 

She  thought  back  to  one  time  when  she  had  squished  a
caterpillar on the sidewalk. The caterpillar didn't move after that
and Mama had said he was gone. She wanted Mama to fix it but
Mama said after something gets squished it  can't be fixed. Suzi
knew this had almost happened to her. She stared at the retreating
caboose, still clackity-clacking down the tracks now in the other



direction and blowing its horn loudly as it began to speed up over
the bumps. The train never stopped and the little girl looked back
at the place where she would have been left squished.

“Red, you saved me!” There was a new respect for the animal
formerly there just to hug and keep her from being so alone. “I am
still here because you saved me from the train.” Red licked her
face. Suzi, rubbing her sore arm, didn't wipe it off this time. 

“I have to tell the big people. The train was going to squish me
like a bug and I would be gone.” Something was pouring over her
small  frame at  that  moment,  a  feeling  like  warm glue  moving
around inside and sticking her to all the Reds of the world. She
grabbed the fur of the dog's head, directing his eyes toward her
face.  It  was a feeling she had never known.  Though she didn't
know his kind was called a German shepherd, his memory was
now burned into her mind, and from that day forward she would
regard dogs in the same way other people regarded close family
members. “Come on, Red. Let's go tell.”

Dragging  her  bike  behind,  the  child  slid  and  fell  down the
steep hill toward the dingy, dark, green house of her grandmother.
It became too difficult to continue. She pushed it aside and ran the
rest of the way to the front door. “Hey! Hey, somebody! Let me
in!”

One of the big ones came to the door. “What do you want? Do
you have to go potty?”

“No! I have to tell you something. Red saved me! He saved me.
He did!”

The door had been opened enough to get in and she ran past
into the dark room. 

“Hey!  Red  saved me!”  She  stared  at  the  legs  she  could  see
walking around in front of her and at the knees from those sitting
on the couches. No one heard. 

“It was a big train and it went jhoom, jhoom right...right...right
there,”  she said holding her arm out  in front and bending her
hand forward to show how close, “...and it was going to squish
me. Red pulled my arm and he saved me. And it went honk, honk,
and screeee! There was a light.” 

No one stirred or gave a look towards her. 
“Suzi, I want you to go sit on the potty right now,” said one of

them.  “I  don't  want  you  messing  your  pants.  Do  you  hear?
March!”



“But...I have to tell you. Red saved me. He did! My bike was
stuck and I couldn't  do it.  Red grabbed me like this,” she said,
pretending  to  bite  and  pull  with  her  head  while  grabbing  her
sleeve. You got to know. Red saved me!”

“Yeah, yeah, Red saved you. I heard you. You don't play on the
tracks, okay? You could get hurt or something. Yes, Red is a good
dog. Now go potty and then you can have a sandwich.”

A little head hung down and tiny fists clenched. She hated the
potty. She hated being tied and having to sit still for a long time
and then getting yelled at to hurry up. She hated the dirty, broken
tile that her eyes stared at while being made to sit in the stinky
bathroom, and she hated being here with them. Suzi couldn't wait
until  she  could  get  outside  and  be  free  again.  Staring  at  the
peeling, yellow-striped wallpaper, the small girl thought about the
train, seeing it over and over again in her mind. She wondered
what getting squished would have felt like. Squirming on the little
plastic  seat,  she  tried  not  to  cry,  tried  to  be  patient  until  they
would let her go. Outside she would first run to hug the smelly,
old dog, run to throw herself down on top of him again, the only
one in her world who cared.

3. The Adventure 

Scooting down the sandy path in her faded brown shorts, the
straggly, blond munchkin was eager to get to the beach below. It
was a glorious morning and quite warm in the early summer day.
The sign at the entrance to the nearby state park declared this to
be  the  safest  beach  in  the  world,  but  for  Suzi  it  was  her
playground.  She  loved  to  splash  in  the  lake-sized  waves  that
licked the shore and never got tired of digging in the warm, wet



sand. Looking up at the green house she saw no one around but
they never came out, and she was allowed to come down to the
water whenever she wanted. They wouldn't bother her for a long
time. Red padded alongside and immediately plopped down on a
choice piece of decaying flat driftwood. 

Suzi ran around the dog in circles, twirling and spinning, while
he snored in the warm sun and paid no attention. She put her
arms out to her side as she spun, around and around. Dizzy, it was
necessary to stop for a moment, but only a moment. As soon as
she could she returned to her spinning, but after awhile it seemed
there must be  something else to be  done in  the warm inviting
sand. She dropped down on her knees and pushed the soft hills,
swishing her arms up and down in it until little pieces of the stuff
stuck all over her and her pink t-shirt. 

“Look at  this  on me,” she said.  Red never opened his  eyes.
Thinking the best way to get it off would be to roll around in the
water, she discovered that didn't work out so well. The stinging
salt water got up into her nose when she turned over on her back
and the white foam covered her head. Springing up, the scared
child grabbed her face, stifling a cry while the waves lapped at her
ankles. Gasping and coughing, another cry escaped but she was
able to silence it. The lazy dog woke up and trotted over to her. He
stood in the waves just staring at the girl, his tail wagging. After a
few moments it stopped hurting enough for her to be able to open
her eyes. Red nudged her with his big, black nose and she patted
his head. 

“Don't worry. I'll be okay.”
She dropped her hands and saw her wet skin sparkling with

the gold dust  sprinkles  in the remaining sand.  Letting the next
small  wave  splash  on  her,  she  watched  the  clinging  grains
disappear.  Red  accepted  the  pat  on  the  head  as  a  sign  that
everything was all right and he returned to his log. His eyes soon
closed  and  wet,  sandy  paws  began  twitching  while  he  chased
some imaginary thing in his dreams. 

The little girl stared at the sea and wondered where did it go
and how far? Was there another side and where did the water
come from? Out in the water she could see what looked like big
ships.  They  weren't  moving  up  and  down  and  they  weren't
getting closer.  She wondered what they were doing.  Every day
they were  always  in the same place.  They must  live there,  she



thought. 
Staring out into the vast ocean, she wondered if she could get

to them. Maybe I can do it, she thought. There were no waves past
the  little  ripples  that  broke  along  the  shore  so  nothing  was
stopping her. She took a few steps and the water didn't get any
deeper.  She took more steps and it  was still  the same.  Turning
around,  Suzi  looked back at  the  sandy beach.  This  was  a  new
thing, something not tried before, and the beach looked different
from this far away. There was so much water behind her. 

“You can do it. Keep going.”
“Yes, you can. Go find out what they are.” 
Suzi looked around to see who had said that. She hadn't really

heard voices out loud, but they were loud inside and she could
hear them the same as if they were standing next to her. “Who
said that?” 

The water was silent,  all  of its  secrets asleep under the blue
blanket. “Where are you?” She shouted, her voice echoing off the
flat surface. They didn't answer her question. 

“Put one foot in front of the other and keep going forward. You
will be okay,” they spoke again, and once more it was inside of
her, feeling loud. She didn’t know if she should listen to them or
not but decided she would, and began to move steadily forward,
even faster this time and with more determination.

Another voice spoke but it was far down and deep inside of
her. It was a quiet one. She almost didn't hear it. “No! You could
fall in one of the holes. You have to be careful. There are holes.
You couldn't breathe if you fell in and no one would get you out.”

Suzi  stopped,  turned around,  and looked back  at  the  shore.
Now it was far away and the amount of water between her and
the shore looked like an ocean all by itself. Everywhere she turned
looked like an ocean. Maybe she shouldn't be here. The water was
up to the top of her legs. I need to go slow, she thought.

“You will be all right. Just step carefully and you won't fall in
any holes,” a voice said. 

“Yes,” said another. “You can walk all the way to the edge and
you won't fall. You are being careful. You're going to be just fine.”

The little girl wasn't so sure. She began to take slower steps,
first  tapping  her  toes  to  feel  the  sand before  she  put  her  foot
down. How far she should go? The water was now up to her chest
and she wondered what would happen if she fell over? Would she



choke? She didn't want to choke.
The quieter voice deep inside said, “Turn around. Look back.

How will you get back without falling into a hole?”
When Suzi  looked back  the  sand had moved far  away.  The

house on the hill looked like it had shrunk and so had the trees.
She had never seen this much water all around her and no longer
wanted to be here, but now she was afraid of the holes. What if
there  were  holes  on  the  way  back?  How  would  she  get  back
without falling into one and choking? 

The quiet voice took over and spoke louder. “Turn around and
go back. You can still go back.”

As she obeyed and took a few slow steps back towards the
shore, Suzi noticed a tall boy at the edge of the beach watching
her. He seemed like a man but also like a boy. She was staring at
him trying to figure out which he was when he started running
towards her, splashing the water high into the air with his feet.

“What  are  you doing out  here?” When he got  close he was
breathing  hard  and  fast,  but  she  saw  that  he  was  smiling.  He
reached down and took her arm and started leading her back. Suzi
looked up at him still trying to figure out which he was. He was so
big but he didn't sound like a man.

“Watch out for the holes,” she said. “I don't want to step in the
holes.”

“I won't let you fall but what in the world are you doing out
here by yourself?” They had almost made it back to the sand but
he was still hanging on to her, still  leading her.  He walked her
away from the water's edge and further up toward the cliffs. “Isn't
anyone  watching  you?”  he  asked,  looking  all  around  up  and
down the beach. “Where did you come from?”

“I'm big. I watch myself.” She wondered why he asked that.
She put up four small fingers on her hand and held the thumb
down the way someone had taught her. “I'm this many,” she said,
holding  up  her  hand  proudly.  She  turned  and  pointed  to  the
house on the hill. “I come from up there.”

He glanced to  where  she  was  pointing.  “You should not  be
going out into the water by yourself. Someone should be watching
you. Do you want me to take you to the house? I would be happy
to help find your parents.”

“No!” She answered quickly. “No! I can do it. I can go back by
myself.” She turned and ran toward the house, the dreaded place.



She had to do that now. Scrambling up the hill, she paused to turn
and look back at the sand and there was the man-boy still staring
at her with a funny look. Slowly he turned, apparently satisfied
that she was going to be watched, and Suzi slipped in through the
back door,  crawled down the  hall,  and dropped down quickly
behind the couch next to the doorway in the big room. Hiding
there, she held her breath and waited for the sound of one of them
calling her name. Moments passed and the room remained quiet.
They hadn't seen her.  She was safe in the comforting darkness.
Here was her place to be, a place where they left her alone. 

She sat and thought about the walk out into the ocean, about
the holes she didn't know were there, about the voices, and about
the strange man-boy who had brought her back. She wondered
how the voices could talk but nobody was there. She could hear
them perfectly. The other voice, the quiet one, was better. That one
had told her about the holes. That one she trusted.



4. The Meeting

The night was clear and a round, bright moon was lighting all
the dark places with its brilliance. Light sparkles danced across
the water, like jewels spilled from the overfilled treasury of the
sky. Suzi sat up in her bed and looked through the window. She
was captivated.

“Wow! What is it? So pretty.”
“Put that head back down now and go to sleep, you hear?” a

sleepy voice called out from somewhere nearby.
Suzi threw herself down on her pillow and laid there quietly,

listening to the sounds in the room. When the sound of sleeping
could be heard, she sat up again and stared at the beautiful sight
outside. Being careful not to make any noise, she wondered what
the fuzzy white balls were up in the sky. They seemed to move,
becoming clear and then soft and fuzzy again as she tried to focus.
I wish I knew what they were, she thought.

“They are stars,” a voice said. “All of them are called stars.”
“Yes, stars,” said another.
The little girl looked around in the darkened shadows of the

room to see where the voices were coming from. She could hear
nothing except she knew they were coming from somewhere near
her and they were loud. 

Stars, she thought. They're called stars. She glanced furtively
around her.  Who  are  you  and  where  do  you  come from? She
asked, but she was careful not to ask out loud, not even a whisper.
She asked with her inside voice.

“We are from the stars and it is far away. We will come back
one day for you. It will be a long time from now but we will be



coming to take you back where you came from.”
Suzi  gasped out loud.  She didn't  want them to do that.  She

didn't know how they could talk without making a sound but she
heard everything they said. These were the same voices who had
not told her about the holes. She didn't like them.

“Nuh,  uh,”  she  whispered  in  the  dark.  “No,  you  are  not.  I
won't go with you.” She put her head under her covers and hid
there, thinking about what she had just learned. I don't care, she
thought. I don't care where I came from. I won't go with them.

The next morning was no different than any other. She sat on
the potty for a long time and then sat at the table shoveling down
her  cereal,  hurrying  to  get  outside.  While  she  was  eating,  the
cousins paid a visit, slamming the door as they bounced into the
room, shouting and pushing each other. 

“Hey!  You  kids  behave,  you  hear?  Don't  you  come  in  here
ripping and tearing. You take that outside if you're going to act
that way.”

Several voices piped up at once, giggling, “Sorry, sorry.” They
all turned and marched back outside.

“Hey, follow me. I know what we can do,” one of the cousins
said. These were loud and happy kids, bigger and older than Suzi.
They were always running and laughing but not at all mean. She
tried to keep up with them but never could quite catch on to their
games.  It  didn't  stop them from pulling her along anyway, and
with the cousins she was never alone.

Suzi looked up from over the edge of her bowl. Her chin barely
cleared  the  table  and  the  chairs  were  like  giant's  chairs,
swallowing  up  the  small  body.  “Can  I  go  too?  Can  I  go  with
them?”

“You finish first. Don't waste your food.”
Before she could do that, some other visitors came through the

front  door.  More  big people  she  thought  and slurped the  milk
from  the  bottom  of  her  bowl.  The  spoon  clinked  as  she  spun
around and crawled off  the  huge chair,  dropping down to  the
floor and running for the back door.

“Hold it, young lady,” a voice stopped her. “There is someone
here who wants to see you.”

“But I want to play,” she protested.
“Get in here, now!” the voice said. “Suzi, this is Mr. and Mrs.



Kirby, and they are wanting to meet you because they want to find
a little girl.”

“I  don't  know any little  girls,”  she  said,  hoping they would
now let her go outside.

“You don't?” The older, round lady chuckled. Well, could you
come and talk to us before you go out and play? It won't be very
long.” 

The legs that belonged to Mr. Kirby were very long and so were
his arms. The little blond head stretched her neck back to stare up
at the slender,  dark-haired man.  He reached down and his  big
hand swallowed hers,  gently guiding her to the next room and
away from all the big people. Sitting down in a chair, he picked
her up and held her on his lap. Face to face, Suzi stared at the
deeply tanned man who wanted to hold her. No one wanted to do
that. He didn't talk. He just looked at her with a bit of a smile. He
patted  her  back  with  soft,  gentle  taps.  The  child  was  feeling
uncomfortable  from  the  steady  gaze.  She  wasn't  used  to  eyes
looking at her. She spied some pens in his pocket and started to
pull them out.

“What is this?” She asked.
“Those  are  pens.”  He  spoke  in  a  calm  voice.  “I  write  with

them.”
“What else is in there?”
“I don't know. Why don't you see.”
The little girl started fishing around in his pocket and pulled

out a thin tablet and a paper clip. “That's all you have?” she asked.
“I  think so.” He set  the stuff  down and kept looking at  the

child. She saw that his eyes were dark brown, and he wasn't in
any hurry to put her down or get rid of her. 

“What is your name?” she asked. 
“My name is Lesley J. Kirby, but everybody calls me Jay.”
“Why? Why do they do that?”
“I don't know. Everybody just does.” He didn't seem worried

about it so Suzi decided it was probably okay.
The lady standing next to Jay started talking to the child. “We

are looking for a little girl to have and to take home with us. 
“You are?” Suzi asked.
“Yes. We don't have any children and I've always wanted one.

I've always wanted a little girl just like you.”
“Why would you want a little girl?” She was mystified at the



strange desire of these people. “What do you want to do with a
little girl? What do you do with them?”

The lady chuckled and looked at her husband. He smiled at her
and laughed. Suzi liked his laugh.

“Well,” she continued, “we want to raise one. We want to help
a girl have a nice home and grow up to become big. We want to
put her through school, teach her to be good and have manners,
and she will be ours forever.”

“That's a lot of things to do with a little girl,” said Suzi. She
didn't know what any of those things were. “I hope you can find
one,” she said sweetly.

The man looked at her in the eyes and said, “I think we did. We
found you and you are a little girl. We want you.”

“Me? You want me?” She stared hard at him.
“I want you to be our little girl,” he said. “Would you want to

be? You could call me Daddy Jay.” He touched her snarled, dirty
hair. You could come and live with us.”

“Where is that?” she asked.
“Oh, it's far away from here but we have a nice house and a

yard to play in. We have a cat and a puppy.”
“Can I go play now? Did we do enough talking?” Suzi asked.

She slid down off the man's lap and out from under his grasp.
“Yes, you can,” the lady said. “We will come and see you again

tomorrow, and maybe we can go for a big ride.”
The child never heard the last words or if she did they meant

nothing to her. The cousins were here and she was missing out. 



5. The Ride

The next day the cousins were back. “Come on, Suzi. Keep up.”
They were running around an old rusted truck in the yard and
dust was flying up everywhere. There seemed to be some kind of
rules but the little girl couldn't figure them out. A cousin grabbed
her  hand and pulled  her  along.  Squealing  and yelling  erupted
suddenly from the group. Someone must have done the thing that
always made them yell, “I win!”

Red followed too. Their energy revived him. He was dancing
around the  children and barking at  their  feet.  One of  the boys
pulled a small rubber ball out of his pocket. 

“Come on, old boy. You can get it.” He threw the red thing past
the dog. Red yelped and went running. When he got it, the heavy
old dog jumped in the air as though he were saying, “I win!” He
took  off  running,  squeezing  the  ball  in  his  teeth  and  daring
anyone to take it from him.

In the midst  of  all  the  commotion,  a  car pulled up into the
driveway. The kids froze in place, their attention suddenly off of
the dog while they stood staring at the occupants.  As the door
began to open it  was the signal  for them to scatter.  “Come on,
Suzi!  Come on!” Two cousins grabbed her hands and drug her
away behind the house.

“Where we going?” The excited child asked. 
“You have to hide! We are going to hide you. They are coming

to get you!” The children became frantic with this new game.
“Put her here,” one cousin said,  pointing to some big,  metal

cans behind the house.
“No, not there. That's too easy. They will find her.”



“Here,  over  here,”  another  one  shouted.  “Hurry,  they  are
calling!”

“No! That won't work!” 
Suzi was getting pushed and pulled first in one direction and

then another.  She couldn't  understand this game at all,  but  she
was very important to it. This was so exciting!

“Hurry!”
“Put her in there,” one of them said. They were all standing

together now, staring down at Red's dog house.
“Get in there, Suzi! Stay in there and hide. No matter what, you

can't come out! They are here to take you away.” She felt several
hands all at once stuffing her in the little hole.

Another cousin poked her blond head into the dog house, the
ends  of  her  long  braids  sweeping  the  dirt.  Her  face  filled  the
doorway. It was dark and filthy inside, but Suzi understood this
was where she was supposed to be for this game. Red's smell was
strong and his hair was everywhere. 

“Why?” she asked.
“The people are here to take you away! You can't let them see

you. Don't come out, no matter what! Do you understand? 
The confused child nodded.
“Don't make a sound. Shh!” she said, putting her finger to her

lips. 
The girl's face disappeared and the sound of running feet let

Suzi know she was alone. She tucked her face down inside her
shirt, trying not to breathe in the dirt. How could she stay in this
dark hole and would it be much longer? Would they come back
for her?

“Suzi? Suzi, where are you?” A lady's voice called out from the
back of the yard.

“She was right out here playing a minute ago,” one of the big
people's voices said. They were coming closer. “Suzi, where are
you?” They hollered. “Come here!”

The child remembered what the cousins had said. She didn't
know what taken away meant, but the scared looks on their faces
told her something about this was very serious, like it might be
bad. No one was laughing. She decided to stay in the dog house
and not make a sound, just as they told her.

“Suzi,  you  come  here  right  now!”  The  big  people  sounded
mad. “Wherever you are, you come out now!” The voice was loud.



They were very close. “I know that kid is around here some place.
She couldn't have gone very far.”

From far away on the other side of the house,  another voice
could be heard. “Suzi! Where are you?”

She was  supposed to  come out  now and say the  here  I  am
words. Paralyzed with confusion, she didn't move. They can’t find
me, she thought. They can’t. It felt like she had to sneeze but she
held her breath,  afraid to breathe,  afraid they would hear even
that. Tucked way back into the shadows of the large doghouse,
she wished the cousins were with her now. They would be able to
tell the big people about the game.

Suddenly, a face appeared in the doorway. “Here she is! I found
her,”  a  man said.  “What  are  you doing in  there?” A long arm
reached  in  and  snatched  the  back  of  her  shirt.  “Come  out  of
there!” he yelled. 

She felt herself being dragged and lifted out by a strong arm,
and then stood up on her feet while other arms and hands began
smacking the dust off of her clothes. “Suzi, what were you doing
in the dog house? We don't go in dog houses. They are dirty.”

She  looked  around  anxiously  and  noticed  the  cousins  all
huddled  together,  watching  her  from  the  edge  of  the  yard.
Something was wrong.  They all  had sad and worried looks on
their faces. One was starting to cry and another one was holding
her face like she was going to cry too. The big boy cousin looked
mad and was walking around in little circles with his head down,
but kept looking towards her. Suzi looked back to the big people
and saw the new ones were standing there too.  It  was the one
called Daddy Jay and the big lady who had been with him. They
were all  standing outside at  Red's  doghouse  and they all  were
looking at her. 

“Just bring her the way she is. We can get her cleaned up easy
enough when we get back. Don't worry about it,” the new lady
said. 

Daddy Jay took her hand and walked her toward the big, tan
car. Someone brought out a little brown suitcase from inside the
house and handed it to the lady. They opened the door and put
Suzi and the suitcase inside.

“No!”  One  of  the  cousins  cried out.  No one  looked at  him,
though, and the whole group turned at once and ran out of sight. 

Daddy Jay looked in Suzi's eyes as he was placing the little case



next to her. “We are going for a little ride.” The door slammed,
and then the man and lady both got into the front seat.

The lady turned around and put her arm up on the seat to see
Suzi better. “We are going to go and see your mama. Would you
like to do that?” she asked.

“We can see Mama?” The child was both shocked and amazed
at the possibility. “You know where she is?”

“Yes. She is in the hospital and we are going there now. You sit
still back there and be quiet while we drive. We will just get you
cleaned up a bit at our friend's house and then we will go right
there. You can see Mama one last time.” 

Suzi saw tears come out of her eyes. Why? Big people didn't
cry.  She  didn't  even  cry.  The  lady  had  turned  her  head  away
quickly  and  the  confused  child  heard  her  blow  her  nose.  She
waited for the head to turn back around but the lady kept staring
out of the window. All that could be seen from the back seat was
gray streaks mixed in the dark brown hair. Some of the gray even
had white patches near her head. 

Suzi kept thinking over and over, they know where Mama is.
She was somewhere, she wasn't really gone, and now these new,
big people were taking her to where she was. It didn't sound like
they were giving her back. That must mean that her mama had
left her and didn't want her anymore. Why? She couldn't believe
Mama would do that. She thought her mother had liked her. 

Maybe it was that time she went potty in her pants when she
was sliding down the hill in the back yard. She had a picture in
her mind of her mother in a yellow dress, standing on the back
porch and calling to her. Mama asked if she had to go potty, but
Suzi said no, right when she was going in her pants. It gave her a
bad  feeling  to  say  that,  but  she  didn't  want  to  come  in  from
playing. Maybe that was what did it. Mama didn't yell like the big
people did, the ones she stayed with now. She never yelled. Her
mama was always nice, but it seemed like she wasn't happy that
day. 

She made her come inside, then checked her pants. “Oh, too
late. Next time come inside and use the potty.” Walking her to the
little potty, Mama had stood there pointing to it. “This is where
you go potty so I don't have to wash your coveralls, okay?” 

That was the only time the child could remember Mama being
unhappy with her, or maybe it was because she had said no when



it hadn't been true. Tears welled up and spilled from her eyes, and
she shoved her fists into them to make it  stop. The crying had
been gone a long time. It wasn't going to come back. She wouldn't
let  it.  If  Mama didn't  want  her  anymore  then  she  didn't  want
Mama.  She  didn't  need  a  mama.  She  was  big  now.  The  tears
stopped but her stomach began to hurt instead. It got worse and
worse.

“My tummy hurts.”
The lady looked back at the small child hunched over in the

back  seat  with  arms  folded  and  tucked  tightly  next  to  her
stomach. “I think she may be carsick, honey,” she said, glancing
toward Daddy Jay. 

“We're  here  now.”  He  turned  the  car  sharply  up  into  a
driveway and pulled to a stop next  to a large wooden-paneled
house.  A loud retching sound could be heard coming from the
back seat of the old Studebaker. The lady spun around to grab the
child's forehead while leaning up over the seat and opening the
door  with  the  other  hand.  She  aimed  her  in  the  direction  just
outside the open door as the retching continued.

“Well,” he said. “We almost made it.”





6. Last Visit

The  couple  each  grabbed a  little  hand  and walked  the  pale
child to the side door and up the few steps. The next thing Suzi
felt was her clothes being peeled off, then watched as they were
placed into a plastic bag. Someone was rubbing her face with a
soft towel and even the little shoes had helping hands this time for
the difficult task of unbuckling. Next, the stripped down child was
led  through  a  long  hall  to  a  pink  flowered  bathroom  and
unceremoniously plunked into a waiting bath that Daddy Jay had
hurried inside to run for her. 

“Sit still a minute while I scrub you down.” Plump hands were
rubbing  some  red  soap  in  a  washcloth  and  the  curious  child
watched  the  foam  turn  white.  She  didn't  remember  being
scrubbed before and sat there just thinking about the feeling. 

“I have to wash your hair,” the lady said after the scrubbing.
“Here, lie down.” She gently pushed the child back down into the
shallow water. “Lie real still and I won't get it in your eyes. You
can hold this clean washcloth over your face if you're afraid.” She
handed the girl a folded cloth.

“Why?”
“Why? Because you got vomit in it. Now don't move.”
The child wondered what would happen if she moved. She felt

water going over the top of her head and it tickled. The scrubbing
started again and then more water. “Can I see now? Can I take this
thing off my eyes?”

“Not yet. Just a few more rinses and then you can.” 
The tickling continued and Suzi  thought  she  might  like  this

way of taking a bath.



“Okay. Get up now but keep your head back so water don't
drip in your eyes.” She took the cloth from the child's hands and
quickly wrapped a towel around her head, rubbing it briskly.

“What are you doing?”
“I am drying your hair so you don't drip. Now get out and step

on the rug. I don't want water all over my floor. Your hair is so
matted I don't know how I am ever going to get it all out. Doesn't
your grandmother ever comb your hair?”

“I don't know. I don't think so.”
“I don't think so either. I have some spray here that should take

out some of the tangles. I hope, anyway. Now stand still while I
comb this out.”

“Ow! It hurts!”
The child stood patiently as any four-year-old could while the

lady tried her best to tame the wild mop. It had run free for a long
time.  An occasional  yelp could be heard,  but soon the  job was
declared done.

“This is the best I can do for now. We'll do more another time.
Let's get you ready to go visit your mother at the hospital.”

The ride was short and this time her tummy didn't hurt. She
dreaded  seeing  her  mother  but  didn't  know  why.  There  were
many questions inside of her that she didn't know how to ask, and
sadness had crept into her soul, joining the loneliness and sorrow
already living there. 

Walking into the place Daddy Jay had called a hospital, Suzi
observed everything around. She had never been in such a large
building and the long halls seemed endless as they walked down
each one, passing door after door. Everything smelled like strong
soap or something like it; the child wasn't sure. A lady dressed all
in white had been at a desk and now she was leading the way. Her
clothes were white, her stockings were white, and her shoes too.
On top of her head she had a little, square, white hat. She said her
name was Nurse. Nurse finally stopped at one door and opened
it, pausing to look down at the small child.

“Your mother is in here and she is very sick. You have to be
quiet and sit still. Do you understand?”

Suzi nodded her head. She was used to doing that.
Nurse looked at the couple. “We normally don't allow children

in  here  for  any  reason,  but  under  the  circumstances  we  are



making an exception.”
Glancing around the room, Suzi only saw more white, white

walls, white curtain, white sheets, white blankets, white painted
beds, but on one bed she saw a circle of dark brown. 

She wrinkled up her nose. “What's that smell?” 
“That's alcohol. It's disinfectant.”
“I think the disfeckant is hurting my nose. I don't like it.”
“You'll be okay in a few moments,” Nurse said. “You will get

used to it and it won't seem so strong. We use lots of disinfectant
at the hospital to kill germs. We have to keep everything clean for
the patients.”

“Here is Suzi. We brought Suzi,” the lady said, looking over at
the bed. “Mary! We brought your little girl.”

The circle of brown moved. “Suzi?” a frail voice spoke. “Come
here, Suzi, so I can see you.”

It  didn't  sound  like  Mama  and  the  face  was  turned  away.
Something  was  wrong.  Was  that  really  her  mama?  She  didn't
think so.

The lady pushed the child over toward the bed, but the girl
hung back, so she reached down and grabbed her hand. “Come
on, Suzi. Come over here and see your mama.” Pulling her along,
she managed to get her on the other side of the bed. “This is the
last time you are going to see her so you'd better come now and
say hi.”

Timidly the child approached. “Hi, Mama.”
“Hi,  honey.  Hi,  baby.”  The  wispy  voice  was  faint  and

unfamiliar. “I'm so happy to see you. I missed you so much.”
Suzi stared hard. She wanted to run away from this hospital

place. It seemed a little bit like her mama but the girl wasn't sure.
It had been a long time and this mama was very weak. This mama
couldn't get up. She could barely talk and her eyes kept closing.
Could she even see her?

Getting her courage up, she asked, “Why are you in that bed?
Why can't you get up? Why aren't you coming home?”

“I can't,  honey. I'm so tired. I won't get to see you anymore,
Suzi. Let me try to look at you,” but she closed her eyes for a long
time and didn't  move. Mama looked white, just like the sheets.
Suzi waited quietly, waiting for her to say something. She never
did.

“Why? Why can't you wake up?”



Her mother opened her eyes. “I'm sorry I can't. I love you.” Her
eyes shut again. Her arms would not be reaching out to hold this
little girl anymore. Tucked under the white sheets, there was no
movement coming from them. The child hung her head sadly and
walked back to stand next to the lady who had brought her, the
one who had known how to find where Mama had been taken.
She could not understand what had made this happen and no one
seemed  to  be  able  to  do  anything.  The  big  lady  put  her  arm
around the little girl and held onto her. The room was quiet, thick
with the silence. Not even the sounds of sleeping could be heard
from the one under the sheet.

Nurse walked over and shut the window blinds. “I'm sorry.”
She turned and looked at the couple. “I think that is about all she
can handle. You should have her say goodbye. This will mean a
lot to Mary. Thank you for bringing her in.”

The lady holding the child's hand was dabbing her eyes with a
tissue.  “Let's  say goodbye to  Mama now. Your mama needs to
rest.” 

The  little  girl  pulled  away and  ran  toward  the  bed,  staring
steadily at the sleeping face. If this was Mama, she was too weak,
too tired. She was too tired to even see her. “Mama, bye.”

Her  mother  groaned  and  a  whimper  came  from  her  throat.
“Suzi, be a good girl.” She struggled to see her baby, her eyes like
slits, barely open. “Love you. Bye, bye.”

Daddy  Jay  leaned over  the  bed and spoke  close  to  the  still
figure, “Mary, we will take good care of your girl. We promise.”
He picked up the small hand and led the child away. 

Suzi was relieved to be leaving that room with all of its smells.
She craned her neck to see into each open door as they walked
down  the  halls  again.  “No,  not  in  there,”  she  said  in  a  half-
whisper. “Not that one either.” At the next door she stood on her
tiptoes to catch a glimpse of the occupants. “No, no.”

“Girl, why are you dawdling? What is it you are trying to see?”
“Where are the babies?” she asked.
“Babies? Oh, they are in a different part of the hospital. There

aren't any babies here.”
“Can  we  go  there?”  Her  little  heart  was  beginning  to  beat

faster. “I want to see where it is.”
“Why do you want to see babies?” Daddy Jay asked.
“I  want  to  see  where  they  put  the  baby.  I  want  to  see  the



baby...see what happened to him.”
“Oh honey,” the lady grabbed her chest and looked up at her

husband. “She means Carl. She thinks Carl is in here.”
He got a funny look on his face and then his long, thin legs

bent down to the ground, down to where the child could see his
eyes.  “Honey, your baby brother isn't  in the hospital.  The baby
isn't here. He is in another home and new people are taking care
of him. We can't see him now. He is far away. I'm sorry. We can't
take you to your brother.”

Big brown eyes stared back into his as she stood blinking for a
few  moments.  Then,  deep  sobs  erupted  from  the  normally
compliant little girl. Inconsolable, her cries echoed throughout the
halls as they pulled her along and out to the car. She understood
Mama was not getting out of bed, not going to be able to take care
of her anymore. She must accept that, but the girl was desperate to
get to her baby brother, to know if he was all right. Inside the four-
year-old, a strange phenomenon was taking place. He wasn't gone
as she had thought, but he was all alone and he needed her to
protect him. Suddenly burdened for the baby, she worried in the
way only a mother could know, one bonded to a child from whom
she  was  deprived.  Suzi  had  already  accepted  what  had  been
known for a long time. She was on her own in the big world. The
loud wails were for him, cries to let the world know that while
being led down the hall away from Mama, the helpless child was
being forced to accept that she could do nothing. 





7. Not In The Picture

“We have about a two-hour drive from Summerland to L.A.
She might get car sick again,” Daddy Jay said. “If we're lucky she
will sleep most of the way, but let's stop back at the house and
borrow  a  pan  from  Helen  before  we  go.  We  can  stop  at  a
restaurant for dinner on the way.” 

The lady was holding Suzi in her lap, trying to comfort her.
“Shoo,  shoo,  shoo,  shoo.  There,  there,  now. It's  gonna be okay.
Shoo,  shoo,  shoo,  shoo.  Don't  cry.  Shoo,  shoo,  shoo.”  She  kept
rocking her back and forth while they drove.

Sucking her thumb and shutting her eyes tightly had helped a
lot, but little whimpers still escaped every few moments whenever
the child thought of her brother. She remembered the baby when
he first came to her house. She had tried to push his bassinet over
because she couldn't get a hold of him. Mama had said not to do
that. He would get hurt falling on the floor. And then there was
the time Mama had found her trying to poke his eye with one of
the sewing pins she'd found on the floor. 

“Hold still, Carl,” she had said, staring at his little brown eyes
which were staring back at her. She tried to guide her hand to his
eyeball. “I want to poke 'em. I want to see what happens.”

Mama had quickly run into the room and grabbed her hand.
“We don't do that to people's eyes because then they can't see,”
she'd said. She had taken the little pin away and then walked her
into  the  bedroom  saying  she  was  going  to  show  Suzi  what
happens when people get  their eyes poked.  Mama then took a
bright blue scarf out of her drawer and told her she was going to
tie it around her eyes. Then she remembered her hand being held



while Mama led her around and said they were going to walk
around blind. They walked up and down the stairs,  all  around
outside and in the house again. Mama gently held her hand and
kept talking in her soft, sweet voice. She'd said this is what people
have to do when they lose their eyes. They have to have someone
help them walk around and all they see is the black night. When
Suzi had asked if they could take the scarf off, Mama said no, not
yet.  She  wanted  her  to  understand  why  ‘poking  eyes’  is  not
allowed. She made her wear the scarf for a long time and they
walked around again. 

“This is what blind is, Suzi,” Mama had said. We have to take
care of our eyes because we all need eyes. You wouldn't want to be
blind and you don't want anyone else to be blind, do you?” Then
mama took the scarf off and the little girl thought about her eyes a
lot after that. She decided it was a good thing Mama had stopped
her from poking the baby in the eye. 

The more she thought about it, the worse she felt. What could
happen to him now without a mama? He was so little. Somebody
could hurt him, but this new person holding her and who smelled
stronger than the flowers that grew in Nanna's garden didn't seem
to know Suzi had to have her baby brother. 

“Shoo, shoo, shoo,” the lady soothed and rocked. “It will be all
right. I still remember when I lost my mama. It will be all right.
Shoo, shoo, shoo.”

Being held so tight might be a good thing, thought Suzi. She
began to feel safe. Smelling the sweetness of the lady's perfume,
the little girl eventually drifted off into a fitful sleep, never waking
until they stopped the car and then just enough to feel Daddy Jay
picking  her  up.  It  was  dark  outside  and  she  felt  herself  being
carried up some stairs and into a dark house. All at once, bright
lights came on and Suzi raised her head to look around. She had
never seen so much shiny furniture before. It filled the house, a
house  that  had dark wooden-paneled walls  and blue,  flowered
paper. There were big, fat, blue couches right inside the door. 

“Can I lay down there?” Suzi pointed to the couch.
“No. First, we go to the bathroom and then you can go to a nice

bed,” the lady said. “Honey, get me some chairs to put up against
the bed so she won't fall off. I'll put some towels and plastic under
the sheet in case there is an accident. Don't want to ruin my good
mattress.” 



The lady looked in the suitcase that had come with the kid.
“You don't have anything in here. We are going to have to get you
some  clothes  right  away.  Don't  you  have  any  nightgowns  or
pajamas?”

“What's that?” a sleepy voice asked.
“Never mind. I know what we can do. Honey, get me one of

your short-sleeved button-downs, one you don't want anymore.”
She bent over the bed, tucked in the sheet, and began placing the
chairs that Daddy Jay had brought.

He disappeared for a moment and then returned and handed
her a dark green shirt. “Think this will work?”

“It will be fine. Come here, Suzi. This is going to be your new
nightgown. People sleep in nightgowns for bed.”

“Why? Why do they?”
“I  don't  know,  but  they just  do,”  the  lady said,  turning her

around and buttoning up the man's shirt, facing it backward on
the small body. “There. That will do. Now hop up there and lie
down.”

“What do I call you?” the little girl asked as the lady pulled the
covers up and tucked her in. 

She didn't seem to know what to say for a moment. She looked
down, staring at some place on the sheet and then over at Daddy
Jay,  looking into  his  eyes.  He nodded his  head at  her  and she
turned back to the sleepy girl. “I will never take the place of your
mama but you have to have a new one now, so I guess you can call
me Mommy...if you want.”

“Okay, Mommy. I will call you Mommy.”
“Goodnight, Suzi.” 
She never answered. The sounds of light snoring were all the

first-time  parents  heard  as  they  stood  looking  down  at  the
stranger in their bed, this new person in their lives, and the one
who never knew Mommy was crying again. 

The next morning came very early, for little girls have lots of
life in them and always wake up bouncing with energy that has to
go somewhere. Her new mommy, sleeping beside her in the big
double bed,  groaned.  She rolled over,  grabbed the alarm clock,
and stared at the dials. Groaning again, she rolled back over to
stare at a bright and alert set of eyes gazing intently upon her,
hands outstretched on knees  and with little  legs  tucked under.



Suzi had crawled out  from under the gorgeous,  orange,  pillow
topper  that  was  the  most  amazing  thing  the  child  had  ever
experienced.

“What is it? It feels good,” she said, swishing her small hand
across the smooth surface. 

“That is a satin comforter. I cover it in the day so nothing can
happen to it. Do you always get up this early?”

“I don't know. I don't know when I get up. What is early?”
“Anything before eight o'clock,” Mommy replied. “Did you wet

the bed?” She felt the sheets with her hands where Suzi had slept.
“Go potty right now and I will get us some breakfast.”

Running  into  the  bathroom,  the  child  stopped  and  asked,
“Why don't you have a little chair?”

“You don't need one. You are big enough. Crawl up on there
like a big girl. You can do it. Just hold on.” Mommy walked out as
soon  as  she  saw the  child  make  it  to  the  top  of  the  seat.  She
hollered back from the next room, “Don't fall in. Flush it after you
are done.”

The little girl  was quite excited to be balancing and learning
this new thing. She wondered what flush meant. She wasn't sure
how she was going to get down but the tub was right next to the
toilet seat. By leaning over and grabbing it, Suzi was able to hop
off.  Then  she  went  trotting  off  to  find  the  mommy.  Looking
around as she walked past a massive wooden table, she stared at
the strange furniture filling up every space. There was row upon
row of glass shelves, all filled with shiny colored objects, and they
were everywhere she looked. Big pieces of furniture were being
used  to  hold  them,  each  with  glass  windows  in  the  front  so
everything could be seen. Some of the shelves had fancy dishes,
cups, and bowls, but most of them just had small, colorful things
that were made out of glass. There were dogs, people, bugs, cats,
houses, horses, and other things that she didn't have a name for
yet. She wished she could play with them. Pressing her face up to
the glass, she was able to see boats, cars, and chickens.

“That is my salt and pepper collection.” Mommy had walked
back from the kitchen to see what the child was doing. “I have
over three hundred sets.”

“What do you do with them?”
“Oh,  nothing.  I  just  look  at  them.  Don't  put  your  face  and

hands on the glass. It makes smudges and then I have to wash the



glass.”
Suzi stepped back. “What does flush mean?”
“Well, come here and I will show you.”
Suzi followed Mommy back into the bathroom. Staring down

over the edge of the bowl, she was amazed that the little handle
made the water spin around in circles until it disappeared. “Will it
make me go away if I fall in?”

“No, it can't do that. You are too big. You won't flush it anyway
while you are sitting there. Now just do it once. Don't play with it.
We don't  want to waste water.  And...” she paused to look very
stern at the upturned face, “Don't ever put anything into it! Only
use a little paper for wiping. Do you hear me?” 

The child nodded solemnly. “What's wiping?”
“Oh, no! Didn’t anyone ever teach you to wipe your butt? Well,

I'll have to do that then. Don't worry about it now.” She reached
up and pushed a black button that  was on the wall.  “Can you
reach this?” She put the child's hand up to the button. “Can you
push that?”

Suzi tried, but it was hard. 
“When you get a little taller you can do it. We always turn the

light off when we leave a room. Don't want to have an electricity
bill that's high. We are going to have to get you a stool for that and
for reaching the sink to wash your hands and brush your teeth.

“What is brush your teeth?” Suzi asked.
“You don't brush your teeth?” Mommy shook her head. 
Oh, no. She was not happy again. This teeth thing seemed to be

important and she was doing it wrong. The little girl touched her
teeth and wondered.

“I was afraid of as much when I didn't see a toothbrush in your
case. I thought they must have forgotten it, but I will get you one
at the store today. People brush their teeth in the morning. You
can do it after breakfast. Your teeth will fall out if you don't brush
them.” She did not see the look of horror on the child's face just
then, her feet already shuffling back to the kitchen and her mind
back on fixing their breakfast. 

Suzi was pulling on her teeth seeing if they were ready to fall
out yet. “Will I get new teeth?” She asked, padding along behind.

“Yes, you have baby teeth now and they are supposed to fall
out, but we want to take care of them because you will get your
big teeth after that and then you don't get any more.”



The child was greatly relieved to hear there was hope for her
yet. She stopped touching her teeth. “Where are the big teeth?”

“They're up inside your head. Don't worry about that now. It's
time to eat. Sit up at the table and eat your food.”

Daddy Jay walked in and sat down in the small kitchen area.
He unfolded a newspaper and placed it  next  to his  plate.  “I'm
hungry. How about you, Suzi?”

She had pulled herself up on the bent aluminum, padded chair
and discovered she could make it rock back and forth.

Mommy was setting big bowls of food on the table. “Stop that
rocking!  You could  fall  off!”  She walked around until  she  was
behind the child and pushed the chair up close to the table to
make the rocking more difficult. “You are too short for the table,”
she said. “We need to prop you up somehow.”

Daddy Jay stood up and left the room. “I have an idea.” He
came back with the biggest book Suzi had ever seen. 

“Nothing like an L.A. phone directory for a good booster chair.
What do you think?”

“Yeah,  that  will  work  great  for  now.”  Mommy  was  happy
again.

“Where's the cereal?”
“This is bacon and eggs. Eat it. It's good.”
“I don't know bacon and eggs.”
“You will. Now be quiet and eat your food. After we eat, I will

show you my cat and the dog, Poochie. The little girl didn't say a
word. She sat fiddling with the eggs and tried to eat the bacon.
Sitting  there,  she  thought  about  Red and  wondered  if  Poochie
looked like him. She needed her Red. Maybe they would get him
for  her.  She  hoped  their  yard  was  next  to  the  beach  like  her
grandmother's house. She wanted to be outside on the beach right
now with Red. In this house there were too many things she was
supposed  to  know  but  didn't.  There  was  much  to  learn  and
remember  here,  new  things  she  never  heard  of  before.  This
mommy could be nice but then she got upset quickly. While living
with the big people the youngster had gotten used to being yelled
at,  but hiding had stopped most of  it.  Suzi looked around and
thought  there  must  be  hiding  places.  I  will  find  them,  she
promised herself.



8. The Park

After breakfast, Daddy Jay took Suzi out through the back door
to the yard. 

“This is all you have?” she asked. “What is that?” She pointed,
sweeping her arm in a wide arc.

“That  is  called  a  fence.  I  guess  you  are  not  used  to  those.
That...is the gate.” He glanced toward the biggest part of the fence,
“and it's locked so no one can get in and the puppy can't get out.”

The puppy chose that moment to introduce himself and began
nipping at Suzi's ankles. “Hey! Hey, he's biting me. Stop!”

“Poochie, no!” He grabbed the pup by the scruff of the neck
and popped him firmly on his nose. “Don't bite!” 

Upon  release,  the  short-haired,  black  dog  tried  a  different
tactic. He jumped up, his sharp little toenails scraping her tummy,
and almost knocked her down. Crouching down to steady herself,
she grabbed the pup around the neck to protect herself from any
more of  his  initiations.  He rewarded her  with slurpy kisses  all
over her face and happy little yelps. 

“He likes me,” she said.
“Go,  Poochie!”  Daddy  Jay  interrupted  the  kissing.  The  pup

took off leaping and running in circles, tearing up the sparse grass
which was making a feeble last stand. 

“Don't let dogs lick your face. Dogs are dirty. And don't step in
their messes,” he said, pointing to a few piles. “I have to rake that
up today.”

“Where's the beach?” The girl had been looking but she only
saw houses,  and they were all  packed together,  each with tiny
squares for yards. Standing on the porch allowed her to see over



the tall fence.
“Oh, we are far from the ocean,” the man chuckled. “We drove

a long way while you were asleep.”
“But how can I play in the water?”
“We have a swimming pool across the street. You can play in

that. They have lifeguards to watch you and you'll  have lots of
fun. We'll need to get you a swimsuit and a bathing cap before
you go.”

“Do they have sand on their beach, too?” This was sounding a
bit better. Whatever those others things were that she needed, it
didn't sound like much of a problem to him. She thought it must
be  something  she  could  learn  to  do,  like  flush  and  push  the
button.

“No, they don't have a beach, but they have big sandboxes you
can play in, and they are not too far from the pool. They also have
swings and slides and merry-go-rounds.”

“What is that? And why do they put sand in a box?”
“It's all for kids to play with. Come on. I'll show you.”
Daddy Jay took her by the hand, unlocked the gate, and they

went down the long driveway. He turned and started walking up
the busy street. An endless stream of cars made a swishing sound
as they went by, and little puffs of air blew against her face. They
had  walked  by  several  houses,  all  with  neatly  trimmed  front
lawns, when they came to what looked like a hole in the sidewalk.
Stairs were leading from the sidewalk into the hole. 

“Watch your step and hold onto the rail.”
She  was  glad  he  was  with  her  as  they  stepped  down,  the

blackness  growing  thicker  as  they  reached  the  bottom.  They
followed small lights which ran along the ceiling of a narrow hall,
but they didn't do a good job of keeping away the darkness. In the
shadows  were  painted  drawings  on  the  walls,  and  writing
everywhere. 

“What is it?” She asked, pointing to the scribbles.
“That's  called graffiti.  Guys  write  on the  walls  and put  bad

sayings  on  them.  You must  never  write  on  any walls.  Do you
understand?'

Suzi nodded. She would never. “Where are the guys?”
“It could be anyone. You have to be very careful going through

this tunnel. Don't talk to strangers you see down here. They could
be bad.”



The park wasn't sounding as exciting anymore. “Do I have to
go by myself? Will you go with me?”

“We don't need to go. You can go by yourself and one of us will
watch until  you learn. We'll watch from the porch at the house
until we know you made it to the other side. If there are guys in
the  tunnel  you  don't  have  to  cross  until  they're  gone.  Just  be
careful and everything should be fine.”

“What's  that  sound  on  top of  our  heads?”  Suzi  glanced  up
toward  the  “whoom...whoom...whoom”  passing  over,  the  echo
reverberating against the walls.

“Those are cars going by. We are underneath the road and the
cars go on top of us. In fact, we are already across because this is
the other side,” he said as they approached another circle of light.
He turned her and started up the stairs leading out of the tunnel.
At  the  top,  just  across  a  sidewalk,  were  tall  hedges  growing
against  a large  fenced-in area.  Daddy Jay read the sign on the
front  entrance.  “Los  Angeles  County  Park  and  Recreation
District.”

The fencing seemed to go on forever, but once inside she could
see  many  strange  pieces  of  equipment.  They  were  scattered
throughout  the  expansive  green  acreage.  Her  attention  was
captured by the sounds of squealing and laughing children, all
splashing and yelling in what looked to her like a huge outdoor
bathtub.  She  had  never  seen  so  many  children.  Towels  were
hanging all over the low-lying fence encircling the tub. 

Daddy Jay smiled at her enthusiasm. “That is called a pool.” 
“Can we see it?” she asked.
“Let's go.” Daddy Jay walked quickly over to the pool while

her little  legs ran as  fast as  they could to keep up.  They stood
against the fence watching the happy commotion inside.

“What's on their heads? Some of the kids are wearing funny
hats.”

“Those are bathing caps. Girls wear bathing caps so their hair
doesn't get in the pool. They want the water clean. You don't pee
in the pool either. They have bathrooms. Don't forget that.”

So many things to remember, Suzi thought. She liked the looks
of the clean water and wondered if the salt would get in her nose
like at the ocean. Some kids were putting their heads underwater
and it didn't seem to hurt them.

“I'll bring you tomorrow. Let's go see the other things here.”



They tried the slide, the merry-go-round, and the monkey bars.
They tried the sandbox too, but it didn't seem so special with all
the other things to do. There was a big building filled with more
kids who were playing all kinds of strange things on the tops of
tables. She saw nets and balls, and kids were at every place she
turned. 

“Let's go to the swings,” Daddy Jay said. 
They  were  located  up  against  a  steep  hill  and  far  from

everything else. “Do you know how to pump?” He saw her blank
look, then shook his head. “No, you probably have never seen a
swing.”  He  picked  her  up  and  put  her  in.  The  thick  webbing
reached  almost  to  her  armpits.  “Grab  the  chain  and  hang  on
tight.” 

Her hands were  barely able to  grab around the thick chain.
Daddy Jay began pushing her into the air. Enraptured, the little
girl squealed with joy as her hair flipped and flopped against her
face with the swinging. In a few minutes he sat on a swing beside
her. 

“Watch what I do, Suzi. This is called pumping. If you do this
you can swing yourself with no one pushing.”

She watched his long legs move in and out. “Like this, Daddy
Jay?” She tried to copy. Her swinging slowed rapidly.

“Kind of. Feet go out when you want to go forward. Feet go
back when you go back. You also have to hang on and lean. Lean
back when your feet  go out.  Lean forward when you go back.
Watch me.”

The  child  had  almost  come  to  a  standstill.  Her  swinging
needed help. She watched and tried to copy. The chain only jerked
a little and her feet now dangled over the spot of dirt where she
had stopped. Daddy Jay hopped out.

“I will help you. You can learn this.” He got behind her and
started to push. “Now lean forward and tuck your feet. Now lean
back and stretch your toes. Lean forward. Lean back. You're doing
it. Do you feel that?”

She did. It was exhilarating. She was pushing herself and in a
few minutes, she was able to swing as high as the swing could go.
Swings  are  the  best,  she  thought.  I  never  wanted to  leave  this
place.

“Aren't you afraid you will fall? You are going really high, you
know?”



“No! I want to fly! I can fly as high as the birds.” She felt so free
and happy, her small legs pumping up and down, tireless from
the exertion. “I want to stay on this swing all the time.”

Daddy Jay walked over  to  a  nearby bench and sat.  He was
patient for a long time. Finally, he got up and said, “Mommy will
have lunch for us. We have to go back now.”

He helped her off and they made their way back underneath
the street again. As they were stepping off the last of the stairs, he
said, “Now you know how to do it. The rules are never cross the
street where the cars are and never go outside of the big fence
once you get inside the park. Also, we never go up the hill by the
swings. People live on the hill and we are not supposed to bother
them. Can you remember that?”

“Don't go on the hill. I can.” She would promise anything to
get back to the swings.

After lunch, Mommy put down a towel on the bed in Daddy
Jay's bedroom. “Time to take a nap.” 

“What's a nap?”
“That is when you lie down for a little while and sleep. If you

can't sleep then you just lie quietly until it is time to get up.”
“I don't think I do naps,” she said. “I sleep at night.”
“That's okay. I just want you to stay in the bed for awhile and

then you can get up. I need a nap.”
Mommy shut the door and Suzi was left in the big bed. She

stood on her head with her butt in the air for awhile, and then she
started jumping up and down on the bed like a little dog on all
fours. She tried rolling around from one side to the other but then
went back to jumping. That was the most fun. Suddenly, the door
opened.

“What are you doing?” Mommy was not happy again. “You lie
down there and be quiet! No jumping on the bed. You will break
Daddy Jay's springs.”

“Okay. I won't. I won't do it anymore.”
The door shut again and the footsteps grew silent. The little girl

turned her attention away from the door and back to the room.
Right next to the bed was a wall and she looked over the edge at
the floor below. Would I fit, she wondered? If I fit, it could be my
hiding place. She squeezed down into it and tried it out. Yes, it
was perfect. Lying on the cool surface of the floor and completely
hidden from anyone who might enter the room, the child once



again felt safe. She had found a place to come to, a place to call her
own. She hopped back onto the bed to do this nap thing before
Mommy  came  back  and  found  her  off.  Good  things  were
happening today. 

That evening after dinner, Daddy Jay asked Suzi if she had ever
watched television.  She looked back and forth at  the two faces
staring at  her  and wondered if  this  was  something she  should
already know.  They were  smiling so  maybe it  was  okay if  she
admitted she had not. 

“I don't know about watching televisions.”
“Well,  on  Saturday  nights  we  watch  television  and  have

popcorn. They are a fairly new invention and lots of people don't
have them, but we got one not too long ago and we really like it.”

“What is popcorn?”
“Mommy will make some a little bit later. Come in here and let

me show you what this TV does.”
She followed him into the main room and in the corner was a

wooden  box  with  a  green  glass  window  in  front.  Daddy  Jay
reached down and turned a button, and the glass lit up with a
white light. He turned another button and the picture of a man
combing his hair suddenly came alive on the window. 

“Brylcream, a little dab will do ya. Brylcream, ya put it in your
hair,” voices were singing. “Brylcream, the girls will all pursue ya.
They love to rub their fingers in your hair.” 

The child stopped in her tracks, staring in shock at the screen in
front of her. It had just taken a life form of its own. “How does it
do that?” she asked in amazement. “How did he get in there?”

The couple looked at each other and laughed. Mommy said,
“That is TV. That's only a movie. Those people are not in there.
They are somewhere else and it's just a picture of them. We watch
Lawrence Welk and Town Hall Party every Saturday night. You
can watch cartoons in the morning too. Come, sit down and be
quiet, and see what it is.”

Suzi  stared  intently  for  a  long  while  at  this  thing,  this
wonderful, strange, TV thing. For the first time in her young life,
she  saw  and  heard  musical  instruments  and  watched  people
dancing. She got up and wanted to dance around like Lawrence
Welk did, but that did not make Mommy happy so she sat back
down on her feet. She sat that way until she was too tired to sit up



straight anymore.
“I think we better make that popcorn or somebody is not going

to make it much longer.” Mommy got up and went to the kitchen.
The child, momentarily revived, followed her. 

She stared at the pop, pop, pop of the machine and then the
shaking of it all in a paper bag to mix the butter and salt. When
she finally got some she loved it. The tired girl lay down next to
her empty bowl, and the sounds of a violin playing knee-slapping
music would be the last thing remembered that night. She had no
memory of getting into her nightgown or bed, but she did know
when she wet it. That woke her up.

“What's the matter? Why are you crying?” Mommy had been
sleeping next to her.

“I'm all wet. It happened again. I didn't mean to.” Suzi knew
Mommy was going to get very mad.

“Oh. I was afraid of that.” A light turned on and the child sat
up, blinking in its brightness.

“It's  okay.  We can fix  this.  I'll  just  change the  bed,  and you
stand over there and out of my way while I do it.”

A sleepy  Daddy  Jay  stumbled  into  the  room.  “What's  the
matter, honey?”

“Oh, we had a little accident. Here, can you get another shirt
and strip that off of her? I'll get the bed made. It won't take long.”

The little girl stood and shivered in the corner while Mommy
quickly and quietly changed the sheets. She didn't seem mad at
all, but the child was still afraid. Daddy Jay soon had her wiped
down and back in dry things and then plopped back into a clean
bed. 

“Good  night,”  Mommy  said.  “Go  back  to  sleep.”  The  light
clicked off.

Lying in the dark listening to the snoring of the new mommy,
Suzi was grateful she had somehow managed to escape. This time,
there had not been an angry outburst. She wished she could stop
the bed-wetting, but more than that she wished she could figure
out what made the new mommy upset about so many things. It
was very confusing. She never knew when it would happen again.

The presence of  the big woman kept her awake. Feeling the
heat from her body, the anxious child moved as far away as she
dared. The snoring would sometimes stop abruptly with a sound
almost like a bark. The frightened little warrior tried not to move,



sucked her thumb and thought about what might happen next.
She  wondered  how  long  did  this  have  to  last  and  when  was
someone going to come for her? There were no answers and no
one  she  could  ask.  The  surrounding  blackness  made  her  feel
invisible and it was almost as good as hiding. It helped her to feel
somewhat safer as she struggled with the hardest question. What
could make everything all right?



9. Rules

“You slept late today, sleepy-head.” Daddy Jay patted the head
of the drowsy child as she shuffled into the kitchen. She pulled
herself up on the chair and then put her elbows on the table to
hold her head. 

“Mommy has gone to get  you some things  but she left  you
breakfast. After you eat, you can go outside to play if you want.”

Not  so  bouncy  this  morning,  the  child  did  not  have  to  be
reprimanded to sit still. Pancakes and sausage were taking a long
time to eat as she didn't  care for either. She poked and swirled
them around on her plate, trying to make it look like something
was happening. Mommy came in the back door balancing bags
and boxes on her arms.

“I found everything on my list, but we'll have to take a drive
another time to get the goat milk.  I know it's  the one thing we
need to put some weight on this kid.” Mommy looked over at the
messy plate. “You didn't eat very much. Don't you like it?”

“No. Sorry. I can't do it.”
Mommy was  shaking her  head as  she  removed the  solitary

plate  from  the  table  and  over  to  the  sink.  “I'll  wash  that  in  a
minute. Right now we have to see if all this will fit you. Come in
here, Suzi.”

Mommy went into the big room and plopped the many bags
on the couch. While she pulled off  tags and ripped bags open,
Suzi gave a glance toward the back of the couch. No one noticed
her  crouch  down  and  quickly  peek  behind.  Sadly,  she  saw  it
wouldn't work. It had been pushed tight against the wall. There
would not be enough room for hiding.



“Come here, Suzi. What are you doing back there? Try these
on.”

“What kind of clothes are these? They look funny?”
“These  are  called  sun  suits.  You  need  these  in  the  summer

because you will get hot when you play.” 
“How do you work them?”
“They tie up on your shoulders like this. I know you can't tie

them yet, but all you have to do is pull them off when you have to
go to the bathroom. Try it. You can do it.”

Suzi  quietly  obeyed,  looking  down  at  the  funny  blossomy
things that stuck out from her tummy and were as short as her
underwear.  She  wasn't  sure  she  liked  them.  She  hadn't  seen
anyone else wearing something like this.

“Isn't she cute, honey?” The mom looked at Daddy Jay.
He nodded. Apparently, they thought it was okay but Suzi still

wasn't sure.
“Put this on and you can go to the pool. Your dad will take

you.” 
They helped her  into a  skinnier,  sun suit-looking thing they

called a bathing suit,  and then struggled to get  the cap on her
head. It felt very strange and the white rubber pinched as it went
on. The strap under her chin felt like it was choking her.

“Why don't they make the boys wear this? Why just the girls?
What is wrong with the girls?”

“Girls have long hair and boys don't, and their hair clogs the
pool's filter. That means you never take this off when you're in the
water. I never want to hear you did that.” Mommy had her serious
face on. “We'll leave it unhooked for now because it was a real
effort  to get  it  on and you're leaving to go there.  Here is  your
towel and you have to remember what it looks like. It's only to be
used for swimming and you can't forget it at the pool. Put your
shoes back on before you go.”

Suzi squatted down to buckle her sandals, and then once again
Daddy Jay led her through the dark tunnel. It would be her first
time in the big pool  and he gave some instructions while  they
walked. “One side is the baby pool and the water won't go much
past your ankles, but as you walk toward the other side it  gets
deeper and deeper until  it  is  almost  three feet deep. That's  too
deep for you until  you learn how to swim. You be careful  and
mind the lifeguards.”



When they reached the gate he held it open for her and the kid
never looked back. She dropped her towel in a pile with others
just inside the fence and went racing to the edge of the pool. A
sharp whistle pierced the air. 

“No  running!”  a  man  with  a  big  cone  shouted  at  her.  “No
running in the pool!”

Suzi hoped it wasn't her he was yelling at. She slipped quickly
down into the cool water, but he and his cone had now walked
over to where she was. 

“Hey, little girl. Did you hear me?”
The terrified child flinched and peeked up at him. She wanted

to scream and hide but there was no way to escape.
“We don't run at the pool. You will fall and get hurt.”
“I won't. I won't do it again,” she promised.
“That's good, because if I catch you I will make you get out of

the pool.”  He walked away,  blowing his  whistle  at  some other
poor child who must have broken one of his rules. 

Suzi didn't move. She looked around to see what the other kids
were doing.  They were running and splashing and yelling.  She
kept glancing back at the big man with the whistle and cone. He
was walking back and forth, looking hard at the kids in the water.
His  face  did  not  look  happy.  He  wants  to  catch  them  doing
something wrong,  she thought.  Wondering what the something
was, she stared at the water and away from the mean face. The
water  looked  so  clean  she  tasted  a  little  bit,  but  spit  it  out
immediately. It wasn't salty as she expected, but it had a funny
taste,  not  like  water  exactly.  Some boys  right  next  to  her  were
chasing each other and splashing the other kids around them. The
whistle screamed. Everyone stopped and looked.

“Out!” He yelled through the cone. “Out of the pool right now!
I told you no splashing and no chasing!”

The boys hung their heads in shame, hands now at their sides.
Slowly they walked to the stairs and got out. The little girl  felt
great relief because she'd thought he was mad at her again. She
would remember this rule too. It was good to know she was not
the only bad kid at the pool. She was careful the whole time not to
splash or move around too quickly,  not to bump into any kids,
and she also remembered not to pee in the pool. Suzi kept taking
herself  away from children if  they got close, and eyed the man
with the cone. He didn't seem to be paying her any attention and



that was good. 
After awhile the whistle was blown again and this time it was

to let the water have a rest. He made all the kids get out. Most of
them laid down on the hot pavement and shivered during the rest
time. Those who had them put their towels down first,  so Suzi
copied and did the same. She noticed the kids had blue lips and
little bumps on their skin. Lying there shivering like the others,
she saw her fingers were wrinkled and the nails blue instead of
their usual pink. Her fingertips were tingly and not able to feel
much  of  what  she  touched.  She  stared  in  fascination  at  the
wrinkles. How had this happened?

“Suzi! Can you hear me? Suzi! It's time to go.” Daddy Jay was
standing at the fence calling her. She ran over to him but he sent
her back to get her towel. She looked for it but couldn't remember
what it looked like exactly or where she had been. 

“Hey, put that down! That's my towel,” a boy yelled.
“Sorry.”  She  dropped  it  as  though  it  would  bite.  “I  can't

remember what mine looks like.”
“Well, don't take mine,” came the angry retort. 
Daddy  Jay  walked  in  through  the  gate  when  he  saw  her

difficulty. He reached down and picked up a wet towel from the
midst of  several, abandoned others. “Here it is. Take a good look
and try to remember.”

“I  will,”  she  nodded and stared intently  at  the  ragged blue
towel. There were some little red roses on a white stripe near the
frayed bottom. Maybe the flowers would help her next time. She
hoped the other towels wouldn't have them.

“I have to go back to work tomorrow but you can come here by
yourself. Just remember the rules.”

“Work?” Suzi asked. She wondered if all the big people had to
work. If that was true, did they send their kids away? Maybe that
was why all the kids were at the pool without moms and dads.
She worried about the next place she would be sent.

“Yes. I go to work every day but I will be home before dinner. I
will see you tomorrow after work.”

“How come you don't have to stay at your work?” She never
remembered seeing her father and he'd told her he never left his
work.

“People don't stay at their work. They come home.”
“My father stays at his work.”



“Well, I guess you could stay at your work if you wanted, but
most people don't do that.”

“But why? What makes them different?”
“If they didn't come home they could never see their families

and be with them.”
 They had reached the steps leading to the front porch of the

house.  It  was  a  lot  to  think  about  and  the  child  was  greatly
troubled. Daddy Jay saw her confused look. 

“I  have an idea,” he said.  “Let's  go inside and play a game
while Mommy makes dinner. Let's play hide and seek.”

“What is hide and seek?”
“Well, you hide your eyes and give me a little time to run and

hide inside the house.  Then you call  out,  ‘Ready or not,  here I
come’.”

“Then what happens after that?”
“After that you look all over the house, under the beds, behind

things, in the closets and just everywhere you can think of until
you find me. Then you say, ‘I found you!’”

“What happens when I find you?”
“You'll see.”
Mommy  had  been  listening  and  realized  the  child  couldn't

count yet.  She wouldn't  be able to play the game by the usual
rules. “You hide your eyes, Suzi, and I will tell you when you can
look.”

A little head bowed and clenched fists blocked any view of the
rapidly disappearing daddy. She heard Mommy saying some new
words, “Five, ten, fifteen, twenty, twenty-five, thirty...”

“Can I look yet?”
“No, not yet. Forty,  forty-five, fifty,  fifty-five, sixty,  sixty-five,

seventy.  Okay, that's  long enough. Now you can say, ‘Ready or
not.’”

The excited child yelled, “Ready or not, here I come.” She went
racing off through the house looking in every part of it. She saw
places  she  had  not  yet  been  introduced  to,  but  no  daddy.  He
wasn't under the bed and he wasn't in the bedroom closets. He
wasn't in the bathtub either. 

“I can't find him. He's gone.”
“No, he's not gone. You haven't looked everywhere. There are

still some doors you haven't opened.”
Suzi looked and saw one just then in the big table room. She



walked over and grabbed it firmly, opening it wide.
“Gitchee, gitchee, goo!” Daddy Jay jumped out laughing and

tickled her all over. She squealed and ran. 
“You found me. Let's do it again,” he said.
“One more time, you two. I have dinner almost ready and that

means you'd better hurry up.” She was laughing. That meant this
game was probably safe.

“Say  the  words,”  Suzi  said,  putting  her  head  down  again.
Mommy counted out and then announced it was time.

Once again it took a long time to find him but there he was,
standing just inside the little bathroom on the back porch. 

“I found you,” Suzi shouted. The moment she caught sight of
him she started running and he didn't catch her this time.

“Yes,  you  did.  Now  it's  time  to  eat.  Maybe  we  will  play
tomorrow.”

After  dinner,  Mommy  said  she  had  something  for  her  in
Daddy's bedroom. Suzi followed her and was surprised to see a
basket as tall as she was and as round as Mommy. 

“What is it?”
“Someone brought over a bunch of toys for you, and I put them

all in this basket. Let's dump them out and see what's in there.
“Toys? What toys?”
“Find  out.”  She  grabbed  an  edge,  helping  to  pull  over  the

basket. A crashing avalanche poured out from the top and spilled
all over the floor. There was every kind of thing in there the girl
had ever seen and more that she had not.  “What is  this? What
does this do?” She kept bringing them to Mommy and Daddy Jay. 

“I don't know. I have never seen anything like it before. I guess
you just play with it.” Mommy didn't know much about toys. She
left after a few minutes.

Daddy Jay did better. He gave her some names. “That's a Jack-
in-the-box.  That's  a  whistle.  That's  a  golf  tee.  That's  a  Chinese
finger handcuff. That's a fan.” He didn't seem to get tired of telling
her about the strange things in the basket  and she was able to
learn a lot all at once. “That's a humming top. That's a doll.”

“I know that, Daddy Jay. I had dolls and teddy bears before.
Mama made one for me. What is this box thing?”

“That is a cigar box.”
She liked it the best and set it aside, along with some tiny dolls.

“Can I keep these with me and not let anything happen to them?”



“Well, Mommy will probably want you to put everything back
in the basket, but I will ask. Why do you want to keep them?”

“I  don't  know,”  she  said,  but  she  did  know.  She  wanted  to
make a little place that was all hers,  something she could hang
onto. She found babies and a dog that looked like Red, some little
beds, and chairs. Suzi was building a home in her mind, and the
children would be hers. She would take good care of them. No
one would hurt them. She would hide them away so they would
be safe from the big people. In the pretend place they would go far
away.

“I can try to get her to let you do that,” Daddy Jay said again.
He had been thinking about it.

The child studied his face intently. “You have to mind her too,
don't you?” she asked.

He got a funny look, but chuckled and said, “She is kind of the
boss. I guess I do. It's better that way.”

Daddy stood up and left the room. The child poured over the
massive  pile  of  odds  and  ends  that  had  been  “gifted”.  Many
things found their way into the cigar box and then the lid was
snapped shut. The little girl jumped up on Daddy Jay's bed and
over to the new hiding place where she leaned way over to drop
the box gently to the floor. The sound of footsteps walking quickly
through the kitchen sent Suzi leaping over the bed and back down
in front of the toys.

“Time to put everything away now,” Mommy said. “I want you
to put it all back.” 

Suzi leaned down and began to drop things inside the basket.
“I don't want you to take all night. You're going to have to go a

lot faster than that.” Mommy reached down and quickly started
tossing things inside. “Do it more like this.”

The frightened girl started to race around, scrambling to throw
things in.

“Yes. That's more like it. I'll be back in a minute and I want it all
put away by that time.”

The child hurried as fast as she could, afraid of Mommy, not
knowing  what  could  happen  but  knowing  it  would  be  bad.
Mommy didn't think she was good. The other big people hadn't
thought so either, but they never made her do anything and she
didn't have to remember rules. She only had to hide and that had
kept  them happy.  These  big people  didn't  yell  and they didn't



drink, but they also didn't like her.
“Time for a bath,” Mommy announced, walking back into the

room. “Hey, you forgot some over there. Pick those up! Hurry up!
If you are going to have toys you are going to have to take care of
them. I don't have all night.”

The little girl looked around trying to see what could have been
missed.

“Come  on.  Let's  get  in  the  tub.”  Mommy started  the  water
running and then pointed at the towels. “Do you see that pink one
right there?”

A small blond head nodded.
“That is always going to be your towel.  When you are done

using it, I never want to find it on the floor. Always put it back just
like that when you are done. Do you hear me?” Suzi watched as
she took it off the rack and laid it on the closed toilet seat.

“Yes, Mommy.”
“Don't  forget.  Now let  me see if  you can get  in.” She stood

watching the child struggle with the idea of climbing into the tall
claw-footed tub before putting a stop to her efforts. “No. Let's try
something  else.  Climb  up  onto  this  toilet  seat  first,  then  turn
around and slide down into the tub.”

Suzi still needed some assistance getting pointed in the right
way. “Hang on there! Don't fall. Let's turn you around. You can go
down backward. See, that works.”

Happy  with  her  success,  the  girl  plopped  down  and
immediately ran her fingers through the running water.

“Here  is  a  washcloth  for  you.  Wash  everywhere,  your  face
first,” Mommy said while walking out of the bathroom. As soon
as the child knew she was gone she laid down on her stomach in
the  shallow water.  Next,  she  rolled  over and laid on her  back,
swishing the warm water over herself. She hummed a little bit, her
voice sounding far away with her ears in the water.

From the next room, Suzi heard, “I don't want you playing in
there. Get washed up and get out. Other people need to get a bath
too, not just you.”

Momentary joy was postponed as little hands grabbed the wet
cloth, trying to figure out what to do with it. She dabbed it on an
arm and then a leg, and rubbed a little bit. Then she remembered
her face.  Oh no.  I  didn't  do it  first.  Maybe she won't  find out.
Quickly she rubbed the slopping, wet rag on her cheeks and neck.



“Don't forget to use soap,” came the voice again.
Suzi looked around and spied a bright red square in a little

shelf on the back of the tub. She leaned over and sniffed. Yes, it
must  be  the  soap.  Grabbing firmly,  she  brought  it  to  her  chest
where it popped right out of her hand just like the popcorn that
had jumped out of the pan when the lid was open. “Oh, no,” she
whispered. Scrambling in the water, she grasped at it, but it kept
jumping out of her hands. “Oh no, she whispered again. “I can't
do it.”

“Can't do what?” the voice was now at the door.
The little girl jumped and saw Mommy looking down at her. “I

can't catch it.”
“Soap can get away from you. Don't let it fall in the water if

you can help it. It wastes it and soap costs money. Here, I can get it
for you.  Time to get out now. Dry off  good and hang up your
towel. I don't wash towels except once a week and that one has to
last you.” 

She was gone again, and the little girl struggled to get out of
the water, but she made it and without falling. She could do this
bath  thing.  It  had  been  so  different  with  her  mama.  She
remembered the tub with bubbles in it and remembered playing
for a long time with boats and squeezy things. Then Mama had
come and said it was time to get out, but Suzi had said she didn't
want to, that she wasn't ready to get out. Mama had just shut the
door  and  walked  away.  She  had  returned  in  a  few  moments,
reached in the room, and set a big ticking clock on the table. 

“Suzi,” she had said. “When this ticking stops it will ring. That
means it is time to get out of the tub.” 

Then she disappeared again, shutting the door behind her. The
child  had  been  riveted  to  the  tick,  tick,  ticking  of  the  sound
echoing in the small room. It seemed to grow louder as she stared
at it. She waited to see what would happen. The little black hands
were moving slowly and then all at once a loud bell rang. Suzi
had quickly gotten out of the tub and grabbed a towel to dry off
with. 

She couldn't remember anything more after that but suddenly
she wished she had her mama. The more she thought about it the
more she wanted her. Trying to put the towel back on the rack, she
couldn't make it look right. Nothing she did was making it any
better, and she began to cry.



The  new  Mommy walked  back  in.  “What's  the  matter  with
you?”

“I want my mama,” the little girl sobbed. “I want my mama to
come get me.”

“Oh honey, come here.” Mommy turned her around, buttoned
her up in a clean shirt and looked at her. “I can't get you your
mama, but do you want me to rock you? Will that help?”

Suzi did not know what rock you meant but it sounded like it
could be a good thing. She nodded.

Mommy led  her  to  a  big  rocking  chair,  sat  down in  it  and
pulled her up on her lap. She had a very big lap and held her tight
so she wouldn't  slide off.  She rocked back and forth,  back and
forth. “I've always wanted to have a mother,” she said. “I lost my
mommy too when I was very young, but I never forgot her.” Suzi
laid still,  sucked her thumb and thought how much bigger this
mommy was. She also thought that rocking was a little bit  like
swinging and it felt nice. Shutting her eyes, she tried to remember
more things about her mama, but soon it seemed the rocking was
over. Daddy Jay reached down, picked her up, and carried her off
to bed. There were no more rules to remember this night. Mama
was not coming and things were not all right. She wanted to keep
thinking about her and how wonderful she was. In her mind, she
could still see the smiling face and hear the gentle voice. Holding
onto that, the tired girl fell asleep carrying mama in her heart.



10. The Name

“Come in here. I want to show you something.” Mommy was
walking toward the TV. “There is something called cartoons I told
you about. Look at this.” She reached down and turned on the TV.

A funny  looking  drawing  appeared  to  be  alive  and  it  was
singing,  “That's  all  folks”.  Suzi  dropped  down  in  front  of  the
moving figures, mesmerized.

“Don't sit so close to the TV. It will ruin your eyes.”
The girl quickly scooted back. “Here I come to save the day,”

was now singing and it was another cute drawing moving around
the screen with a life  of  its  own.  “I'm Mighty Mouse,”  it  said.
Completely  enthralled,  she  watched  for  a  long  time,  one  new
friend after another.

Suddenly  the  child leaped up and ran  into  the  kitchen.  She
shouted, “I need a glass of milk. I need milk right now!” 

Mommy was stirring something on the stove. “You do? Why
do you?”

“Engineer Bill says to get a glass of milk because we are going
to play red light, green light, and I have to have milk for that.”

“Well,  I  guess  we can do that.”  She took a  carton from the
refrigerator and grabbed a nearby glass. “What is red light, green
light?”

“I don't know but I have to have it.”
“Don't run with that glass. I don't want milk poured all over

my carpet.”
“I won't. I will be careful.” Suzi tried to sit down slowly and

not spill. She waited for the game to start, hand poised in the air,
clutching the glass. 



“All right, boys and girls,” the man wearing the funny square
hat said. “When I say red light, you stop drinking the milk. When
I say green light, you start. It will be the same as it is whenever we
use the lights to cross the street or when the cars on the road have
to take turns stopping. We get to go when the light is green and
we have to stop when it turns red. Everybody ready now? Green
light!” 

After  awhile,  the  game  was  over  and  the  milk  was  gone.
Mommy came into the room, dragging a big machine.

“What is that?” Suzi asked.
“This is a vacuum cleaner and I have to vacuum the rugs. You

get up on the couch while I do it, but don't put your feet on my
good sofa.” 

The vacuum cleaner was the loudest thing Suzi had ever heard
in a house. She grabbed her ears and watched the hungry monster
roll over and over the rug, sucking anything in its way. She stared
intently at the puffed out bag singing loud of its misery for having
to work. When it finally stopped, she asked, “What are those red
things on the front?”

“Those are letters and they say Kirby. This is a Kirby vacuum
cleaner.”

“Isn't your name Kirby?” the child asked.
“Yes,  it  is,”  Mommy  said  proudly,  “and  these  are  the  best

vacuum cleaners in the world. This one cost hundreds of dollars.
It was very expensive.”

“How do those letters say Kirby?”
“I'll try to explain it. That one says kuh and the next two say

err.” She pointed at each letter. “The last ones say bee. Put it all
together and it says kerr...bee. That's how. That's called reading.”

Suzi had gotten brave enough to come near the thing. It was
now quiet. She sat down in front of it and touched each letter with
her fingers. “Kuh...err...bee. Kerr...bee. Kerrbee. Am I reading?”

“Yes, you are.”
“Do I have a name?” 
“Yes,  you do.  Your  name is  Susan Glee  Allen  because  your

dad's last name is Allen.”
“I thought my name was Suzi.”
“That is your nickname. Your real name is Susan.”
“What does Glee mean and why do I have my dad's name?
“That's what people do. You belong to your dad and so you get



his name. Glee means very happy or joyful. You were named after
your Aunt Glee.”

“Why do I have my aunt's name? How come I don't get my
own name?” She didn't like any of this and wondered how she
ever got a name that meant happy? Bad thoughts tumbled around
inside her little mind. Glee. She didn't even like the sound of it
and who was this Aunt Glee? If she belonged to her dad then why
didn't he come and get her? She remembered the last day she saw
him when he took her on the walk outside of Nanna's house. Why
didn't he want her?

Finally, she got up her courage. “Can I be your name? Can I be
a Kirby?”

“No.  Your  dad won't  let  us  adopt  you.  He won't  send us  a
penny for support either. We can't give you our name. When no
one wanted you, we took you in. I think you should know I don't
like your dad very much. I don't think he's any good. I'm sorry.”
She shook her head and walked away.

The stunned child stared at the floor. No one wanted her? It
was too much information and none of it could she understand. It
was  all  bad,  though.  She  knew  that  much,  and  now  she  was
learning her dad was bad too, not just her. How could we be so
bad, she thought? What did we do? He seemed nice but this lady
thought  he wasn't.  Suzi  knew what a penny was but not  what
support meant. She didn't know what adopt was either. No one
wanted her? No one wanted her. The words stuck in her mind. No
one wanted her? Why? What did she do? She tried to be good.

“Do  people  get  rid  of  kids  they  don't  want?”  she  asked.
Mommy was busy wiping the shiny furniture and the oily rag was
making it even shinier.

“They are not supposed to. I have never seen such a thing as
what your father did. I can't believe he gave all his kids away and
to people he didn't really know.”

Suzi felt a crushing inside. Now she knew. Not even other kids
were as bad as her. People were not supposed to, Mommy said.
Her dad did a bad thing. Why did this happen? She looked at the
lady rubbing the table and realized that this mommy didn't know
either. 

Horrified from finding out about her name, she decided not to
tell anyone what it was unless they forced her. She no longer liked
the sound of Suzi, and what was it? It was called a nickname. I



don't want to be anybody at all, she thought. Running into Daddy
Jay's bedroom, she dove behind the bed and into the hiding place.
There  were  her  little  people  still  in  the  box  with  all  the  other
treasures  she'd  stuffed.  She  touched  the  dishes  and  beds  and
began  to  set  them  up  neatly,  dividing  them  into  room  spaces
inside. The wounded child crawled into a pretend world where
she was not weak. She was the strong one and in this world she
took good care of her babies and wouldn't let anyone hurt them or
take them away. They would never be left alone. Staying in this
better place for a long time, she pushed down the bad thoughts
and  pushed  out  the  mean  voices  until  she  heard  a  voice  that
couldn't be ignored. It was Mommy calling. Time for lunch.

11. Adjusting

“Stop bouncing on that couch! You'll ruin my good couch and I
don't have the money to buy another one. I don't know why you
have to jump around so much. What's the matter with you?”

“I don't know.” Suzi wondered why she always felt so jittery
inside. The bouncing and running were getting her into trouble,
but  she  just  couldn't  seem  to  stop.  Mommy  didn't  like  her
spinning  either.  Even  in  front  of  the  TV  the  child  constantly
rocked side to side. She couldn't make herself be still.

“I don't know either. I told you not to do that and if I catch you
again, you're going to get a licking. You don't want a licking, do
you?”

The kid shook her head no. She didn't know what a licking was
but was afraid to ask. She guessed it wasn't something good. 

“Here, watch Jack LaLanne for awhile.” Mommy leaned over,
turned on the TV, and quickly walked away.



Suzi loved Jack LaLanne. He was the exercise man who sold
powder for people to put in their milk or something. He was in
the middle of selling some of that, and she had to wait for the part
she liked. Her patience was soon rewarded. 

“Now this exercise is great for your back and thighs. We will
do two sets of twenty. You can do it. Stand up tall and straight,
toes  pointed.  Ready  now,  one  and  a  two  and  a  three...breathe
in...four and a five and a six...breathe out.”

Romper Room came next and Miss Diane still didn't see Suzi in
her looking glass, but she called many names of the kids she could
see.  Maybe tomorrow she would hear her name.  It  was almost
time for Chucko the Birthday Clown when Mommy walked back
in the room carrying a small box. “Come up to the table, Suzi. I
have something I want to do with you.” 

Staring at the box, the girl obediently climbed up onto one of
the big wooden chairs. “What is it?”

“I have to get you ready for school. You are going to be going
to school soon and you need to know a lot of things. These are
letters,” she said, pulling the lid off and revealing a pile of cut up
pieces of white cardboard. 

Suzi saw squiggly lines written on each of them. “Where did
you get them?” she asked.

“I made them. Now pay attention. I'm going to give you the
sound  for  the  letter  and  I  want  you  to  say  it  too,  and  try  to
remember it. This one says duh and it is a ‘d’.”

“Duh...‘d’,” the child parroted.
“This one says enn and it is an ‘n’.”
“They're the same.”
“Yes, they are the same.” Mommy agreed.
“Why?”
“They just are. Now listen and don't interrupt. This one says

puh and it is a ‘p’.”
“Puh...‘p’.”
Mommy went through several more letters and then went back

to the ones they started with. “So what is this one?” she asked.
“Ess...‘s’.”
“Right!” Mommy seemed very happy. “You are learning these

quickly.” She tested her on a few more and then said, “I think we
did enough letters for one day. Next, I'm going to show you what
your name looks  like.  We'll  do this  every day for  a  while  and



pretty soon you will be ready for school.”
Suzi leaned close to see what Mommy was writing. She was

making the letters big on a blank piece of paper. “That's an ‘s’,”
the child pointed to the first letter.

“Yes it is, and this is a ‘u’. You didn't learn that one yet. This is
another ‘s’, now an ‘a’, and ...”

“An ‘n’,” interrupted Suzi. “I know that one.”
“You sure do. Take a good look at it because it says Susan, and

that is what your real name is. You have to know it. You can have
this paper to look at.”

Suzi walked away looking at the paper and wondered what it
was going to be like having another name. She was worried. How
many more new things did there have to be with this mommy and
daddy? Already there was a different kind of ocean, funny clothes,
strange bed, and a new dog. She thought about Red and grew sad
again. Poochie didn't even seem like a dog. She tried to stay away
from him as much as possible because he always jumped up on
her and bit with his needle-like puppy teeth. Daddy Jay said he
would outgrow it, but she hated getting scratched with his sharp
toenails and he didn't even have nice fur to lay on.

She turned around and saw Mommy still sitting at the table.
“Do you think...Red misses me?”

“Who is Red?”
“He's a dog. He's my friend. Do you think Daddy Jay would go

get him for me?”
“No,  that  could never happen.  You can't  take other people's

dogs away. Daddy Jay couldn't get him if he wanted to. You don't
care too much for the dog we have, do you? I don't like Poochie
either. I might have to ask Daddy to get rid of him. I never wanted
that dog. He just gets in the way and makes messes. He doesn't
mind either.”

I am a lot like the puppy, she worried. Maybe Mommy wanted
to get rid of her too. “Where will the puppy go?”

“We will  take  it  back  to  the  dog  pound.  It's  a  place  where
people get dogs and cats. We'll let somebody else have Poochie.”

She wondered if there was a kid pound, but decided not to ask.
“I have to iron now. I'll be on the back porch.”
Suzi followed to see what iron was. She had already seen the

washing machine out there and loved to watch the rollers squeeze
out the water from the clothes. Mommy would carry the clothes



outside in a big basket, and hang them up on lines between two
poles stuck in the ground. They dried as stiff as cardboard, but she
was not allowed to touch them while they were hanging. 

“What's that?” she pointed to a funny looking thing that was
tall enough to come up to Mommy's belt but looked like a skinny
bed.

“It's  an ironing board.  I  iron the wrinkles  out  of  the clothes
after they are washed. Don't ever touch this iron. It is very hot and
it will burn you.”

“Why doesn't it burn you?”
“Because I know where to hold it.”
“Do you iron everything?”
“Most everything. These are Daddy Jay's boxers and before you

ask, boxers are underwear. You can watch me do the sheets and
towels, but stay back because this next thing is very hot. I have
been waiting for it to get ready.” Mommy took a big white cloth
out of her basket and folded it carefully. She opened a lid hooked
onto a large metal machine, then laid the material down on the
flat surface. When she shut the lid over it, steam escaped from all
the edges.”

“What is that?” the surprised child asked.
“Stay back. This will burn you. My white tablecloth is damp

and the heat from the lid is making steam. It's called a mangle and
it's very hot. Sometimes it burns me and I'm trying to be careful. I
use it for the big things that don't fit on the ironing board. A lot of
hotels and restaurants have these, and I'm very lucky to have been
able to afford this one. A lot of people can't.”

The girl was impressed but had no desire to get near the beast
that squeezed the wrinkles out of everything put in its mouth. The
porch was getting hotter and sweat was beginning to drip off of
Mommy's face. 

“It's pretty hot out here. You should go and play. Soon enough
you'll have to work all the time, but now is your time to play,”
Mommy continued to press the things she took from the basket. 

“Sometimes  I  wish I  could.  I  never  did.  As  soon as  I  could
stand on a stool I was washing dishes and I never got to be a child.
When I was nine years old I was cooking and cleaning the whole
house for all of my father's hired hands and my older brothers. I
never got to go to school past the fifth grade because I was needed
at home.” Mommy shook her head. She looked very sad, almost



angry. “My father was a wealthy man but he needed me to take
care of his helpers. Yes, you should go and play.”

Watching the  clothes  get  mangled had been fascinating,  but
Suzi was supposed to go now. She ran into Daddy Jay's bedroom
and into her hiding place, happy to return to the little cigar box
world. Mommy had been like her, the child thought. She had to be
big when she was still little. She had to be the mommy for lots of
people after she lost hers. Suzi felt the sadness hiding inside of
this mommy even though she was old and had wrinkles. It had
been living there a long time.

Days past, one by one, and Suzi lived for the swings and the
pool. She, in fact, practically did live there, spending most waking
hours away from the house, only coming back to eat and sleep.
She kept away from everyone and always played by herself. The
tiny girl, swallowed up inside the adult-sized swings, dreamed of
freedom while flying in the air. Her swing flew as high as anyone
could make them go, and she pushed herself  all  morning long.
Whenever she would begin to tire, she'd give herself a short break
by spinning around near the ground, dragging her feet in the dirt.
This seemed to recharge her batteries and soon she was flying up
again, talking to imaginary people and visiting imaginary places. 

After  lunch,  it  was  time  for  the  water,  the  sun,  and  the
shivering while lying on a towel. She had tanned as brown as a
little  berry  and  her  blond  head,  bleached  from  the  sun,  had
become  golden-white.  She  dreamed  of  one  day  being  able  to
swim. Daddy Jay had signed her up for lessons, but hard as she
tried her arms and legs wouldn't work together to keep her on top
of  the  water.  She  couldn't  seem  to  get  it.  However,  she  had
managed  to  keep  the  lifeguard  from  yelling  at  her  and  had
brought  the  correct  towel  home every  time.  Not  once  had  she
forgotten it.  Going through the tunnel alone was terrifying, and
she always ran her fastest, but it was worth it to get to the park. 

A few days after she had been brought to the new house,  a
small stool appeared in the bathroom, and Suzi could now push
the button. She had been taught to brush her teeth with a small
red toothbrush and to scrub her fingernails with the fancy brush
that sat in its own shiny, little dish. Daddy Jay had brought home
a tricycle but she still couldn't ride one. He gave her a red wagon
which she loved and made her a box scooter from an old pair of



skates. Becoming quite adept with both of them, the lively child
raced up and down the  sidewalk in  front  of  the  house,  taking
turns  with  the  different  riding  toys  whenever  she  could  get
outside.

“See me? Daddy Jay, can you see me do it?”
He would be tired after work, sitting on the porch and trying to

read the paper, but he would always put it down and “see her”.
She stuffed dolls in the buggy she'd been given and pushed them
up and  down the  sidewalk  of  the  busy  street.  Cars  flew by  a
couple of feet away, but she never went near the edge of the curb. 

Every  evening after  dinner  Mommy would wash the  dishes
and Suzi would run for the toy basket. After dishes, they would
watch TV while she played. When cleanup time was announced,
she had learned how to throw everything back in the basket fast
enough to keep Mommy happy, but the apprehension of waiting
for the approaching footsteps dampened the desire to play with
very many of them. The child figured out if she leaned way over
she  could  dig  in  and  take  only  a  few  things  out.  The  fear
diminished. The nightly bath also became routine, but afterward,
Mommy always came by and fixed her towel on the rack because
it was “sloppy”. 

The parents were learning things too.  They learned the little
girl was allergic to Mommy's favorite Lifebuoy soap and it made
her itch all over with red bumps. Mommy had to get something
different  just  for  her,  called  Ivory.  They  also  learned  she  was
allergic to strawberries. They'd learned that right after big, itchy,
red  hives  had  popped  out  everywhere  on  her  skin.  And  they
learned that she was allergic to rolling in the grass. Watching her
frantically scratching her legs and arms while crying and asking
them to make it stop had taught them to plop her in a cool tub
until the itching calmed down. Mommy had rubbed some white
cream on and then she was told to stay out of the grass. Suzi knew
she would not forget and do that again. What else could happen,
she worried?

A lot was happening for everybody but there was something
that  Suzi  just  could  not  learn.  She  could  not  learn  to  stop
running...or  jumping...or  spinning...or  fidgeting.  In  fact,  it  was
getting much worse.

“If you run through this house one more time, I'm going to get
a switch. Do you hear me?”



“Yes, Mommy. I'm sorry. I'll stop.” She wondered how a switch
would help her stop running. It only turned the lights on in the
bathroom, but she didn't ask. Mommy was mad, real mad. Her
round face was bright red and she was wearing her meanest look.

“I have to get you ready for school tomorrow and you need to
behave so I can concentrate on this list. I have to fill out lots of
papers  and  I  hate  paperwork.  You  go  watch  TV  or  play
somewhere, but don't run in the house.”

“I won't.” Suzi dashed off to the hiding place, forgetting that
she was running.

“Suzi!”
“Sorry,  sorry,”  she  said,  catching  herself  up  quickly  and

slowing to the speed of a turtle in slow motion. 
The next thing she felt her collar being grabbed and suddenly

jerked backward. 
“I'll  teach  you  to  listen  to  me,  young  lady!  When  I  say

something, I mean it!” Suzi was being pulled roughly behind the
big woman and it  seemed they were  going out  the  back door.
Mommy leaned over  to  a  nearby  shrub  and  pulled  off  a  long
scratchy piece of it. She started whipping the girl all around her
legs and back, ignoring the screams and cries.

“When I tell you not to run, I don't want you to run. Do you
understand me?”

“I understand. I'm sorry,” the child cried. “I do understand.”
“I hope so. Tomorrow you are going to go to school and I better

never hear that  you didn't  mind your teacher,  or  I'll  whip you
some more. Do you understand that?”

“Yes,” the little girl sobbed. “I understand,” she yelled louder.
“I won't do it!”

“Won't do what?” The scary mommy asked.
“Won't mind.”
“No!” she yelled, whacking her a few times more. “I want you

to mind. I want you to mind the teacher and me.”
“Okay, okay,” the panicked girl cried. “I'll do it. I'll mind.”
Her anger finally spent, the woman released the girl. “I hope

so. Now go play and leave me alone. Don't make me get mad at
you like that again.”

Suzi raced for the hiding place and this time never touched her
box of  treasures.  Lying on the floor and pulling the bedspread
over her body, she only saw the dust under the bed. She held her



breath as much as she could until the crying stopped. Please don't
find  me,  she  thought.  Sucking  her  thumb,  she  wondered  who
could save her, who would come and get her away, and...

“It will be worse in the next place. You'll see,” the voices said.
They were the mean ones, the ones she didn't like. 

“It gets worse and worse,” they taunted.
Suzi shut her eyes, squeezing them until they hurt, and put her

hands on her ears. She wouldn't listen. She would run away and...
“If you run away, it will be much worse the next time and the

stick will be a lot bigger. No one will save you. No one wanted
you. No one will ever want you. You are a bad kid and you know
it. Your own father gave you away. You are nothing,” the voices
wouldn't stop. They were screaming inside of her.

I won't listen to you, thought Suzi, and she willed herself not to
cry. I don't care what you say. I won't listen to you. I don't like you.
A strange sensation came over her as she laid there, trembling on
the floor. The intense and overwhelming feelings began to let go.
She felt a curious numbness,  almost warm, and then the voices
stopped.  Suzi  fell  asleep dreaming of  her  mama,  who she  saw
holding her beside the fireplace that had been in the old house.
They  were  sitting  together  side  by  side,  watching  the  flames
flicker. 

“Watch  this,”  her  mama  said,  and then  threw  a  handful  of
powder on the fire. Bright colors of blue, red, and green flared up
in the flames. 

“What made the colors happen?” Suzi asked.
Mama said, “Magic. It's magic.” Then Mama was walking away

but calling her name over and over again.
The little girl awakened to hearing her name being called. She

couldn't remember how she got on the floor, but there was Daddy
Jay's face staring down at her. 

“What are you doing down there?” he asked. 
“I don't know.” She tried to remember. “Hey, what does magic

mean?”
“It looks to me like you fell asleep. Magic? That's hocus-pocus

stuff. It's not real, but it's time to eat now and that is real. Come to
the  table.”  She had crawled out  from behind the  bed and was
walking in front of him. 

“What do you have all over your legs?”
Suzi  looked down and saw bright,  red welts  and wondered



how they got there. “I don't know.” Crawling up onto the chair,
the half-asleep girl watched Mommy scraping gravy from a pan
into a bowl. 

“Well, I do. She found out what a switch does today,” she said,
turning to look down at her. “Didn't you?”

Suzi  suddenly remembered.  “Uh,  huh.”  That's  why she  had
been under the bed. Now she was afraid. The voices said it would
get worse and she believed them. She stared steadily at the lady
now setting the bowl on the table.

“I'm going to make that kid mind me yet.” 
“Oh,  oh.  Better  listen,”  Daddy  Jay  said.  “Don't  want  to  get

another whipping.”
The blond head nodded first, then shook her head no, trying to

guess the right response. She looked over at the man sitting next
to her, buttering his potatoes and then spooning gravy over the
top. He had seemed safe. He'd made her feel that she might be a
little bit good, that there was something about her he liked, and
she'd started to believe he would help her if she were in trouble.
Watching him cut  his  meat  and quietly  take  bite  after  bite,  he
didn't seem as big to her anymore. No, she had been wrong. He
wouldn't be able to help her. He...was afraid too.

12. Kindergarten And God

Mommy was leading and practically dragging a timid, unsure
girl through the long halls. Suzi had wanted to know why she had
to  wear  a  dress  to  school  and  was  told  all  girls  wear  dresses,
always.  She  had wanted  to  know who the  people  were  at  the
school and was told Mommy didn't know them. She asked how
long she had to go to school and was told the rest of her life until



she grew up and got a job. 
The child had also been told to pay attention to the road they

were driving on because their house was inside the mile cutoff
line for riding a school bus, and that meant Suzi would have to
walk every day. Mommy said she was not going to keep driving
her but would give her a couple days to learn the way. The scariest
thing she had said was it  would be easy enough to follow the
children  to  school  but  coming  back  would  be  more  difficult
because  they  all  went  to  different  houses.  Suzi  could  make  no
sense  of  what  that  meant.  Peering  just  over  the  edge  of  the
window, it looked to her as though all the houses were the same.
Overwhelmed at  seeing the many streets  and turns she had to
remember the child thought I can never do it, I can never do it. 

Now, while walking past the towering doors and dark halls the
voices were beginning to whisper to the overwhelmed child. “It
only gets worse,” they said.  “You'll  see.  We are telling you the
truth.” 

“I don't want to go to school, Mommy. I don't want you to leave
me here.”

“I'm sorry, but you have to. I'll stay with you for a little while
until you can see you're going to be all right.”

“Why do kids have to go to school again? I don't  remember
what you said.”

“You have to get an education and learn how to read. You have
to learn your numbers and geography, spelling, history, and lots of
things. If you don't do well in school then you can't get a good job
and you need a good job in this life. School is very important!”

Half-dragging the little girl, she looked at the sign on each of
the  huge,  dark,  wooden  doors.  “I  wish  I  could  have  gone  to
school.  You are very lucky, you know?” They had stopped and
Suzi was standing directly in front of a big, shiny knob . 

“Finally! Here it is. It would be the last one.” Mommy opened
it and gave her a slight push, nudging her inside.

The little girl thought lucky must be a bad word, but Mommy
seemed to  be  happy  about  her  going  to  this  school.  Her  eyes
scanned the room and she noticed several children. A few were
playing with toys, some sitting at tables and coloring, and some
just  walking  around  looking  at  things.  None  of  the  children
seemed worried. 

“Hello,  there!” A lady in a blue flowery dress  walked up to



them,  holding her hand out  to  Mommy.  “I'm Miss Adams,  the
kindergarten teacher, and who are you?”.

Mommy shook her  hand.  “I'm Mrs.  Kirby and this  is  Susan
Allen.”

“Why,  hello!”  The  teacher  looked  down  at  Suzi,  who
immediately darted behind Mommy, hiding as best as she could. 

“Suzi!  Stop  that.  Now  you  be  nice  and  say  hello  to  your
teacher.”

“That's okay, Mrs. Kirby. The first day is always hard and some
of the children are scared. Susan, come sit over here. This will be
your desk and your chair. You have a card on the top that has your
name on it.” She had walked over to the first desk near the door.
This brought some relief to the frightened child. The door could
be her escape.

Next, Miss Adams turned and with a loud voice addressed the
class.“I want to ask all the children to come to their desks at this
time. Look for your name on the card and sit down at your place.
If you can't find it, I will help you.”

The children started looking for their cards and soon everyone
was sitting down. The teacher held up her hand. 

“Thank you. Now that all of you are sitting and quiet, I will
introduce  myself.  I  am  Miss  Adams  and  I  will  be  your
kindergarten teacher this year. Welcome to my class. The name of
your  school  is  Fletcher  Drive  School.  I  have  some  rules  for
everybody that will make school better for everyone. First, if you
need to talk, you must raise your hand and wait for me to call on
you. Next, if you have to go to the bathroom you need to raise
your hand also...”

Suzi tried to pay attention but there were a lot of rules, and the
teacher kept talking and talking. Looking around she noticed that
bright colored pictures were on every wall, new faces were sitting
in each chair, and the teacher's desk had interesting things on it
that  she wanted to touch.  Birds were  in the bushes squawking
right outside the tall open windows, and the distracted girl craned
her neck to try to get a better look. Teacher was saying something
about new colors and holding up a box of them, bringing Suzi
back to attention and causing her to realize she hadn't heard the
last few rules. She wondered if this was going to make the teacher
mad.

“Here is a box for you and in your desk you will find some



paper.  You can  take  it  out  and make  a  picture  about  going  to
school today.” Miss Adams had walked over to Suzi and was now
smiling  at  her.  She  was  the  first  student  chosen  to  receive  the
colors. The teacher moved to the next desk where a black-haired
girl with long ponytails was sitting. “Here are your crayons and
you may do the same thing.”

Suzi watched her go from child to child, passing out boxes of
crayons to each. The other kids seemed happy to be here and they
didn't look worried.

“Everybody  listen  for  a  minute.”  The  teacher  had  stopped.
“This is important. I want you to take good care of these crayons.
They have to last you all year. Do not take these outside or home.”

Mommy  had  stepped  over  to  Suzi's  desk  just  then  and
whispered to her, “I think you are going to be fine. I will come
back in a little while and take you home. Now mind the teacher.”

“No,  Mommy,  no!”  Suzi  jumped  up,  following  her  out  the
door. “I don't want you to leave me!” She grabbed onto her dress
and wouldn't let go. “I don't know school.”

Miss Adams saw what was happening and followed them out.
“Don't  worry,  Mrs.  Kirby.  We will  take  good care  of  her.  They
don't cry too long, I promise you. You can just leave.” 

She looked down at the blubbering girl. “Susan, you will be all
right. Come back inside now.”

Suzi sat back down at her desk sucking her thumb, trying not
to cry. She didn't color. She didn't open the book she was given or
get up to play with the blocks when it was time. She didn't do
anything except look around the room. Miss Adams left her alone.

“Children, in one minute a loud bell is going to ring and it will
be time to go outside and play. We walk quietly in a line until we
are outside and then I will release you to go to the playground.
You can play until  you hear the next bell.  We call  this recess.  I
want everyone to get up now, push your chairs in and get into a
line at the door. Susan, you can be first since your desk is next to
the door.”

At the sound of her name, Suzi quickly got up and stood at the
door. The teacher walked over to her and said, “You are being so
good. I am very proud of you. I hope you like school and I hope
you like me.”

The bell made several children jump. It was loud. Miss Adams
walked Suzi and the class out of the building.



Every child went running off to play on something. There were
big balls,  swings,  slides,  monkey bars,  and just  groups of  kids
standing around and talking to one another. Suzi went over to the
furthest  corner  of  the  fence  and  stood  up  against  it,  looking
around  at  the  yard.  She  saw  the  playground  next  to  her  had
bigger  equipment  and  bigger  children.  Some  of  them  came
running up and slammed into the fence, lacing their fingers in the
chain-link squares. “Kindergarten baby, born in the gravy,” they
sang in a see-saw voice, hanging and swinging back and forth on
the fence.

Suzi  turned around and  saw that  they  were  singing to  her.
“What does that mean?” she asked.

“It means you are a kindergarten baby and we're big,” a tall
girl with long, blond braids answered.

Miss  Adams  walked  over  to  where  Suzi  was  standing  and
chased them off.  “You go on and play somewhere else. You are
not being nice. I will report you to your teacher if you do it again.”

“Sorry, Miss Adams.” They shuffled away. 
Miss Adams looked at Suzi. “They were kindergarten babies

not too long ago.” She smiled at Suzi and the little girl warmed.
Maybe she could get through a day of school. She decided to try
to listen better. 

“When we go back, can I make a picture?” she asked.
“You can after we have our snack,” Miss Adams replied, “and

then I'm going to tell a story.”
Just then a loud bell sounded and everyone on the playground

froze. A ball bounced away but no child ran after it. Miss Adams
had said that there would be two bells for the big kids. She herded
her  kindergartners  back  up  the  stairs  and  into  the  building.
“Follow me for snack time.  We are  going into the lunch room.
Everybody come sit at this table.”

Another  loud  bell  sounded  and  the  shuffling  of  loud  and
boisterous  kids  filled  the  halls.  As  each door  shut,  silence  was
returned to the empty halls much in the same way as turning off
the  television switch did at  Mommy's  house.  Miss  Adams was
passing out crackers and cups of juice but asked everyone to wait
before eating. When all the children had been served, she asked if
anyone wanted to say the blessing. A little girl  raised her hand
and then stood. Miss Adams told everyone to bow their heads,
shut their eyes, and fold their hands. Suzi looked around to see



what they were doing, then tried to copy. 
“God is great and God is good and now we thank him for our

food.  Amen.”  The girl  smiled at  everybody as  though she  had
done a great thing and sat down.”

“Thank you, Carolyn.”
“What was that, teacher?” Suzi asked.
“We raise our hands if we want to talk,” Miss Adams said.
“Sorry,”  said  Suzi,  raising  her  hand  in  the  air  while  asking

again, “What was that, teacher? What did we just do?”
“We wait until the teacher calls your name to speak, but that

was better, Susan. That was called the blessing. Many people say
the blessing before they eat their meals.  We thank God for our
food.”

“Who is God?”
“Many people believe there is a God who made us and who

hears us when we talk to him. You will have to ask your parents
about God because some don't believe in God.”

What?  She had never heard of  this  God and she  wanted to
know more. “Teacher, he gives us our food? Where is he? Can we
see him?”

“No, we cannot see him, but I'm sorry, Susan. You will have to
ask your parents the answers to these questions. People believe
different things and I can't tell you what to believe.”

This new God thing suddenly consumed her. Was the One who
made them, nice? The blessing had said God was good but if he
was  good  then  why  wouldn't  he  let  people  see  him?  Was  he
afraid? 

After snack, the children were brought into the classroom and
told to sit cross-legged on the story rug. They were supposed to
listen to the teacher. Suzi tried to concentrate on teacher's story,
but  more  and more  questions  were  filling  her  head  and  she'd
already  been  told  she  couldn't  have  any  answers.  She  kept
thinking about the One who seemed to have the power to make
people.  He had been very busy and she thought he must have
wanted a lot  of  them. She looked down and pinched her  arm,
looking hard at the skin that was now turning red. That meant this
same God made her. How does a person get made? Where did he
find the stuff? It seemed he gave them their food too, but why did
people have to thank him? Would he take it away if they didn't?
Maybe he wasn't nice. Why was he invisible? Was he hiding like



Daddy-Jay did to play hide and seek? Had anyone ever seen him?
If he gave people their food then why did he need to hide? There
must be someone who knew about this God person. It felt like she
was going to pop inside.

“Susan, can you hear me? I asked you what did the little boy
do after the man helped him with the wagon?”

“What?” She had heard nothing of the story and what should
she do now?. Was this part of minding the teacher, she wondered?
“Uh...uh...uh...I forgot.”

Some  of  the  children  laughed  and  several  hands  shot  up,
begging to be called on. Some yelled out, “Pick me, pick me.” 

Suzi put her head down on her knees and hid from the stares
of the children. They all knew the answer, but she hadn't. Already,
she was going to be bad at school. She hoped Miss Adams would
give her another chance.

A little later Mommy came to pick her up. Kids were leaving
and it was time for kindergarten to be over. The little blond head
next  to  the  door  never  noticed.  She  was  leaned  over,  intently
working on her paper and trying to make a picture for teacher,
hoping  it  would  make  her  happy  after  what  had happened at
story circle. “Time to go now,” Mommy said.

“Wait. I'm almost done.” Suzi quickly scribbled in the happy
sun and stared at the drawing she had made of a little  girl  on
swings. It hadn't turned out quite the way she hoped, but maybe
Miss Adams would like it anyway. Remembering the rule, she put
the colors back in the box and in the desk, and then ran up to the
teacher. 

“Here, teacher. I made this.” She held it out shyly, hoping Miss
Adams could tell it was supposed to be Suzi in the picture.

“This is beautiful, Susan! You did a wonderful job,” she said,
handing it  back to her.  “The pictures we made today go home
with you, and I will see you tomorrow.”

The child looked down and stared hard at the drawing. The
gift  wasn't  wanted.  She had to learn to make the girl  better so
people  would  know  what  they  were  seeing.  She  had  to  draw
better or Miss Adams wouldn't want it.

Back home, there were new rules to learn about school. “Suzi,
take off  your school shoes and put on your play shoes.  Then I
want you to go right in and change your clothes. Put your sunsuit
on and hang up your dress on a hanger.”



“But why? Why do I have to?”
“Because I said so,  that's why. Your dress has to last you all

week, and you have to keep it clean. I don't want you ruining your
new shoes either. They are only for school. We have to polish them
because you scuff them up from playing, but I don't care about
your sandals. They are for wearing at home.”

Mommy had answered her question, but it still made no sense
to her which thing she wore. They all got dirty, she thought. They
all had to be washed. 

Getting up to the table for lunch after changing her clothes, she
stared at the sandwich on the plate. “Mommy, I don't like meat. It
doesn't taste good.”

“You don't. Well, I can just take the meat out. We will call this a
mustard sandwich.”

The little girl picked up the dark brown bread and took a bite.
“This is good!” she said with her mouth full. “I like this!”

“Good!  I  will  give you mustard sandwiches from now on.  I
finally  found  something  you  will  eat!”  Mommy  looked  very
happy.

After lunch, Suzi was eager to get over to the park and back on
the swings. High in the air once again, she thought more about
this God. If  he was the one who made her,  then he must have
changed his mind and decided he didn't want her, that she was a
mistake. If she could find him, he might tell her why, and that was
something  she  was  afraid  to  know.  She  tried  to  picture  him
making people and imagined he must be very big to do something
like  that.  She  thought  about  folding hands and closing eyes  to
pray and wondered how he could hear  when people  talked to
him. 

“He  hears  everyone  and  he  hears  everything,”  a  voice
whispered. It was her inside voice, the one she liked. She hadn't
heard it for a long time.

What? The idea of something she couldn't see who could hear
everything scared her a lot, but Suzi didn't argue. She trusted this
voice. It knew about the holes. But how? I don't know how, she
thought.

“He is everywhere,” the voice whispered again.
She shook her little, blond head, “No, no, no.” That was scarier

than a God who threw away the ones he didn't want anymore.
“No, I can't do it. I can't know about God.” She jumped off the



swings  and ran  home as  fast  as  she  could.  Out  of  breath,  she
slammed into the big room, surprising Mommy, who was working
with a hook thing and a ball of string. 

“Can I watch cartoons now?” she begged. Mickey Mouse and
Donald Duck soon helped her to forget. They never mentioned a
God and neither had the big people in her  life,  but that  night,
lying in the dark and in the bed next to Mommy, the questions
were back.

“Mommy, do you believe in God?”
“What? Uh...God? Uh...well...I've gone to church my whole life

and I've always tried to do the best I could.”
“What is church? Is that where God lives?”
“No. People who believe in God go to church, but it is just a

building. If you go to church, it will make you a better person. I
was sent to church from the time I could barely walk. They made
me go. I think it was because my oldest brother was the preacher.”

“Where is God then? Can we see him?”
“Nobody has ever seen him. They just hope he's there. I do too,

but I see so much in the world that it makes me not believe. I think
if there was a loving God then he would do something about all
the suffering. No, I have my own religion. It is different than what
I was taught, different than what is in most churches. I think there
is a great spirit that is everywhere and all around us. My religion
is called Spiritualism and your grandmother Myrtle believes in it
too. She even teaches it  in the town where you used to live,  in
Summerland.”

“What is a spirit?” Suzi didn't care to know right now about
her grandmother or what she believed. “Is it like God?”

“Not exactly. I believe when we die we go to the other side and
join a spirit,  the spirit we all came from. I believe after this life
there is no more, that this is all there is.”

That  sounded  like  a  bad  thing  to  Suzi.  She  didn't  want  to
disappear and become nothing. “Do people who believe in God
think that is going to happen to them?”

“No. Most people believe they get to live with God forever in
heaven. They believe what they read in the Bible, but I think it is
just a book man made. Men wrote it and they could have written
anything just to make people believe. Don't get me wrong, I think
the Bible is a good book, probably even the best one ever written,
but I don't think it necessarily came from God.” 



Suzi had so many questions, she couldn't keep track of them
all. There was a Bible and it was a book. There was a spirit and
there  was  a  God,  but  they weren't  the  same thing.  Then there
might be a place called heaven. She was more interested in that.
She didn't know about books yet. “So where is heaven?”

“No one has ever seen that either but they believe there is one.”
“Mommy,  does  God give  us  our  food?  At  school  we said a

blessing  and the  teacher  showed us  how to  pray.  She  said  we
thank God for our food.”

“In a way, yes, he gives us our food. He helps it grow. I know
the farmers pray a lot for rain, and if we didn't get rain the plants
wouldn't grow. We get our food from plants, so, yes. In that way,
God gives us our food. I think it's okay to thank him for it.”

“If God made me and God made everybody, who made God?”
“I don't know, Suzi. That's a good question. Now go to sleep.

It's late and we have to get up early. Good night.”

The  morning  was  filled  with  excitement.  Suzi  tried  to
concentrate on which roads she would have to make her turns.
Mommy helped by making her get outside of the car. She drove
alongside slowly while Suzi walked behind a group of children. It
took a long time to get there but she made it. Walking behind the
children, Suzi thought about everything that had happened since
yesterday when she started her education. It had only been one
day and she had already learned so much. 

After finding the door to her class, she marched boldly up to
Miss Adams. She tried to be patient while waiting for two girls to
finish talking with the teacher. Fidgeting first on one foot and then
the other, she was bubbling over to share what she held inside.

“Good morning, Susan,” Miss Adams said finally.
It was her turn. “Hey, teacher. I asked my mommy about God

last night. I asked her all my questions.”
“Well good. I hope that helped you.”
“Yes, it did. She knew all about God. She told me lots. 
“I think that is just wonderful,” said Miss Adams. 
“Yes.  It  is  wonderful.”  The  child  was  happily  nodding  her

head. “She had heard a lot about him before, but...” Suzi stared
into the eyes of the smiling teacher, “but I don't think she really
knows him.”



13. The Rhubarb Plant

School was getting better and Suzi had learned the way to walk
without too much trouble. The one time she did get lost, a nice
lady called the school and they were able to find Mommy to come
and get her. The child was relieved that nobody seemed to be mad
about that, and it didn't happen again. 

Learning came easy to her and she quickly learned to count
and write. Reading was her favorite and it was fast becoming an
obsession. Her teacher was impressed with her drawings too, but
less so with the trouble she had paying attention and following
directions. The kid couldn't sit still or remember to raise her hand;
she didn't share or play well with others. If she did want to make
friends,  whatever  method  she  was  trying  to  accomplish  that
wasn't  working  out.  Nevertheless,  the  child  was  getting  an
education.

It had been a couple of weeks since school started, and Suzi
had just changed her clothes and gone out to the back yard to
play. She went over to the fence at the far end of the yard and sat
staring at Mommy's plant. Mommy called it a rhubarb plant and
the little girl had watched her pick some red leaves off of it a few
days before. Then she had gone back in the house and made a pie.
She  said  it  was  rhubarb  pie.  Looking  down  at  the  plant,  Suzi
remembered how good the pie had tasted and thought Mommy
was very smart to know how to do something like that. Reaching
down and touching the green part of the leaf, her thoughts were
interrupted. 

“Your mama is dead. Go inside the house and tell them your
mama is dead.” The voices were back.

The startled child looked around to see if anyone was behind
the fence or in the yard near her. There was no one. “Who is that?”
she asked out loud.

“We are here to tell you your mama is dead. Run in the house
now and tell them.”

“No! I don't want to,” the little girl spoke into the air. “They
won't believe me.”

“It doesn't matter. Just do it. Go now and say it just like that.”
This was confusing. She wasn't sure this time if it was inside

voices or actual sounds her ears were hearing. She didn't want to



do  what  they  were  saying,  but  they  were  not  giving  up.  She
decided it might be important. She went running up the steps and
to the  door.  Her heart  was  pounding because  she  didn't  know
what  Mommy  would  say,  but  she  ran  right  up  to  her  in  the
kitchen, then stopped and looked at her. 

“My mama is dead.”
“What? What did you say?”
“I said my mama is dead.”
“No,  honey.  She  is  not.  She  is  very  sick,  but  she  is  in  the

hospital. She did not die.”
Suzi, satisfied that she did what she was told, went off into the

bedroom to play. The phone rang and Mommy went to answer it.
Suzi  pulled  out  some  doll  clothes  to  change  her  dolls  and
struggled with getting them over the head. She couldn't do the
buttons.

“Suzi!  Come here!  Come here now!” Mommy sounded very
excited, almost scared. The little girl went running.

“What? What's wrong?”
“How did you know? You couldn't possibly have...but you did.

That was your grandmother calling to say Mama just passed away.
Your  mama  is  dead.  How  could  you  know  when  it  just
happened?”

“They told me.”
“They? Who are they?”
“They were at the rhubarb plant. They said your mama is dead

and go tell. So, I did.”
“Show me who they are.  Show me right now.” She grabbed

Suzi's hand and started walking quickly outside to the fence.
“Right  here,  Mommy.  They were  right  here.  They said  your

mama's dead. They made me come tell you.”
Mommy looked very upset. “How could you know?”
“I didn't know.” The little girl was not sure if she had done a

good thing or not. “Mommy, what is dead?”
Mommy gave her  a funny look.  “It  means your mama is  in

heaven now.”
Suzi gave her a hard look. She tried to read her face to see if she

really believed it. She had said she didn't really believe and now it
seemed she did. “Can I go see Mama there?”

“No. You can't.”
“How do you know she is there then?”



“Because...”  Mommy was trying not to cry.  “Because if  ever
anyone deserved to go to heaven it was your mama. There was no
one as good as her. Everybody loved her. Why I think a whole lot
of people in the town donated blood to try to save her but nothing
could be done. God just wanted her, I guess.”

“He  did?  He  wanted  her?”  Suzi  thought  about  this.  “But  I
wanted her. God took my mama?”

“Yes, I'm afraid he did. She knew she wasn't going to get better.
The last time I saw her, she told me she never was going to get out
of that hospital. She wanted to, though. She wanted to live. She
begged me to take care of you, said she had no one. Well, I told
her I was getting too old to raise a child, but she begged me. I just
can't figure out how you could know.”

“It was the voices, I tell you. I didn't know. They knew.” Suzi
wasn't worried about the voices now. What she really wanted to
know was why God wanted her mama. She needed to find this
place called heaven.



14. Surprise! You Have A Sister!

It had been a long drive and the car had been forced to pull
over more than once for the car-sick child in the back. “Let's walk
around a little  bit  and soon you will  feel  better.” Mommy was
leading her alongside the road until her tummy could settle down.

“How far is it?” Suzi asked, her lips white.
“It is quite a ways. You'll make it.”
“But why are we going to see mama if she isn't there?”
“We  aren't  going  to  see  mama,  but  it  is  called  a  memorial

service. You will get to see your dad, your grandmas, Dixie Storr
and Myrtle, and maybe Carl if they bring him.”

“I can see baby Carl?”
“Maybe. He isn't a baby anymore. He would be getting big by

now. I'd like to see him again.  All your family is  coming and I
would think they would want to see you.”

“Why?”
“Well, because you are Mary's girl.”
The rest of the ride was uneventful and Suzi wondered about

her baby. She wondered why he wasn't  a baby anymore.  What
happened to him? They came to a stop at a park where there were
more lawns than she had ever seen at one place. Where is this?”
she asked.

“We are right next to the Montecito Polo Fields. You're going to
stay here in this area for a little while we go somewhere close by.
You can play while we're gone and some big girls are going to
watch you.”

It seemed like she was left a long time and there was nothing to
play  on,  only  grass  wherever  she  looked.  Cars  finally  began



pulling up to the curb and big people got out and began walking
over to her. She didn't recognize anyone but then she saw Daddy
Jay walking towards her. 

“Your  dad  is  over  there  with  your  brother,  and  they  are
wanting you to come now. They are going to take pictures.” 

“My baby brother? I want to see him.”
“We have a surprise for you. They brought Mary Beth here,

your baby sister. We didn't know that was going to happen. This
may be the last time all of your family will be able to take pictures
together.”

“A baby sister?”  Suzi  scrunched up  her  face  and shook her
head. “I don't know a baby sister. I never seen one.”

“Yes, you have a little sister. She was just born and only a few
weeks old when your mama went into the hospital. You probably
don't remember her,” Daddy Jay said.

“How come I never seen her?”
“I don't know but you can see her now. There she is, right there

trying to stand.” Daddy Jay pointed toward a group of  people
standing around a  baby squatting near  the  ground.  “She can't,
because of her poor little legs. They are getting straightened, but
it's going to take awhile and they're still quite bowed. They put
some kind of a shoe bar on her at night.”

Suzi stared at the baby girl with soft brown curls on her head.
She noticed the short,  chubby legs that  were curved instead of
straight. She was wearing lacy socks and big white shoes on her
feet.  A strange lady kept trying to hold her up.  “Almost,  Mary
Beth. You can almost do it.”

“Where's Carl?” Suzi searched through the crowd of faces. She
turned and saw a tall  man walking toward her and carrying a
toddler with lots of thick, dark hair. 

“Here he is.  Here is  your brother,” the man said.  It  was her
father and he crouched down to be closer to the ground, holding
Carl out for her.

Suzi stared at them both. Carl seemed okay. He wasn't smiling
and he didn't seem to know her, but it did look like him. “It's me!
Carl, it's your sister. I'm Suzi. You know me, don't you?”

He glanced up at her and gave her a quick smile, then looked
all  around at  the bustle  of activity growing in intensity.  People
continued to fill the area.

“Bring the baby over here and let's get a picture of all of them



together,” a lady's voice shouted from the crowd. 
Suzi stared at the back of the head of the baby girl who had just

been placed in front of her. Her father was balancing Carl and her,
one on each leg, while holding the baby up with his hands. It was
not  easy but he managed it  long enough for  people  to get  the
pictures  they  seemed  to  want.  Someone  came  and  took  both
babies away and Suzi was left alone with her father. He sat down
on  a  nearby  bench.  She  kept  thinking  about  the  baby  sister,
wondering where had she come from? Maybe he would know.
She marched over to him and boldly asked, “Where did the baby
come from? I never saw her before. How did she get here?”

He looked a bit surprised. “I thought I could get out of that
one,” he chuckled. “Babies have a special way of getting here.”

“How? How do they,” Suzi persisted.
“They come from the mommies.”
“The mommies? Where do the mommies get the babies?”
“They grow them in their tummies.”
Suzi  stared  at  him,  shocked.  What?  She  could  never  have

thought  of  that  idea.  Mommies  grow  babies?  “I  thought  God
made the people,” she said.

“Maybe  a  god  made  the  first  people  or  helped,  but  no,
mommies  make babies.  They always  have.  That  is  the  way it's
done.”

“Our  tummies?”  Suzi  was  rubbing  hers  and  looking  down.
“...where our food goes? How does it fit?”

“Oh, there's room. They grow inside until they are big enough
to come out,” he answered, still chuckling. 

“How do the babies get out?” She was pinning him with her
little eyes like darts on a dartboard searching the bulls eye. This
was amazing information, and the child was focused intently on
what her father would tell her next. 

“Oh, there's a zipper on her side and the doctor just unzips her
and takes the baby out. Then he zips her back up again.”

Suzi quickly pulled up her dress, searching everywhere for her
zipper. “I don't have one. Where's mine? How will my baby get
out if I don't have a zipper? Why don't I have a zipper?”

“Oh, you can't see them,” he answered. “They are only there
when it is time for the baby to come out. They go away after that.”

“What? Oh.” She felt a little bit relieved.
“Ray,  we have to go.” Mommy had walked up behind Suzi.



“Hey,  don't  pull  your  dress  up  like  that.  People  can  see  your
underwear. That's not lady-like.” She turned her attention back to
Ray. “It's a long drive back, and it's time for us to get going.”

“Mommy, I'm going to get a zipper to get the baby out when I
get a baby.”

“What?” She looked strangely at the child and then at the man
who was now laughing.

“She wanted to know where babies come from, so I told her
about the zipper the doctor uses to get them out with.”

“Oh, my. Well,  come on, Suzi. We have a long drive ahead.”
They walked back to the car, Suzi not knowing or caring that she
would never be  with these people together  in one place again.
“Wave goodbye to your family. Wave goodbye to your Daddy,”
she sniffed and blew her  nose.  Mommy had been crying  a  lot
lately but she always made it stop with her hanky. 

In the back seat,  the busy little  girl  was poking all  over her
body,  searching  in  many places.  She  went  through  contortions
trying to pull  her  dress  up,  feeling all  around her  tummy and
sides for the place where the zipper was hiding. 

“I  think  it  is  right  here,”  she  announced.  “I  feel  something
different on this spot. Is this the zipper place, Mommy, where the
baby  comes  out?”  She  pointed with  one  hand while  the  other
lifted her dress up high so Mommy could see.

“Yeah, I guess so. I don't know. Don't worry about that now.
You have a long time to wait before you will be having a baby.”

Suzi was relieved. That would be a good thing, she thought,
but wondered how they were so sure. Babies could come anytime
and whenever they wanted it seemed. Her baby sister had done
that.  She was already beginning to worry about how she would
take  care  of  it  if  one  started  to  grow  in  her.  Maybe  God had
something to do with not letting the babies grow inside until the
mommy was big enough. She sure hoped so. 

The tired girl laid down on the seat of the old Studebaker and
tried not  to  think about  what  could  happen.  She would rather
think about her baby brother. It made her sad to see that he didn't
show much interest in her, but she believed she could make him
like  her  if  she  could  only get  him.  Mary  Beth,  the  baby sister,
seemed to have a new mama, but he didn't, at least none that she
could tell. And now he was gone again and no one would be able
to tell her where. Tears began to escape and Suzi threw her arm



across  her  face  to  hide,  sucking  on  her  thumb  and  wishing
somebody  would  fix  everything  and  make  the  hurting  stop.
Somebody needed to go get her brother back. Didn't they know?

15. In The Family Way And Other Things To Know

“I'm going to Anna's house for a while. You can play outside or
come with me. I don't care which.” 

Mommy passed Suzi while walking down the street. She had
been sitting in the middle of the sidewalk with a wagon filled with
her  dolls.  They were  going  on  a  long  trip  today  and  she  had
stopped because it was time to make them all take a nap. 

“I  want  to  go,”  She  grabbed  the  handle  of  the  wagon  and
started to follow. Anna Lundberg was the only one of Mommy's
friends who the child liked. She lived with her husband, Al, in a
tiny  apartment  that  was  filled  with  beautiful  glass  dishes  and
cups. All of them were special to her. Al was special to her also,
but Suzi couldn't figure out why. He could only sit on a chair and
he had a big lump below his tummy that made it  so he could
barely walk. His few words were spoken in a whisper. It seemed
he could only watch TV and read a paper once in awhile, even
eating his meals in the chair. Anna seemed to like him a great deal,
though and was always talking to him even if he didn't say much
back. 

She also seemed to like Suzi and was always showing her how
to  do  new  things,  sometimes  letting  her  sit  at  the  wonderful
machine she called a treadle.  The child could push the flat bar
with her feet back and forth, and it put pieces of cloth together.
Anna  called  it  sewing,  and  things  that  she  had  sewn  were



everywhere in her house. Anna was always talking about Sweden,
some place she'd lived at  before.  There  was no better  place on
earth. She also talked about her son, and there was no other son
born  that  was  as  good  as  he.  He  lived  in  Rockford,  Illinois,
someplace  that  was  far  away.  Sweden  was  far  away  too.  Suzi
loved to hear the stories from the kind lady, and she felt happy
whenever she visited at her house.

“Park your dolls outside,” Mommy said. “I want you to sit still
and no running.”

The child nodded, waiting for the door to be answered.
“Well, hello,” a cheery voice greeted them in her thick accent,

“and what do we have here? You've brought all your children,”
she said, looking down at the beaming little girl.

“Yes,  but  I  won't  bring  them inside.  Shh!  They are  napping
right now.”

“Well,  come  in,  come  in.  I  think  they  will  stay  asleep  long
enough for you to have a piece of chocolate cake.  Don't  you? I
made it this morning and just finished icing it.”

The child nodded. Yes, that was going to be true. She was sure
of it.

“Your mommy and I will have coffee. We have some planning
to do with our little neighbor getting married. Isn't it exciting?”
She looked at Mommy.

“We never thought that would happen, did we?” Both ladies
laughed. “Greta and Jim, and to think they lived right next door to
each other.” Mommy pulled out a chair for Suzi to climb on, and
Anna put a piece of cake on a plate in front of her. 

Anna  looked  at  Suzi.  “You know  you  are  going  to  make  a
beautiful  flower  girl!  Mommy  is  going  to  make  you  a  pretty
dress.”

Suzi  looked  at  Mommy,  scrunched  up  her  face  and  asked,
“What is a flower girl?”

“You get to be in the wedding. Greta never had a boyfriend as
far as we know and I don't think Jim had anyone either. Now they
want to be married and they asked for you to be their flower girl.
It's easy to do. We give you a basket of flower petals and you walk
down an aisle, dropping them one by one.”

The child had cocked her head to one side trying to understand
this strange thing they wanted her to do. Mommy chuckled at her
funny look and continued. “After you do that, you just stand up at



the  front  while  the  preacher says  the  words  and then tells  the
people they are married. You chase them outside and throw rice at
them. Then it's all over. We all have cake and go home. I bought
some beautiful material to make you a dress with.”

“What is married?”
“That's what Al and I are. We've been married over fifty years.

That's what your Mommy and Daddy are too. People love each
other and want to get married. That makes them a family and then
they have babies.” 

“Am I going to get married?”
“Yes, you probably will, but not until you grow up,” Mommy

answered. She looked over at Anna. “At least we know Greta isn't
in the family way. They've been engaged for about six months,
haven't they?”

“At least, but I think they are ready. They are a cute couple and
I'm glad to see it happen for each of them.”

“What is in the family way?” Suzi asked, looking at Mommy.
Anna  shook  her  head  and  smiled.  Mommy  looked  a  little

flustered. “It means she is not going to have a baby. You are never
supposed  to  have  a  baby  until  after  you  get  married,  but
sometimes it happens. It's bad for the child and everybody else
when that happens.”

“Will I get married before I have my baby?” Suzi was worried
again. Babies could just be a big surprise and now it seemed they
could cause other problems.

“I certainly hope so. I wouldn't want any girl of mine having a
baby out of wedlock. That would bring a terrible shame.”

Suzi wondered how she could be in so much trouble if  that
happened and what would she do? There must be something that
made the babies come. She had to know. She asked, “Is there a
baby inside of me now? How do they get in there?”

“Well, you don't need to know about that now. I will tell you
when you get older. You finished your cake, so why don't you go
back outside and play for now.”

Suzi  slid  off  the  chair  and  ran  outside,  the  screen  door
slamming behind her. She grabbed her children and headed back
up the street. Daddy Jay was home today and the garage door was
open. He was cutting some wood with his saw. “What are you
doing that for?” she asked.

“I'm making some shelves.”



“Oh.” She looked around the dusty garage, her hands stuffed
in her pockets. “I was wondering, Daddy Jay, what do you do at
work?”

“I am a carpenter for the Southern Pacific Railroad. These are a
lot of the tools I use when I'm at work. I work around trains.”

“Is it fun?” The child asked.
“I don't know about that. It is hard work. It has been a good

enough job to allow me to shop for another car. Our old one has
about had it and I will be bringing a new one home soon, but that
probably doesn't mean much to you.” He stopped for a moment
and looked at the pint-sized bundle of energy standing in front of
him. “I think I need to find something to keep you busy.” He set
his saw down on the wood. 

“Look over  here,  Suzi.  I  want  to  show you something.”  He
walked over to a green and white box that had a metal handle
sticking out of the side. He opened it to reveal a big, round, plate-
looking thing in the middle. He reached down into a box sitting
on the ground and pulled out a cardboard folder. Inside of that
was a large, flat circle of black plastic. 

“What is it?” She asked.
“This is called a phonograph player,” he pointed to the box,

“and this is a record.” He held the black circle up in front of him.
“Watch  this.”  He  put  the  record  on  the  round  plate  and  then
wound up the handle attached to the side of the box. He turned it
around and around for quite awhile. 

“That's like my Jack-in-the-box.”
“Yes, but it does something different. Watch when I turn this

switch on.” The record began to spin. “This arm has a needle in
it,” he said, setting it gently on top. “You have to do this part very
carefully so it  won't  scratch the record.  The needle fits  in little
grooves that are in the record and plays music out of the speaker
that's in the box. This is called Beethoven's 5th Symphony.”

The child stood still, in complete awe from the sounds coming
out of the box. Mouth open and staring wide-eyed at Daddy Jay,
she could think of nothing to say. She had never heard anything
more wonderful. 

“I thought you would like it.” He had a big smile. “In this box
are  many  record  albums,  and  you  can  do  it  yourself  if  you
promise to be careful. They can break and get scratched, but if you
take care of them they will last for years. If the music slows down



you just give a few more winds on the side like this.” He revved it
up a few more times to demonstrate. “This will last quite awhile
now.”

The music was enchanting. Suzi started twirling and dancing
on the dirt floor of the old garage. Cracks in the rickety walls were
big enough to permit sun streaks to shine like spotlights on the
performance below. The rays highlighted the gold flakes sparkling
in the  dust  being kicked in  the  air.  Roof  rafters  overhead held
dusty old pieces of rusted metal that had been stuck up in them
for storage, and Suzi stared up at them as she spun and danced,
pretending they were watching her. Daddy Jay returned to shelf
building  and  the  child  thrilled  to  the  sounds  of  Bach  and
Tchaikovsky all morning. 

Mommy came out to the garage carrying a small plastic bag
and walked back to an ugly-looking, scratched up wooden chest.
“I want to show you a hope chest, Suzi. I just finished crocheting
these lace doilies to put in it.”

“What is a hope chest?” The child had stopped dancing when
the lid of the box was opened to reveal a beautiful, yellow, satin
covering on the inside. “Hey! It's pretty in there.” 

“Yes, it is pretty. This has things you will need when you get
married. That's when you start a new house and you will need lots
of things to do that with.” She lifted several things out of the chest
to  show  her.  “These  are  towels  I  embroidered,  these  are
pillowcases with crocheted lace, and this is another doily I made.
Down there is a set of glasses, but I'm not going to pull them out.”
Mommy  pointed  to  many  things  and  gave  names  for  them.
“When you grow up and get married you will need all of these
things and a lot more. I hope to have it filled by then. I would've
sure  liked to  have  one  of  these  when I  married.  I  had to  buy
everything myself.”

“Why is it called a hope chest?”
“I guess because you hope you get married,” Mommy laughed.
The little girl stared at the lady with her lap full of hope things

and tried to picture herself  grown up and getting married. She
couldn't  imagine  herself  old  and  fat  like  this  Mommy  who
couldn't  even  go  to  the  park  across  the  street  without  the  car
because the walk was too much. She didn't  want to see herself
weak like her mama in heaven either. She hadn't lasted very long.
Suzi shook her head, thinking getting big enough to get married



might not be a good thing.
Mommy carefully set the things back into the chest and shut

the lid. “You two give me a few minutes, and then it's time for
lunch. We have coupon shopping today.”

Suzi had been curious about coupon shopping, but after a few
stores she thought her legs would fall off. They went from place to
place, filling the shopping basket each time. Daddy Jay held the
newspapers with the coupons and told Mommy how many cans
to put in the cart. Then he cut little pieces of paper out and stuffed
them in his shirt pocket. 

Suzi watched for a long time, and then she had to know. “But
why? Why so many cans of corn? And so many cans of beans?
Why is Daddy-Jay putting little papers in his pocket?”

“Coupons save money. Your Daddy only makes three hundred
dollars  a month and we do pretty well on that because we are
careful.  We save lots  of  money buying with these little  papers.
Going around to the different stores, we try to buy enough of each
thing  for  a  year's  supply.  We  make  sure  we  will  always  have
food.”

Suzi thought it was a lot, the shopping cart almost full again,
but when they got home and they started putting it away, she was
amazed  to  discover  what  was  already  in  storage.  It  had  been
hidden under the house in the thing they called the basement. She
had never been in  one before.  The funny door that  lay on the
ground was now unlocked and thrown back open to display the
hidden white stairs underneath. Mommy turned a light on at the
bottom of the stairs, and Suzi saw row after row of shelves under
the house. They were all filled with cans and jars of food. “Wow!
Now I know why you don't pray to God for the food. You get it all
by yourself.”

Daddy Jay had a big black marker and he was writing numbers
on the lids. “Before you ask why, I will tell you. We are marking
dates on the tops of these, and Mommy is moving the oldest ones
forward.” He looked down at the blond head peering up at him.
“We use the oldest ones first.”

“If  you  ever  had  to  live  through  a  depression,  you  would
understand why we do this,” Mommy said. “I hope you never do.
It's a terrible thing. They give you books of stamps called ration
books, and you only get a little bit of the things you need. I never



want to go through a thing like that again.”
The looks on their faces convinced Suzi that she never wanted

to go through one either, whatever that depression thing was. She
suddenly felt glad to have so much food hiding in the basement
and realized it was there to take care of her too. Maybe God ran
out of food and didn't always give it. Suzi already knew she had
to take care of herself in this world and these people seemed to
have learned that also. Daddy Jay even saved the string that came
off of the newspaper each day and put it onto a huge ball he was
making in the garage. People needed to save string and things like
that,  but  the  child  had  no  idea  why.  She  just  knew  it  was
important to do it. 

The putting away job was taking a long time, and they told her
to go play until they were done. She ran upstairs and back into the
house to find the balloon a man had given her at the store. It was
big and red and sitting in the basket where Mommy put it, and
Suzi decided to hit it in the air. She batted it for a long time trying
to see how long she could keep it up. It was a fun game and she
decided to play it in the big room. There was a huge mirror sitting
on top of the fireplace and she could see herself in it when she
jumped  high  enough.  Batting  it  over  and  over,  and  watching
herself  hit  the  balloon,  she  felt  quite  smart.  The  back  door
slammed,  and  Suzi  hoped  they  would  see  how  good  she  was
playing.  The  balloon bounced up  against  the  mirror  one  more
time  right  about  the  same time  or  maybe  it  was  just  after  the
parents  walked in  the  room.  She never knew exactly,  but  they
arrived just in time to see the mirror totter off its perch, followed
by a huge crash as it landed in a million pieces all over the floor.

“Oh, my good mirror. Oh, no!” Mommy gasped. “No! No! No!”
she cried.

“Stand  still,  Suzi!  Don't  move!  Glass  can  cut  you.”  Daddy
looked very worried. “I'm coming to get you.”

The  floor  was  covered  in  sparkles,  and  sharp  points  were
everywhere. She had never seen broken glass before.

“My good mirror.” Mommy was slowly shaking her head. “We
should have fastened it up. I never thought something like that
could happen. I'll never get another one like it. It's gone now.” She
kept shaking her head.

“Sorry.  Sorry.”  Suzi  kept  looking  at  each  face.  She  couldn't
understand  what  had  happened.  Daddy  Jay  carried  her  away



from the glass and plopped her in a chair. 
“Stay there 'til I say to get down. This is going to take awhile. I

don't want you hurt.” 
He didn't seem mad, but a terrible thing had happened because

of her. Her balloon had popped too, but somehow she knew not to
ask about getting another one.  What could ever  be done to fix
this? It didn't seem possible to avoid being a bad kid. She tried not
to cry but tears kept getting out, and the remorseful child sucked
on her thumb, hoping to make herself feel better. Things are only
going  to  get  worse.  That's  what  the  voices  had  said,  she
remembered,  while  watching  them  sweep,  sweep,  sweep,  and
then scoop up the glass in the dustpan. 

“Stop sucking your thumb,  Suzi.  You are  too big to do that
anymore.  You are  going to  ruin your teeth if  you keep it  up.”
Mommy was not happy again and it was for something new, not
just the broken mirror.

She put her head down behind the chair where they couldn't
see her face, couldn't see her sucking her thumb. In a little while,
Mommy walked over to where she was and caught her. “I said
stop sucking your thumb! If you keep it up I'm going to have to
put cayenne pepper on your fingers. That will teach you to stop.
You don't want me to do that, do you?”

Suzi shook her head and put her hands behind her back. She
didn't  want  to  know  what  cayenne  pepper  was.  It  would  be
something terrible and it would hurt.  All she needed to know was
now it was wrong to suck her thumb and it was up to her to find a
way to remember that. There had to be a way to stop.

“Let's  put  the  meat  in  the  freezer  before  it  gets  any  later,”
Mommy said. Suzi, you can get down now. I think we got it all.”
She reached down and turned the TV on. George Putnam sat there
with his papers, blaring out the latest news. “We are going to have
to miss it tonight, I guess. I will call you when it's time to eat.”

They  both  left  and  Suzi  ran  to  get  some  of  her  dolls.  She
hopped up on the couch, remembering to take her shoes off.  It
was one of the rules. She fixed the fancy pillows to be used as beds
for her babies and borrowed the doilies on the end tables to use
for little blankets. She sat on one pillow at the far end of the couch
and pretended to  drive.  While  driving to the ocean one of  her
children woke up and started crying. Suzi ran back and fixed that
doll so she would be happy, then ran back to her driver's seat up



front. It felt so good to run on the couch in her bare feet like that
that she decided to do it again, then again, and again. She forgot
about  her  babies  and  her  driving  and  was  gloriously  happy
running back and forth on Mommy's good couch while George
Putnam went on and on about the stocks, the sports, and all the
other things Suzi didn't want to know about. 

“What  are  you  doing,  young  lady?!”  Mommy  screeched.
“Ruining my good couch! I told you not to jump on it and now
you are running on it!” The heavy lady was practically running
into the bedroom. The girl had never seen her move so fast or look
as scary. 

“I'll  teach  you  not  to  jump  on  the  furniture!”  She  returned
immediately with a black, wire, coat hanger.

“I'm sorry, Mommy. I'm sorry.” She put her arms up in front of
her face,  shielding from what she knew not,  but certain it  was
going to hurt.  A red-faced lady,  now with her  arm raised,  was
coming at her and full of rage.

“I told you if I caught you jumping on the couch again I would
give you a licking.” Mommy swung the coat hanger wildly and
started hitting her with it in every place her hand landed, over
and over again.

“I didn't know,” she screamed, twisting and turning, trying to
escape, but Mommy held her tightly by the arm. “I won't do it
again,” she yelled. “I won't! I won't! I won't! I promise!” 

But Mommy didn't stop. She hit her back, her legs, her arms,
her  ear,  and kept  it  up  while  the  helpless  child  screamed and
cried. 

“Mommy, I forgot!”
“I never want to catch you doing it again. You'd better be glad

you are not mine. If you were mine I would do a lot worse.” She
finally let go of the child's arm. “Go to your bed! Now!”

Suzi ran into the bedroom, crawled up and lay down on top of
the bed,  sobbing hysterically.  Someone shut the  bedroom door,
and being alone in the dark was a merciful thing. Her entire body
was on fire, stinging everywhere, and there was no one to go to,
no one to tell, and definitely no one who would do anything. She
cried  louder  and  louder,  becoming  more  upset  until  she  was
screaming.

The door opened and a beam of light invaded the room. Suzi
sat up quickly, throwing her arms up to try to protect her head



from the next attack. Mommy marched over to her and grabbed
her shoulder, shaking it violently. “You lay down there and go to
sleep! I don't want to hear another sound out of you. Do you hear
me? Now roll over!” 

Falling  into  a  fetal  position  the  child  went  silent  and  stiff,
holding her breath and covering her face with her hands. 

Leaving, Mommy yelled one more time, “Don't make me come
back in here!” The door shut. The comforting darkness returned. 

“I hate her! I hate her! I do! I hate her!” Suzi buried her face in a
pillow, yelling with a voice that was her loudest whisper, but with
so much force inside that it hurt her throat. She didn't care about
stopping  the  tears  anymore,  but  she  forced  herself  to  cry  in
silence, gulping deep breaths. “I'm going to run away, run away
back to my dad's house. I am! I hate her! I'm going to find the big
people's house at the ocean where I belong.”

“Don't put your feet near the edge of the bed.” A voice warned.
“No,  you  must  be  careful  not  to  do  that,”  another  said.  “It

would be bad.” They were back.
“What? Why not?” Their intrusion was startling.  Completely

shaken, she forgot about the escape plans, but she remembered to
use her inside voice to talk back.

“The monsters under the bed will get you. There are monsters
under the bed.” The voices sounded mean.

“Nu-uh,” Suzi answered. “There's no monsters.”
“Oh yes, there are. If you put your feet near the edge or hang

them over they will grab your foot and suck you right down. You
will never get away. They will hang on and pull you down, and
you will be gone forever.”

“Yes, gone forever,” the other voice said.
Suzi immediately pulled herself into the center of the bed, lying

straight  as  a  board,  and wrapped her  arms tightly  around her
chest. She looked wildly back and forth to the sides of the bed,
trying to see the monsters.

“You can't see them,” the voices said. “They are invisible but
they are there. They will leave you alone if you don't get near the
edge.  Don't  forget.  They are only under there in the dark.  You
won't  find them when it's  daytime. Well,  most  of  the time you
won't. They have rules and these are the rules.” 

The dark had never been scary before, but that was before she
knew about the monsters.  Suzi  wanted to think about how she



would run away and how to make plans to do it. She wanted to
think about how much she didn't like Mommy, but her attention
kept going back to the monsters waiting for her to forget, waiting
for her to slide her foot close enough for them to grab. She knew
they were hiding right near the edge of the bed so she made sure
she never got out of the middle, staying as still and straight as she
could. She tried to peer into the blackness to see if any monster
hands were trying to break the rule. 

She  didn't  remember  closing  her  eyes  but  it  happened,  and
they never did get her. It seemed they did have to obey something
because Suzi was able to wake up the next morning. She reached
over and felt the silky texture of the satin quilt and knew it was
the same bed. She must have stayed away from the edge after she
fell asleep. The little girl threw back the covers and leaped out of
bed, jumping down onto the floor and grabbing up the sheet so
she could peek underneath. They were already gone. It was bright
daylight and they had left just as they were supposed to. She was
grateful she'd made it and glad they had rules. There would have
to be some way to get ready for the next night. That's when they
would return.



16. Banned

“We're  having  pancakes  today,”  Daddy  Jay  said.  He  had
several  on  his  plate  when  she  got  to  the  table  and  was  busy
pouring syrup all over them. 

“Why are they black?” The child sniffed hers,  wrinkling her
nose with disdain. “They look burnt.”

“Oh, you eat that! They're okay.” Mommy was buttering them
for the child and pouring her syrup. “I got them a bit dark but it
won't hurt you. I'm not going to throw out good food.” 

Suzi took a bite and made a terrible face. “It's burnt! It doesn't
taste good. Why is it so awful?”

“I'm telling you it's okay. You eat your breakfast! Daddy Jay is
eating his and they're just fine.”

Suzi tried to swallow but couldn't. She gulped a drink of milk
to try to wash it down. Then she took another bite and chugged
that one down the same way, but the third bite was worse. When
she tried to swallow, she gagged. Breakfast came back up and onto
the floor. Daddy Jay grabbed a napkin and wiped her face. 

“I tried,” she cried. “I tried, but I just couldn't.” She grabbed
her tummy.

“Uh-oh. You better go lie down. You'll feel better soon.” 
Mommy looked at Daddy Jay.  “Honey, I  guess I  learned my

lesson, didn't I? I'm sorry I did that. I'll never force that kid to eat
something again she doesn't like.”

Hearing those words gave the little girl some comfort, but now
lying on the bed she was still holding her tummy and felt shaky
inside.  The front doorbell  rang. Mommy returned with visitors,
bringing them into the kitchen and inviting them to sit at the small



table. It was the McClarens, the neighbors who lived next door.
They had five little girls and a beautiful Collie dog named Lady.
Their girls hadn't gotten along well with Suzi and usually sent her
home whenever she tried to play with them. The child did not
realize to what extent she did not play well with others. Neither
had she figured out why she could make no friends at school. She
kept trying, though. 

These McClaren girls had the most fun with one another. She
could see them every day through the fence and they were always
laughing and squealing, running and playing games together in
their back yard. They also shared the same sidewalk when they
played outside in the front. It had been important to one lonely
little girl to figure out how to make them like her. Her attitude had
been that each day was a new day, but they were putting up a
united wall,  impenetrable and disapproving. The man and lady
were now sitting at the table where Suzi could hear everything
from the next room.

“Are you playing tennis again today?” Mommy asked them. “I
sure enjoy watching you play when I sit on the front porch.”

“Yes.  We are getting ready to go over in a few minutes.  We
thought we had better stop by to discuss something with you.”
The  lady  paused  for  a  while.  Suzi  thought  she  might  have
forgotten what she was going to say. Then she began again, “We
are very sorry to have to do this, but we see no other way.”

“What's the problem?” Daddy Jay asked.
“Well, it's about Suzi.” said the red-haired man. “We know you

are doing a wonderful thing taking in that child and you are doing
the best you can. For that, we commend you highly. That's why we
waited so long to say anything.” 

Suzi listened intently, especially since she heard her name.
“She doesn't play well with our girls,” the lady said. “She runs

and jumps on everything, can never be still or leave things alone,
and we never let our own girls act like that. She tries to boss them
around and interrupts whatever they are playing, always fighting
with her words. She doesn't share toys that are not even hers. The
child  just  doesn't  seem  to  understand  how  to  get  along  with
others. Our girls have come to us repeatedly upset and begging
for help. They don't know what to do. So, Mr. and Mrs. Kirby, I'm
sorry to say we finally told them to just to ignore her and not play
with her. We told them don't even speak to her. We don't know



any way to handle this. I am very sorry. We have come to ask for
your help because she doesn't get it. She won't give up.”

“We wondered if you would help us to keep her from coming
over at all,” the man was speaking now, “or playing with the girls
when they are out front. We have been good neighbors for a long
time and we both hate that it has come to this. I hope you can
understand.”

Mommy  and  Daddy  Jay  didn't  say  anything  for  a  few
moments. Suzi laid very still, just waiting for what would happen
next. They were getting rid of her. She knew that much. The next
door neighbors were getting rid of  her.  Their girls  had tried to
push her away for a long time, but she hadn't let them. And now
listening to their mom and dad say mean things about her and
knowing one of them was sitting in her chair at the table made her
feel that she did not belong to this house. Maybe she didn't know
a lot of things yet, but she was a smart little girl.  It hurt inside
knowing they had come over only to be sure they could make her
go away. 

“We will do everything we can to honor your request.” Daddy
Jay spoke quietly. “I apologize for all that you have endured. We
didn't know and we thank you for the patience you have already
given this child. I will talk to Suzi and let her know. You let us
know if there are any further problems.” 

The scraping sound of the chairs moving back on the linoleum
let Suzi know they were getting up. “Thank you,” they both said.

“I am sorry this has happened,” Mommy's voice was fading as
she followed them back to the front  door.  “We have also  gone
through a lot since...”

Suzi  couldn't  hear  anymore  and  didn't  want  to.  Dropping
down into her hiding place behind Daddy Jay's bed, they could all
go away, she thought. She didn't want any of them. Her six babies
were all  in the box where she left  them. Tommy Mason, Chris,
Johnny,  Fritz,  Bobby,  and the  baby girl.  She  kept  changing her
name; it was hard to decide on a girl's name. Today she would
take her babies to the ocean and let them play. She would not let
them go near the holes. Red was helping her watch them all.

“Suzi? Are you in here?” Daddy Jay invaded her world.
“I'm back here, playing.”
He came and sat on the edge of the bed. “The McClarens were

just here to tell us we have to do something about you playing



with their girls.  They don't  want you to go over to their house
anymore or play with their girls.”

“Okay,” a quiet little voice replied.
“They don't even want you to talk to their girls when you see

them or talk to them when they are playing on the sidewalk out
front.”

“I won't,” Suzi promised. “How come they want to do that?
What if I forget?”

“I don't necessarily agree with them but we have to get along
with  our  neighbors.  It  will  be  better  if  we  just  do  what  they
asked.”

“How long? When will they be done being mad at me?”
“I think it will be from now on, Suzi. I will help you remember

if I see anything, but I don't want you to have anything to do with
them at all.”

“What about when you have me take out the trash?” It was one
of Suzi's chores and required going through the McClaren's back
yard to reach the alley.  It  was the only way to get to the trash
barrel.

“You still have to go through their yard, but you don't have to
stop  and  talk  to  them.  Do  you  understand?  I  will  talk  to  Mr.
McClaren  about  that.  We  might  have  to  find  you  a  different
chore.”

“I understand.” She didn't at all. She didn't want to either. She
just  wanted Daddy Jay to go away and let  her  go back to  her
world. It was a better place and they wanted her. 

“I think Mommy wants you to come try on something she is
making. It's almost Halloween and she is making you a nurse's
costume to wear to school. All the kids dress up and then go in a
parade. Mommy is going to make your little red wagon into an
ambulance for the parade.” 

“Okay.” She didn't care enough to ask why nor did she care to
know what a Halloween or a parade was, and Mommy could have
her wagon if she wanted. She let out a big sigh. There would be no
getting  back  to  her  babies  until  she  did  whatever  they  said.
Shutting the lid on the box she got up and followed him into the
big room. They had taught her the real  name for  it  was living
room. The room next to it had its own name too, a dining room.
Mommy was in the den which was attached to the living room
and the sewing machine was kept there. It wasn't a treadle and



Suzi wasn't allowed to go near it. Mommy said it was an electric
machine and the needle could go through her hand. 

“You are going to have so much fun on Halloween,” Mommy
said when she saw her. “There will be lots of candy and fun games
to play at school. They are going to have a big party, and I will be
making the cupcakes for your room.”

The  girl  nodded,  unable  to  shake  the  somber  attitude.  The
cheerful words had not made her care. She stood waiting quietly
to see what they wanted her to do. 

“Let me put this on you and see if it will fit. Put your arms in
here.”

Suzi complied and after a few pin pricks and admonitions to
hold still, she was released to go play. Slowly Suzi walked out the
front door. Daddy Jay was sitting on the porch swing, smoking his
pipe.  The  McClarens  were  outside  running  and  yelling  on  the
sidewalk, their mama watching them from their steps. Seeing their
joy and hearing the sounds of the laughter made Suzi even sadder.
She sat forlornly on the steps and stared. They couldn't make her
stop looking, could they? She wondered about it.

“How am I going to play?” She looked back at Daddy Jay with
her elbows resting on her knees. “They are taking up the whole
sidewalk.”

“I don't know. I don't know,” Daddy Jay was shaking his head.
“We'll have to figure something out. I  don't like this any better
than you.”

Suzi noticed a tall,  dark-haired man making his way in their
direction.  He  was  walking  up the  sidewalk  and going  door  to
door, carrying some plastic bags. She watched as people opened
their doors to him. Some of them would take one of his bags but
others  didn't.  He  walked  up  to  the  McClarens  porch  and  the
mama did not take a bag. It was getting exciting now because her
house  would  be  next  and  she  hoped  Daddy  Jay  would  take
whatever it was.

“Hello,” he said, nodding at her before walking back to Daddy
Jay. “I am Brother Davis and I am from the little Church of the
Nazarene  right  up  the  street  a  few  blocks  from  you.  We  are
starting a children's outreach program for Sunday school. Today I
am going door-to-door in the neighborhood and inviting anyone
who would like to come visit our church. I have a little bag here
with pictures to color and Bible stories in it. There is even some



candy in here for any children you have in the house. Would this
be something that might interest you?”

Suzi  was  looking  wide-eyed and  smiling  at  Daddy  Jay.  She
nodded her head vigorously. Yes, candy was good.

“That is very kind of you. Thank you. Yes, I'll take one. I don't
know when we would ever get her to your church, but I will talk
to my wife about it.”

“Wonderful!” Brother Davis beamed, and looked back at Suzi.
“If you color the picture and bring it to church, you get a prize. I
can't say what it is, but every child who does that gets one. Also,
before church we have doughnuts and after church we have hot
dogs, chips, and Kool-aid.

“That's quite a deal,” Daddy Jay said. 
“Yes, we hope so. We want to reach as many for Christ as we

can. It's a tiny church, but we have a big heart. Good day, sir.”
Brother Davis turned and was off to the next house.

Suzi waited for him to get out of sight and then ran to Daddy
Jay and the bag.  He handed it  over to her.  “Yes,  you can have
this.”

She held it high in the air as a trophy, waving it over her head
and hoping the McClaren girls could see. She pulled out a piece of
candy, wrapped in shiny, red paper and held it  high in the air.
“Looky what I got! Candy!” she yelled. She gave another wave of
the bag in the air, making sure the girls noticed, and then with the
prize clutched tightly against her chest ran inside the house.

“What have you got there?” Mommy asked.
“It's papers to color and there are three candies, she answered,

chewing happily on one of them. If I color it, they give a prize.” 
Daddy Jay had followed her inside. “It's a church up the street.

They  are  doing  a  kid's  thing  and  he's  going  around  inviting
people to come.”

Suzi had a big smile as she ran to the shelf where the crayons
were kept. She would make this picture so good she'd be sure to
get  the  prize!  The  McClarens  couldn't  go.  They  wouldn't  be
allowed because  they  didn't  take  the  bag.  They didn't  get  any
candy either. It was thrilling to think about. She climbed up to the
dining room table and pulled out the first picture from the bag.
Looking back over her shoulder from her perch, she noticed both
parents looking at her. 

“And God likes doughnuts!”





17. Getting Him Back

She heard the talking. Mommy had been on the phone and she
had been sitting nearby on the floor, not really paying attention.
Mommy had put the phone down and started to tell Daddy Jay
that  Carl  was  taken away again.  Upon hearing  his  name,  Suzi
jerked her head up, now instantly focused.

“Poor  little  guy.  She said  he  was  beaten black  and blue,  all
because  he  couldn't  aim  while  sitting  on  the  toilet.”  Mommy
sounded upset.  “He  would  have  needed to  use  both  hands  to
balance  with,  and how could they expect  he  would be  able  to
handle that? They should have had a trainer seat for a little boy
like him. I guess he peed on the guy.”

“And those were relatives? That's terrible!” Daddy Jay looked
mad.

“I would beat that guy to a pulp if I could get a hold of him.
That's  no  man,  in  my  estimation,  that  would  beat  a  kid  for
something like that. Ray had to rescue the child, get him out of
there.”

“Isn't this a second placement?” Daddy Jay asked.
“Yeah.  He  didn't  know  what  to  do.  Audrey  says  he  called

everyone and no one would take him, so he called her. I guess she
and Ed are going to try to handle things for awhile. They said he
is very confused and upset. She sounds like she is at her wit's end,
didn't expect to get a toddler at her age. Why, they are a lot older
than us. Ed must be in his sixties.

“At least,” Daddy Jay said. “ I hope they can do it. Ray has just
about run out of options.”

“I told her the parade is tomorrow, and so they are going to



come over. You'll be at work, but I invited them to stay for dinner.
They have been wanting to see Suzi anyway, and this will be a
good time.”

“That's good.”.
Suzi  jumped  up  and  ran  over  to  Mommy.  “Who is  coming

tomorrow?” she asked. She already knew but had to be sure.
“Your  brother.  At  the  moment  he  is  staying  at  your

grandfather's  house.  They live in Van Nuys,  not  very far  away
from here.”

“Yippee!” she shouted. “Yippee!  I'm going to see Carl!  Is  he
really coming?” She jumped up and down and spun around at the
same time.

“Don't  yell!  Yes,  and  stop  that  jumping!  He  is  coming  and
you'll  be able to see your grandpa Ed too.  He is your mother's
father. He divorced your grandma Myrtle, but he remarried and
you will get to meet his new wife.”

After finding out about her brother, she'd heard nothing more;
an explosion of joy had propelled the girl out of the room as she
went  racing  to  share  the  good  news  with  her  children  in  the
hiding place.

“And stop that running in the house!” Mommy yelled.
Once behind the bed, she hugged her box, not opening it. There

should  be  nothing  wrong  but  something  inside  was  breaking.
Suddenly  she  began  to  cry.  Moments  before  she  was  rejoicing
knowing that her Carl would soon be here, but now something
was making her  feel  sad and afraid.  Would he  remember  her?
Would he like her? Other kids didn't like her. What if he didn't
want to know her? I'm not a good kid, Suzi thought. I have to get
fixed before tomorrow. Nothing she had tried had worked yet, but
this may be her only chance. I will be extra good to him she told
herself, and I'll give him my toys. Remembering all the times she
had cried for him only made her feel more desperate.

“I just want to hold him,” she sobbed, whispering into the air
as if an invisible person could hear her. “I can’t stand him being
gone  and  now  I  get  to  see  him.”  She  grabbed  Daddy  Jay's
bedspread and wiped her nose and face on it. It felt good to cry
and  they  couldn't  see;  they  didn't  know.  They  soon  would,
though,  if  she  couldn't  stop.  Suzi  ran  into  the  bathroom  and
splashed water on her face to try and hide the crying. She stayed
in the bathroom until her face looked better, but Mommy came



while she was standing in front of the mirror.
“What  are  you  doing?  You've  been  in  here  awhile,  haven't

you?”
“I'm done now.”
“Have you been crying?”
“No. I hurt my knee on the dresser but it's fine now.” 
“Let me see?” Mommy bent down and pulled up the pant legs.

“I don't see anything.”
“It's inside my knee but I'm better now,” Suzi lied again.
“Let me put you in the bath and that should make it better,”

Mommy said, turning on the tub full blast. 
Suzi stripped down and obediently hopped in the tub. She laid

down on her back in the warm water. It never was deeper than
what would cover her knees. Little sighs escaped from her as she
listened to  the  sounds of  underwater  gurgling.  She  floated her
hands, letting them drift by her side, and completely relaxed in
the soothing, silent world. No longer able to hear the ticking of the
cat clock on the wall, she watched its long tail moving back and
forth, back and forth.

“Suzi! Wake up! You've fallen asleep. Don't want you to drown
in here.”

“Huh?  I  wasn't  asleep,”  she  protested.  “I'm  okay.  I  was
watching the cat tail.” 

“Let's get you in a safer bed. You must have had a long day.”

The  next  day  a  surprised  girl  learned  what  a  party  was.
Mommy had dressed her up that morning to be a nurse and had
given her a little  black plastic  purse she'd called a medical  kit.
There were strange pictures on the outside showing what was in
the kit, but she had to wait until she got back home before it could
be opened. Mommy said the things inside had something to do
with being a nurse. When Suzi got to school it seemed as though
every child there was dressed to be something different. She saw
cowboys,  princesses,  Superman,  pirates,  dancing  girls,  Indians,
policemen, monsters, and many she didn't know. Miss Adams was
dressed as a clown and wore a big red nose. Some children in the
kindergarten class didn't wear a costume. 

“Linda, why aren't  you dressed up as something?” Suzi had
walked right over to her desk before the bell rang.

“I don't really know. My mom doesn't believe in it,  I  think.”



She looked somewhat sad and confused.
“Why not?”
She shrugged her shoulders and shook her head for an answer.
Suzi turned her attention on Billy. He was two desks away and

she stepped over to him. “How come you don't have a costume?”
“My mom  forgot,  but  she's  getting  me one  for  tonight.  I'm

going to be a ghost and scare everybody. Rrraaahh!” he yelled,
putting his hands up like claws. Suzi leaned back out of his reach
and scowled at him.

Carol was sitting next to Billy, wearing a black robe and tall,
pointy, black hat. “What are you?” Suzi asked.

“I'm a witch!” she proudly announced.
“What's a witch do?”
“She flies on a broom and scares little kids, and cooks things in

big pots.” She looked at Billy with an air of superiority. Clearly, his
ghost impersonation hadn't impressed her.

“I wish I could fly on a broom,” Suzi said. At that moment the
bell rang, sending children scrambling for their seats.

The whole morning was filled with games about Halloween
and a lot  of  candy was passed out for getting correct  answers.
Every child soon had a pile on their black napkin. Then Mommy
came in the classroom carrying a tray of chocolate cupcakes with
orange sugar sprinkles on top. Another mother helped to pass out
everything, including small goody bags to take home. 

The dismissal bell rang and Miss Adams went and stood at the
front. “Clean up time,” she announced. “We have a parade to go
to, children. Everyone is going to be in the parade and we will
walk  around the  perimeter  of  the  school.  There  will  be  lots  of
parents taking pictures and I want everyone to be on their best
behavior. Prizes will be rewarded for best costumes.”

The walk was tiring and Suzi was not the only kindergartner
who couldn't get much out of it. She was glad she didn't have to
walk home today. Mommy was giving her a ride. A carnival for
the school had been set up on the foursquare courts and balloons
were tied everywhere. Colored feathers, shiny foil pictures, and
little dolls were at every booth, including bowls of candy.

“We're not going to this today,” Mommy said. 
Suzi  was  glad.  She  had  no  idea  what  a  carnival  was,  but

everything for her was too noisy, and she was overwhelmed with
all  of  the  unknown things.  She  wanted to  go home and be  by



herself. 
Her red wagon had been decorated with a cardboard box on

the top and Mommy struggled with getting it in and out of the
car. “Don't change your clothes today, Suzi. I want to get pictures
of you and your ambulance.” 

“Okay.”  She  went  inside  to  play  while  Mommy  put  things
away, but as she was walking by Daddy Jay's dresser she decided
to see what he had sitting on the doilies in front of the mirror.
There was a little glass dish and next to it a brush with a skinny
comb. She tried using the comb but it just got stuck in her hair.
There was a cup with a shaving brush and some smelly soap next
to  it  wrapped  in  plastic.  Then  she  noticed  some  long  skinny
scissors  with very sharp  points.  Picking them up carefully,  she
wondered if they were like her round-ended scissors she used for
cutting paper. Staring at her braids in the mirror, she pulled one
out  away  from  her  head  with  one  hand  and  held  the  opened
scissors with the other, bringing them over her braid.  I wonder
what it feels like to cut hair, she thought. I wonder if it would cut.
She chomped down on the braid and immediately the thing came
off in her hand. She sat there staring at the long braid, thinking
about what had just happened. 

“What  have  you  done?”  She  hadn't  heard Mommy coming.
Standing just inside the doorway with her hands on her hips, she
looked quite upset. 

Suzi held up her braid to her. “Can you put it back on? I didn't
know it would do that.”

“Oh, dear! I didn't need this today. No, we cannot put it back
on and right now I have to get you down to the beauty parlor
before our company comes. Oh, Suzi.” She shook her head, her
eyes narrowed with disapproval.  “Never,  never,  never cut your
hair again and never touch Daddy Jay's scissors! You could have
poked your eye out. I know now to put them up.” She took the
proffered braid and tossed it unceremoniously into the little trash
can by the bed. Staring sadly at the lopsided hairdo, she touched
the ends of the girl's short side. “I guess we will have to get you a
bob. There is nothing more to do. Get in the car. We have to go
immediately and pray she can get you in.”

The place was only a few blocks away and fortunately the nice
lady, after laughing and tsk, tsking at Suzi, was able to get them
in. Within a few minutes everything was all better. The chair that



pumped her up into the air was fun and so was the black cape and
tape that  went  around her  neck.  The smelly  powder made her
sneeze, but it was all a great adventure. Afterward, the little girl
was handed a mirror to admire herself, and everyone in the shop
made a fuss over how nice she looked. Mommy seemed to like her
hair better than before. “This will be much easier to take care of,”
she said, pulling her out to the car. 

They were back home all inside of an hour. “Sit out here on the
steps and wait while I go get my Brownie.” While she was inside
getting the  camera,  a  big,  gray  car  pulled up.  The child didn't
recognize the people. She only noticed they both had white hair.

A lady first got out and walked toward the porch. “Hi!” She
was friendly and wore a big smile. “I bet you are Suzi. My, just
look at you!” she gushed. 

“I got a new haircut.” Suzi flipped her hair with her hand.
“Yes, she did.” The screen door slammed as Mommy walked

out to greet the visitors. “Hi, folks. I'll have to tell you about that
later.”

“I love it! It looks adorable. I am Audrey, your Grandpa's wife.
I  have someone I  think you might want to see.” Stepping back
over to the car, she opened the back door. A little boy climbed out
shyly, looking all around, and she held his hand to steady him.
“Now don't go near the street. Those cars would never stop. They
are going too fast.”

“Carl!” Suzi shouted and leaped off the stairs to run over to
him. “It's you! You are finally here!”

His sister's boisterous welcome caught his attention. “Hello.”
He  laughed  a  little  bit,  excited  now  by  the  other  child's
enthusiasm.

The man, wearing a tan suit and dark hat, got out of the car
and walked around to the two children. “I am your grandfather,
Ed Moore,” he said to Suzi. She barely noticed. Carl was here.

Looking up at him, she announced, “This is my baby brother.”
She thought he should know that. “I want to hold him.”

“No,” he said. “He is too big for you to pick up. Why don't you
come and sit down with him instead? Audrey, come get a picture
of these two together. Come here, Suzi, and give your grandfather
a  kiss.”  She  ran  over  and  he  grabbed  her  cheek,  kissing  her
quickly on the mouth.

“Eww! Why did you do that? What did you do that for? You



put your tongue in my mouth. Aack!” She wiped her mouth on
her sleeve. “Mommy, he put his tongue in my mouth.”

“That's called French kissing. I do that because I'm French and
so are you, so that's why we do French kissing.”

“I'm not gonna be French. I don't like it. Eww.” Suzi was still
spitting and wiping her mouth. “I'm not gonna kiss him again,
Mommy. Do I have to?” She didn't want to know this grandpa,
and wouldn't be kissing him anymore. After this, she wouldn't be
kissing anyone.

“No, you don't  have to.” Mommy gave Grandpa Ed a mean
look. “Look up here, kids.” She held up her camera and so did
Audrey. The two ladies took a long time getting all of the pictures
they wanted. In between orders to look at the camera and smile,
Suzi kept looking at Carl. It seemed that he might like her a little
bit. It was cheering her up.

“Okay,  hold  your  doll  and  look  up  here  so  I  can  snap  the
picture. Stand closer to the wagon. That's good.”

“I got it too,” said Audrey. “I think I got enough. We should
probably let them go. Kids, you want to be done? Be free.”

“Let's run on the lawn,” suggested the big sister. With a whoop
they were off, running and jumping and yelling for joy. She was
much faster  but  waited  to  let  him catch up.  Suzi  noticed Mrs.
McClaren  had  walked  over  from  her  front  porch  and  started
talking to the two ladies. She was no longer avoiding Mommy but
was acting friendly, standing there smiling and laughing like they
were  still  friends.  I  wonder  if  they  are  telling  her  about  my
brother,  thought Suzi.  Mrs.  McClaren motioned for her girls  to
come over and Lady followed. Carl ran over to pet the dog and
Suzi wondered if she should tell him about the rule, tell him not to
talk. She decided to see what Mommy would do.

“Oh,” Annie squealed. “He is so cute! He is just adorable!”
Diane  reached  down  and  patted  his  head.  “I  love  his  hair.

Mommy, isn't he just the cutest little boy? I wish we had a boy.”
Suzi ran up and grabbed his hand, pulling him away. “Come

on, let's run again,” she yelled. It was her brother and they didn't
get to have him. She sat down at the far end of the lawn. “Want to
rest for a minute, Carl?”

“Come here, Suzi. I want to get a picture with all of you kids
and the dog together.”

She wondered why but didn't say anything. It was worrisome



to have them so close to her  brother,  but after the picture was
taken it was a big relief to her that Mrs. McClaren announced they
all had to go home.

“Want to see my toys?” Suzi asked.
Her brother nodded, and they turned and ran upstairs and into

the house.  She dumped everything out on the floor with a big
crash. This was a special occasion, and she stayed busy showing
him all of the favorites, being careful to let him play with anything
he wanted.  She kept glancing at  him,  making sure he was still
there, that it wasn't pretend, and this time she remembered not to
take things away. The two strangers played side by side for a very
long time, not talking, each happily in their own little world.

“Time to get ready for dinner. Put all the toys away.” 
“Okay, I will.” Suzi ran around throwing them in the basket.

She didn't care that he was too little to help. Carl was right here in
her house, right next to her. At the table, Mommy found a book to
put under him so he could eat with them in the dining room. It
was really big, even bigger than the Los Angeles phone directory.
They called it the family Bible. They had to add a pillow on top of
that before he could see over the table. This was the first time Suzi
had eaten in this room. Mommy used her special green plates and
shiny silverware she kept hidden away in a drawer. She said it
was only used for company. 

“Suzi,” Grandpa Ed said, “you look like your mother did when
she was a little girl. I was your mother's father and I lived with her
when  she  was  very  young.  Then  I  divorced  her  mother.”  He
paused and his face contorted in an ugly way. He patted his lips
with the cloth napkin. “She was truly an evil woman, a witch, and
I couldn't do anything to save your mother.” Grandpa Ed started
to cry. This was quite alarming to the small girl who had never
before seen a man cry. 

“I read the Bible thirty-nine times,” he continued, grabbing a
handkerchief  from his  pocket.  “I  read it  from cover  to  cover.  I
know what is right and I know what is wrong. I know about good
and I tell you I know all about evil because I was married to it. I
couldn't do anything about that woman. She wouldn't change so I
divorced her. She kept the children. I wish I had a chance to do it
all  over  again.  I  would  do anything to  get  your mama back.  I
couldn't  protect her. It  is  just so sad, so sad. You poor children
have to suffer now.” Crying, he covered his face.



Suzi  did not know what  words she was supposed to  say.  It
seemed that she was important to him in some way, but his words
were confusing her. She simply stared at the old man dabbing his
eyes with the handkerchief.

“She nearly killed your sister, Mary Beth.” He looked around at
Mommy and Daddy Jay sitting next to him at the table. You heard
about that, didn't you? That woman should not have children! She
and her drunken husband!” Audrey leaned over and patted his
hand.

Mommy looked at Suzi and said, “If you are finished, you can
get down now. You go play with Carl for a little while.

Glad to escape, Suzi ran over and helped her brother get down.
The  two  children  played  quietly  on  the  floor  with  a  box  of
dominoes  Daddy  Jay  brought  out  for  them.  Grandpa's  crying
seemed to stop and the children paid no attention to the chatter of
the  big  people  sitting  at  the  table.  After  a  while,  Mommy
announced it was bath time but she announced Carl was getting
the first one. She sent Suzi out of the bathroom and told her to
come back when she had him dressed again. In the living room,
Suzi  saw Daddy Jay  putting  chairs  up against  Mommy's  good
couch and laying plastic on top of it. Next, he put on a couple of
blankets. 

“What are you doing?” she asked.
“I am making a bed for your brother. I think he is going to stay

with us for a while.”
“He is?” She gasped, and started jumping up and down. “Oh

goodie, goodie! Oh goodie! We're getting him now?”
“I think so.” He smiled.
Audrey walked out to her car and then returned a few minutes

later with a little brown suitcase. “He doesn't have much. I don't
know what they did with the kid when they had him. We bought
several things and put them all in here.”

Mommy came out from the bedroom, followed by a wet-haired
boy. He was dressed in white pajamas with little blue sailboats.
“Tell Grandpa and Audrey goodnight, Carl, and crawl up here to
go to night-night.”

Grandpa Ed gave the toddler a hug and so did Audrey. After
they  finished  covering  him up,  Suzi  popped her  little  head  in
between the chairs and leaned over him. She whispered, “You get
to be with me now. I will take care of you.” She patted his small



hand. “You will be okay.”
“Say goodbye  to  your  grandpa,  Suzi.  Then,  in  the  tub with

you.”
After the goodbyes, the big people stayed outside for awhile.

Suzi kept standing by the bedroom door, peeking around at Carl,
making sure  he  was  really  there.  She  watched him looking all
around the room and then he caught her eyes. She waved shyly
and he waved back. The sounds of returning feet told her it was
time to run and get in the tub. She had taken too long. She raced
back to the bathroom, threw her clothes off and jumped in. The
water was cold. Making a few splashes, she hopped out and tried
to dry off  quickly.  Still dripping in places, she stepped into her
nightgown and climbed into the bed. There were sounds of dishes
clinking  and  voices  talking  in  the  next  room.  There  was  the
scuffling of chairs and the slight squeak of drawers being opened
and  closed,  and  then  the  sounds  moved  into  the  kitchen.  She
knew they would be washing dishes. She knew they would soon
go  to  their  beds,  but  the  best  thing  was  she  knew  where  her
brother was tonight, and he was all right.



18. Meeting The Mungers

“Look  what  I  found  yesterday  at  the  Goodwill!”  Mommy
showed Daddy Jay a small, tan suit with a shirt and tie on a child's
hanger.

“Hey,  that  looks  like  Grandpa  Ed's  clothes,”  Suzi  said.  “It's
clothes like a man wears.”

“Well,  Carl is a little man. This is just for church and people
dress up for church.”

“Why? Why do they?”
“They just do,” Daddy Jay answered. “That looks brand new,

doesn't even look like it came from a thrift store.” 
“No, it doesn't, and look at this.” From a large plastic bag and

with a grand flourish she pulled out a beautiful, white, lacy dress.
She looked at the wide-eyed girl. “These will be Sunday clothes. If
we are going to let you go to church, we have to get the right
clothes for it or you can't go.”

Suzi gasped. “Is that for me?” She could see herself dressed like
a princess, spinning in it.

“Yes,” Mommy said. 
She  loved  the  dress  but  was  curious  as  to  why  God  made

people wear special clothes to go to His church. “We are going to
church? Is it the one I colored the pictures for?” The picture had
been tucked away in a safe place. She had tried her best to stay in
the lines. 

“It is. In fact, you can go there with me this morning to meet
the Mungers. I want to see what they are all about.”

“You hear that, Carl?” Suzi looked over at her brother sitting
on the floor, playing with tiny cars. “We are going to church! A



girl at school told me that's God's house.” He stared blankly at
her. 

“God is somebody who has our mama right now. He's keeping
her in heaven.” 

Not interested, he returned to his cars.
“We can walk too,” Mommy said. “It's not very far. Jay, if you

will keep an eye on Carl, I will take her with me.”
“Certainly. It's just us guys. Huh, Carl?” The little boy dropped

down on his tummy and made vrhoom sounds for an answer. His
cars were busy crashing into each other at the moment.

As they began their journey, Suzi noticed they were walking in
the  opposite  direction  from  the  daily  walk  to  school.  She  had
always  wondered  what  was  on  the  other  side,  but  so  far  the
houses didn't seem much different. It was a short walk to a red,
brick building on a corner. A big sign was in the front with a few
steps leading up to two large, white doors.

Mommy spoke to a man standing in the courtyard. “Are you
the pastor here? I wanted to come and talk with you a minute.”

“Yes. I am Brother Munger and I'm pleased to meet you. Won't
you please come over to the parsonage next door and meet my
wife, Sister Munger.”

“Mommy, how can she be his wife and his sister?”
They both laughed and Mommy explained it was church talk.

She was not his real sister. Still confused, Suzi wondered how she
would learn to speak church talk, but more answers could wait as
the front door opened and a lady now stood before them. Sister
Munger was as chubby as Mommy but a little bigger. Her hair had
more gray and she wore a long, dark-brown dress. A tiny bonnet
made out of lace had been pinned on top of her head.

“Oh, hello. I'm Mrs. Kirby and I wanted to find out more about
your church. We have two small children, and I wondered if it was
a place where we could send them unsupervised?”

“Oh, certainly!” Sister Munger smiled and her voice was like a
welcoming hug. Suzi liked her immediately. 

“We love children. Our ministry is all about them. Come in and
see what we do.” She led them into the spacious living room with
dark-wood paneling and almost no furniture. Windows covered
in lacy, white curtains along one wall invited the morning sun to
fill the room. The brightness shone like a spotlight on the colorful,
red  rug,  highlighting  the  many  woven  details  in  the  patterns.



“This room is where I  bring the children and have them sit  all
around on the floor. The place fills up.” 

Leaning against  one wall  was  a  board covered in  light-blue
material. She walked over to it. “I use this flannel board and these
cardboard pieces,” she said, touching a small box beside it, “to tell
Bible stories. 

Suzi  noticed the box was holding many colorful  shapes that
looked  a  lot  like  paper  dolls.  She  could  see  clouds  and  lions,
sheep, and people wearing robes. She ran over and touched the
soft strips attached to the back of each. “Can I play with them?”
she asked, pulling some out of the boxes.

“No, honey. I'm sorry. We don't play with them. These are just
for telling stories.”

“But why not? I promise to be careful. I won't hurt them.”
“Don't talk back, Suzi,” Mommy scolded. “You mind! Do you

hear me?”
Suzi quickly let go of the story things, dropping them into the

box and taking a few steps back.
 “Oh, you didn't do anything wrong. It's just that they can get

ripped easily,” Sister Munger explained, “and I need them to tell
my stories. You will love these stories. We learn about Jesus here.”

“What's Jesus?” Suzi glanced up at her. The lady didn't seem at
all upset.

“He is the Son of God and he is somebody who loves you.” She
turned to look at Mommy now. “We are just beginning a program
here  that  we're  quite  excited  about.  You  walked  past  our  big
Sunday school bus when you came in, and Brother Davis drives
that bus every Sunday morning into the slums. He and Brother
Munger go from street to street and call the children into the bus.
When they are all seated, we give them each a doughnut and then
tell a Bible story. If they sit quietly, they get a piece of candy. We
give them pictures to take home and color, and as they leave we
pass out a hot dog and some chips. Then it's on to the next street.
A lot of the kids we meet don't get much to eat and they come
running when they see the bus. Pastor and Brother Davis are back
before church time.”

“What a great idea!” Mommy was impressed.
“Yes, thank you. We are thinking about bringing a bus filled

with some of the kids to the church in the next couple of weeks. Of
course, we will have the parent's permission, but we could feed



them here right after the service and then take them back home.
There is a bakery close by that donates all of its day-old buns and
doughnuts, even outdated chips, and that helps to keep our costs
very low. You see, we don't have many people at this little church,
only a couple dozen or so that are able to attend, but we have a lot
of faith. And...” she turned back to Suzi, “we love children!”

“I would like to come.” Suzi looked up at Mommy. “I wouldn't
touch her story things.”

Sister Munger smiled. “I can tell you are a very good girl! We
can use you in our special Junior Missionary Club and we have
Junior Choir too.”

“What is that?” Suzi asked.
“Well, every Wednesday afternoon we get together here at the

church and do the jobs of missionaries. We take anyone who will
work for God, and you look old enough to do that. 

“I am? I'm big enough?”
“Oh, certainly! Yes, lots of fun missionary work around here.

Sometimes we sit at a table and make books out of old cards and
then bring them to the hospitals. We give them to the patients and
it cheers them up. Then every week there's the stuffing of all the
papers and candies into the little baggies. That's needed in order
to have them ready to hand out for the Sunday school and bus
ministry. We eat a lot of candy doing that job. Oh, and I shouldn't
forget  to  mention we always  have the sick and elderly  to  visit
because so many of our people have become too feeble to come to
church. If you want, we can also let you hold the babies at story
time.  Someone  always  sends  their  babies.”  Sister  Munger  was
nodding  her  head  with  a  funny-looking  smile.  “They  don't
understand my stories so we just try to keep them entertained. We
never seem to  run out  of  things to  do at  this  church and God
always needs helpers.”

“He does? He needs helpers?” Suzi was intrigued by the idea
that God would need her.

“Definitely. Suzi, do you like to sing? That's what Junior Choir
is all about.”

The little girl nodded her head vigorously. She loved to sing,
almost more than swinging, and loved any music she had ever
heard.

“Well, then,” Sister Munger continued, “we can just put you in
the choir. You'll like that. You can sing for God in this church.”



“I can? You think he wants me to?”
“I know he does.  Mrs.  Kirby, let's  go have a look inside the

sanctuary. Brother Munger and I take care of our parents and we
have them staying in a room next to the platform. They are both
bedridden and it's time I checked on them, but I will only be a
minute.” She took them through a side door and two of the oldest
people Suzi had ever seen were lying in a big, white, fluffy bed.
The old man had no hair or teeth,  and the old lady had a few
remaining white strands.  Suzi didn't  think she had teeth either.
Sister Munger went over to them and spoke for a few minutes
while Mommy walked her into the church.

“What  are  those?”  Suzi  asked,  pointing  to  some  strange-
looking, skinny, wooden seats. 

“Those are called pews. People sit in them. The preacher stands
up there at that thing called a pulpit and he talks.”

She glanced around the room noticing the bright white walls
with nothing on them, and then looked down at the frayed and
thin carpet. Some places were badly worn, showing spots of white
linoleum underneath. They were standing next to a stage at the
front, and she noticed the chairs were much nicer on the platform.
On one side,  there  was a piano just  like  the one in  her  school
auditorium. She walked over to it and started to plink some of the
high-sounding keys gently. 

Sister  Munger returned to her  visitors.  “Thank you for  your
patience. We check on them fairly often, but they have a bell they
can ring if they need us. They've been doing quite well for several
months, and we are determined to keep them out of an old folk's
home.”

Suzi walked up and down the rows of pews and wondered if
God ever came to his house. It wasn't fancy and the people who
were taking care of it for him didn't appear to have much money,
but Sister Munger seemed to know God. At least she was sure that
he wanted Suzi to work for him. 

Mommy started saying the goodbyes and Sister Munger told
her she would look forward to seeing them again. The white doors
closed behind them and they walked down the front steps. 

“So that's a church,” Suzi said.
“That's a church. I think it will be fine. When we get home, you

can go over to the park for awhile. You can take Carl if you want,
but you have to promise to watch out for him the whole time and



keep him from getting hurt.”
“I promise,” Suzi said. It was a powerful feeling to be allowed

to take him. Now she could show him the playground and her
beloved swings. Maybe he could learn how to push himself like
Daddy Jay had taught her. “I will hold his hand until we get over
there and teach him the rules,” she said.

While they were walking, Suzi had been thinking about the old
people in the white, fluffy bed. “Mommy, why do those people
have to sleep in the same bed? One is a man and the other is a
lady.”

“That's okay because they are married. They are very old but
they are still married.”

“How come you don't sleep with Daddy Jay? You are married.
And why does Daddy get his own room and we have to share a
bed?”

“I'm just not lucky at love, I guess,” Mommy answered.
“What does that mean?”
“Oh, nothing. He snores and keeps me awake. We just prefer to

have our own rooms.”
“When you lose your hair and teeth, will you get to sleep with

Daddy Jay then?”
Mommy laughed. “Maybe. We will have to wait and see.” 
Back  at  the  house,  Mommy  made  the  two  children  eat  a

sandwich before letting them go to the park. “Hold his hand, Suzi,
and I'll  stand here  on the  porch and watch until  you both get
across the street. I'll call the recreation supervisor to let her know
he will be with you so she can keep an eye out for the two of you.”

“I'll  just carry him. He's my baby boy.” Suzi hiked the long-
legged toddler up on her hip and started off down the street. “I
will be careful. I won't drop you,” she told him. “Don't worry,”
she worried,  struggling  with  the  baby who weighed almost  as
much as she. At the stairs to the tunnel she was forced to put him
down, and grabbing up his hand she helped him down carefully. 

“If you yell, you can hear an echo,” she said. “Hey! Hey!” she
yelled. “Try it!”

They  went  through  the  darkened  empty  underpass  both
running and yelping like dogs. On the other side, Suzi dutifully
grabbed his hand to go up the stairs. Stopping to wave at Mommy
after  reappearing,  she  picked  her  baby  up  again  and  proudly
marched into the park with the trophy on her hip.



“Mrs. Stevens, this is my baby brother.” She showed him off to
the  admiring  staff.  “Hey,  kids!  Look  what  I've  got,”  she
announced to any who would listen. When it seemed no one else
would tell her how cute he was, she decided it was time to go to
the playground. The adult swings that were big for her completely
engulfed his small body. Suzi tried anyway. “Hang on really tight,
Carl, and I will push you.”

He did as he was told, tucked his little legs under and hung on,
but it was quite a struggle for the small girl to comply with his
demands for higher, higher! “Maybe we should put you on the
baby swings,” she said breathlessly. 

She pulled him off but getting him up and into the baby swing
took a tremendous effort. 

“Can't do it,” said Carl, as his foot got stuck in the webbing.
Suzi reached down and yanked his foot through the hole, and

after a quick yelp of pain he plopped into position. She pushed
him for awhile and then tried to show him how to do it, but he
couldn't. In frustration, she left him for a quick swing of her own,
but  Carl  started  complaining  loudly  of  being  trapped  and
abandoned in his swing. A man she had not noticed before walked
up behind him and started to push. Carl shut up, happy to be in
the  air  again,  but  his  big  sister  jumped  off  immediately  and
grabbed the swing, stopping him with a twisting jerk. 

“He's my brother.” She stared at the man. “I'm supposed to
watch him.”

The man didn't say anything, but walked away and sat on a
nearby bench. 

“Get  me  down!”  Carl  begged,  putting  his  head  down  and
kicking his little legs. He felt stuck in a swing that wasn't going
anywhere.

“Okay, but when I am swinging again don't go in back of me,
or you will get kicked.”

“I won't,” he promised.”
It took more effort to get the little boy out than it had to get

him in. Turning it upside down and peeling him out of it was the
only way she could manage. Both children fell to the ground, but
at least he was free. Suzi went back to her make-believe world and
once again went flying in the air. Her brother was playing quietly
in the sand close by and Suzi wasn't thinking about him. She was
wondering if she jumped out of the swing when it was really high



could she fly like a bird? She happened to look around from her
lofty  position  right  at  the  moment  a  man  reached  down  and
picked Carl up. It was the same man who had pushed him on the
swings and now he was carrying him away. 

“Hey!” she yelled. “Put him back!” she yelled again. Trying to
stop her swing was taking time and she twisted it back and forth
trying to see what the man was doing, dragging her shoes on the
ground and hurting her feet. She fell out, skinning her hands and
knees in the dirt.

“Hey! You can't take my brother away!” she yelled at the top of
her lungs.

Her  yelling  seemed to  stop  him  and  he  sat  quickly  on  the
bench, holding the toddler in his lap.

Suzi sprung up from the dirt and ran toward him. “Let go of
my brother!” She hopped up next to him and grabbed Carl's arms,
pulling him from the man and into her lap. “You can't have him.
He's mine! He's not your baby!” She wrapped her arms around
him protectively. The man kept his eyes on the little girl but never
said a word. He had a half-smile that was almost friendly but his
eyes were not. Something about him scared her. “Come on, Carl.
I'm taking you home now!”

Walking quickly away and struggling to carry her brother, Suzi
yelled out once more, “You're not supposed to take other people's
children!”

It was quite a distance across the expansive lawn, but at the
recreation building she walked boldly up to Mrs. Steven's office.
“A big man tried to take my brother, but I got him back!”

“What?” The lady reached behind the door and grabbed her
binoculars, immediately pointing them toward the swings.

“Yes! I don't know if he is still there, but he picked him up and
was taking him away. He was bigger than my daddy. I'm going
home to tell.”

Mrs. Stevens was peering through the binoculars. “I don't see
him, but we'll go over there right now and try to find him. I'm
going to call the police, and I'm calling your mom right now. I'm
glad you're all right.”

“I'm just glad my brother is.” Suzi was both scared and excited,
and ran all the way back home. “Hurry, Carl. Hurry! We have to
tell.” She was dragging him along as quickly as she could make
him go.



Daddy Jay and Mommy were waiting at the porch. 
“Tell us what happened,” Daddy Jay said.
“A big man grabbed Carl and was holding him when I was on

the swing.” Suzi was finding it difficult to catch her breath and
talk at the same time. “I yelled at him but he didn't put him down.
I didn't think that was right so I ran over and grabbed Carl back. I
told him he was my brother and he couldn't have him. Then I got
us out of there and told Mrs. Stevens.” Suzi was gasping for air,
trying to calm down.

“I'm proud of you, honey. You did well and I think you were
both lucky to get away.” Daddy Jay rested his arm across the little
girl's shoulders.

“That's right. That could have been a bad man,” Mommy said.
“Always run away from anybody like that. A little girl like you
wouldn't have a chance against a grown man.”

“Oh yes, I would. I would just sock him!” Her face contorted in
a fierce rage and she threw her fist into the air.

“Honey, there is nothing you could do if a man grabbed you.”
Daddy seemed to be agreeing with Mommy.

“I  would try!” she insisted.  “I  would do anything I  could.  I
won't just let somebody take him.”

Carl, completely unaware of his close escape or his sister's oath
of undying loyalty, begged to go inside. “Can we go play now,
Suzi? Are we done yet?”

“You two can have a little time before dinner, but don't make a
big mess.” 

Both kids spun around and ran for the door, slamming it  as
they raced inside. 

“And stop that running in the house!” Mommy yelled.



19. Not The Worst Kid

“Can I read the box?” It was a favorite thing to do at the table,
eat cereal, kick her legs back and forth under the chair, and try to
sound out some of the words on the cereal box. She was teaching
herself to read and never wasted a chance. She got yelled at for
swinging her legs, but there was no problem with holding the box
and reading. Mommy passed it over to her. 

“Do you understand any of those words you are reading?” She
asked.

For an answer Suzi sounded out, “See...back...for...de...tai...els.
What's that mean?”

“It  means to turn it  over  and they have something they are
trying to offer. Look for a picture or something.”

Suzi flipped the box over. “It's a picture of a plate and cup with
Mickey Mouse on it. Two...box...tops...plus...I can't read the rest of
it. There is some numbers and stuff.”

Mommy grabbed the box and began looking at it. “This is cute
and not  much  money at  all.  I  think  I  might  send away for  it.
Would you like your own plate and cup?”

“I guess so. I like Mickey Mouse.” She had picked up the box
again.  “In...gre...di...ents...oats...Mommy,  what  does  s...u...g...a...r
spell?”

“It spells sugar. Now stop reading and eat. We have to get you
in your new dress and we don't have all morning. Your daddy is
going to take you kids. He might need to bring Carl back. I think
that boy is too young to get anything out of it, but he will look
cute all dressed up in his little suit. I'm going to get some pictures
before you all leave.



Suzi felt like a beautiful, dancing girl in her dress and as soon
as she felt  the zipper go up her back she begged, “Can I spin?
Please, can I go spin now?”

“If you stay on the front porch and only as long as it takes me
to get your brother dressed. Now don't mess your hair up or get
dirty...and don't run!”

Twirling on the porch, she felt her dress fly up quickly with the
gathers taking flight as though they were wings and the scratchy
net underneath lifting it higher. It had never been as easy to get
her skirts up and out, and this was her best spinning ever.

“Okay, stop!” Mommy was back. “We are taking pictures now.
Let me pin this bonnet on you so it  will  stay on, and here is a
matching purse for you to carry.”

“What is this for? It's small. It can't hold anything,” she said,
examining  the  slick,  white,  plastic  covering.  She  had  seen
mommies carry purses but kids didn't.”

“You need that,” Mommy insisted. “Here.” She handed her a
quarter. “Now don't lose it. Put your quarter inside and give it in
the collection plate.”

“Why?”
“Because you have to have money for the offering. We always

give to the church,” said Mommy.
Suzi fingered the mysterious offering, squirming and digging

at her neck because of the itching from the dress.  “Is this how
much it costs to go to church?”

“No. It is a gift. It doesn't cost anything to go to church, but
everybody brings a gift. It's very bad if you don't have anything. I
don't want you to keep it, understand?”

“I won't.” Suzi would not lose Mommy's gift and dropped it in
the purse. She was able to fit her little bag of colored pictures into
it also. “What about Carl?”

“I will put a quarter in his pocket but he may be too little to
understand. Help him remember if you can.”

She reached down and tucked a quarter into his pocket. “Now
don't take that out until you see the collection plate and don't put
it in your mouth. Do you hear me?”

Carl nodded. “Uh, huh.”
“This  dress  is  itching  me.”  Suzi  couldn't  escape  from  the

irritation. Every seam dug into her skin and it  was making her
miserable.



“I  hope that  doesn't  mean you are allergic  to this  too.  We'll
have to see how you do today and just hope it gets better. Stand
over by our new car and let me take some pictures.”

“But it itches!” Suzi bent over, twisting to get relief. Mommy
smacked her head hard.

“Stop  fidgeting!  Look  up  here  and let  me  get  your  picture.
Smile, Suzi! I said smile!”

Soon they were walking down the sidewalk which helped to
distract the girl. She kept opening and snapping the small clasp on
the purse while Carl trotted alongside as fast as he could, trying to
keep up. Once inside the building, Daddy Jay told her he would
keep Carl at the back in case he needed to take him out. He told
Suzi to sit at the front and be good. They had been some of the
first ones to arrive. 

While walking around and looking for a seat, Suzi walked by
an  extremely  feeble,  old  lady  all  dressed  in  black  lace.  The
wrinkled face  smiled  at  Suzi  before  the  tiny,  bony  hands  with
large, purple veins lifted a piece of black lace down over her head.
Her face was now completely hidden with the covering.

“I  have  to  pray  before  service,”  she  said,  then  bent  down
carefully, lowering herself to her knees.

The child was startled to hear a loud, wailing sound suddenly
erupt from the lady, crying out in ways Suzi had never heard. She
jumped back and ran to the other side of the room, but the wailing
only  got  louder,  increasing  in  intensity  as  the  woman's  voice
gathered strength. 

Recognizing  Sister  Munger  seated  at  the  piano,  the  girl  ran
over to her. “Hey, what is wrong with her? Is she hurt?”

“No, honey. She is praying. She is crying out to the Lord for our
service today, for everybody who comes, and especially for all the
children  who  will  soon  be  here.  You  are  hearing  a  cry  of
intercession. Nothing is wrong.”

The girl looked at the face of the sweet lady sitting at the piano,
wearing a peaceful and happy look, and thought Sister Munger
did not know what was happening. The wailing had completely
taken over the  room.  Something had to  be wrong,  but  the  girl
didn't know what. She ran back to the lady who now seemed to be
going through Kleenexes at a rapid rate. 

“Are  you okay?  What's  wrong?” It  was  frightening to  stand



there, unseen and ignored by this strangely behaving old person,
but the thin lady in black never responded. The girl ran back to be
near the piano and as far away from the crier as possible. Sister
Munger began to play a happy sound on the piano and Brother
Munger walked onto the platform. A few ladies in funny-looking,
white robes came up on the platform and stood together. It was a
signal for the praying to stop, and as suddenly as it began it was
over. Suzi stared as the old lady pulled the lace back, blew her
nose a few times, then pulled herself up onto the pew behind her.

“What  can  wash  away  my  sins?  Nothing  but  the  Blood  of
Jesus.” They sang loudly and it seemed the few people who had
walked into the church all knew that song. The little girl looked
around her,  staring at  the  few old people and one family who
were  present.  There  were  a  couple  of  kids  and  then  she  saw
Daddy  Jay  sitting  near  the  back  door.  Carl  was  on  his  lap,
clapping.  Suzi  kept glancing toward the crier to see if  she was
going to start in again, but she seemed to have gotten over her fit. 

“Onward Christian soldiers, marching as to war, with the cross
of Jesus going on before...” Suzi liked the songs she was hearing
and the ladies on the stage were pretending to march when they
sang. In the middle of the song, there was a sudden disruption as
many children began coming in through the back of the building,
most of them noisily. They filled up all the seats. Soon the little
church was packed and some children were standing at the back.

“Come!  Come  right  up  front  and  sit  on  the  floor,  kids.
Welcome! We will have room up here if you don't get a seat. Don't
worry.  Just  come  on  up,”  Brother  Munger  was  smiling.
“Everybody is  welcome.  How many kids  remembered to  bring
back your pictures that you colored? Raise your hands. We have
prizes to hand out.”

Suzi raised hers and looking behind she saw a few more hands.
Sister  Munger  walked around taking the  colored pictures  from
those  children  and  passing  out  new  pencils  with  a  brightly
colored  feather  attached.  She  had  just  gotten  to  Suzi  when  a
terrible racket erupted from the back of the church. A boy was
screaming at the top of his lungs and saying things Suzi had never
heard before. He was so angry that she knew those must be bad
words. She turned around just in time to watch him being picked
up by Brother Davis and plopped on his lap. 

“I  don't  care  about  your  stupid  pencils.  I'm  not  coloring  a



moth...Brother Davis' huge hand clamped down immediately over
the boy's mouth before Suzi could hear any more new words. All
the heads in the church had turned to look back at the two, their
faces shocked at what they were hearing. Suzi was going to have
to wait until she was back home to ask what it all meant, but right
now she wondered when Brother Davis would decide to let the
boy breathe again. Finally he did and the kid started gasping.

“Everything is all right, Brother Munger,” the man said calmly,
while hugging the big boy tightly. “We have got everything under
control. Feeling better, Frank?”

Frank must have been because he started calling Brother Davis
some horrible sounding things and at the top of his voice. Back
went the big hand and the boy tried kicking and punching, but
Brother Davis, wearing a big smile, had him all wrapped up snug
and tight and didn't seem a bit worried about anything.

“All right then. We'll just let Brother Davis handle things, and
as soon as Sister Munger returns to the piano we will  take the
offering. Everybody bow your heads and let us pray, “Dear Lord. I
thank you for all the gifts you give us each day. I pray there would
be plenty of money in God's house to do the work of heaven. Help
us to teach the children what the Lord wants from them, and let
them come to church excited and happy to learn of your Word. In
Jesus name, Amen! Now folks,” he said with a big smile, “give
your best offering to God.”

Suzi had pulled her quarter out of the little purse and clutched
it tightly while watching the plate take turns at each pew. When it
came to her, she tossed it in. Some people were giving dollars but
some were only putting small envelopes in the plate. She guessed
they didn't have money and were sending letters instead. Maybe
God gave you money back if you didn't have a gift to give. She
wondered how they got the money to him if he was invisible and
wanted to know what he used the money for.  They must need
money in heaven, she thought. What could they spend it on? 

Suzi gave another quick glance behind her and noticed Brother
Davis was letting Frank breathe again. He had calmed down quite
a bit. The room was lively with rambunctious, noisy children who
needed  to  have  their  own  Brother  Davis  sitting  next  to  them.
There were more songs and then Brother Munger told the children
to line up at the door for story time. Suzi felt so happy. It wasn't
the new pencil, but she did like it a lot. It wasn't the songs, but



she'd already decided that was probably going to be her favorite
thing about church. It wasn't that the old lady seemed better, but
the  small  newcomer  had  been  quite  relieved  when  that  had
stopped. No, it was something more wonderful. For the first time,
she had gone somewhere where she felt like she was a good girl.
She  wasn't  the  worst  kid  here.  There  were  lots  of  kids  in  this
church who were really bad, so bad they wouldn't sit still or stop
hitting  each  other,  so  bad that  they  would  not  even mind  big
people, so bad they said words she knew would get her mouth
washed out with soap. Yes, it was great to be one of the good kids.
She basked in the glory of being able to keep the secret of what
she really  was  and hoped it  would  take  a  long time for  Sister
Munger to find out.

“All of you kids follow me into the living room and sit down
Indian style. Andrew, no pushing! Very good. As soon as everyone
is quiet, I will choose helpers to pass out the doughnuts. If you are
very still and don't hit, then you can have a piece of candy after
the story.” 

Sister Munger soon had everyone listening intently. The flannel
pieces helped a lot in telling the story,  making the words come
alive. They stuck on the board like magic. More than ever, Suzi
wanted to get her hands on some of them but knew it couldn't
happen. Sister Munger paused to pass out more treats and then
continued. The story was opening a new world for her, a world
she never knew. Questions were stirring inside as she listened. 

Sitting  there  with  her  head  resting  on  her  hands  and  her
elbows on her knees,  she tried not to scratch from the constant
itching  of  her  dress.  She  was  thinking over  what  she  had  just
learned. A man named Jesus was sent from heaven to help people
because they had some invisible things called sins, and his father,
God, didn't like these sin things. God wasn't going to let anyone
into heaven if they couldn't figure out how to get rid of them so he
made a plan with his son. Jesus loved people so much that  he
agreed to  help get  rid of  the sins.  Suzi  didn't  understand how
Jesus did it, some kind of washing, but it didn't matter. She knew
that he was able to save people from his Father, who was mad a
lot, and then he got to go back up into heaven after he did the job.
Now he and his dad just sit around and wait for people to die.
Then they check them over to see if they still have their sins before
they let them get into heaven. 



Suzi heard Sister Munger ask if  any children had questions.
Suzi had been saving hers and her hand shot up quickly.

“I think my mama is in heaven. Does God know her?”
“Yes, Suzi. God knows her just like he knows you. He knows

everyone.” 
“Can she talk to him?” Suzi had more questions and now she

seemed to have found someone who had answers.
“Oh yes, and when someone is in heaven they get to live with

God forever, never again to hurt or feel pain, never again to be
hungry or afraid, never again to be alone.”

Her hand was in the air,  waving again.  “If  God can see me,
then can my mama see me?”

Sister Munger's face told her no. “Honey, when we leave this
earth we leave everything behind. We have nothing more to do
with this world, but one day we will all meet our loved ones and
nothing will ever separate us. On that day you can see her again,
and she will be waiting for you with arms open wide.”

Suzi heard the seeing her again part and she heard the waiting
for  you part,  but  she  didn't  quite  understand the rest  of  Sister
Munger's  words.  She  came  to  believe  that  whenever  God  was
done with her mama in heaven then one day she would see her
get  off  the city bus that  always stopped near the front of  their
house. That would be it. This hurting and pain would all be over.
It might take a long time, though. It had already taken too long.
Suzi's hand was back in the air. She had one more question.

“Yes, Suzi. What is it?”
“Do we have to stay? I don't want to stay anymore.”
“What? What do you mean?” Sister Munger looked confused.
“I want to go to heaven now. I don't like it here at all and I

don't want to stay. Do we have to stay? Does God make us stay
until we can be good?”

The sweet lady seemed like she didn't know the answer this
time.  “Oh,  child,  God  has  good  things  for  you.  You  have
important  work  to  do  here  on  earth  and  one  day  you  will
understand. I promise. Right now I need to pass out more goodies
for all of you wonderful children.” A shout went up around the
room. 

Sister Munger stared out of the window. “Line up at the door
quietly  because  it  looks  to  me like  Brother  Davis  and his  new
helper, Frank, have the hot dogs about ready.” More happy shouts



erupted from the hungry children. “When you get your hot dog
and Kool-aid, I want everyone to sit on one of the fold-up chairs.
As soon as you eat, put your trash in the can and get your picture
to color for next week's prize. Then get on the bus to go home. See
you next week, kids.”

Suzi  didn't  want  to  go  home.  She  wanted  to  ask  more
questions,  but  it  had been  a  good  day.  She  liked  God's  house
better than any others so far. She liked the doughnuts and candy,
and now a hot dog had just been placed in her hand. Looking up,
she saw Daddy Jay walking toward her, carrying Carl. 

“How did you like church?” he asked.
“This is the best place. Can we come here again? I loved the

singing, and I learned all about Jesus and heaven. I heard some
new words  from a  bad boy named Frank and I  liked it  when
Brother Davis let  him breathe again.  Daddy Jay...” Suzi paused
thoughtfully for a moment, “did you get rid of your sins yet?”



20. Virgins And Santa Claus

“These are all girl dolls. I need some boy dolls with boy clothes.
Mommy, why don't they have boy dolls?” 

“I don't know,” her mom answered. “I guess people only want
the girl ones. Pretty dresses probably sell better.” She had walked
in to check on the two siblings who were playing contentedly side
by side.  Sometimes Suzi  got  too bossy and picked on her little
brother.  Sometimes  it  was  necessary  to  separate  them,  but  too
quiet could also be a problem. The weary mom sat on the bed and
began to read from a booklet she'd been carrying around in her
hand. It would be nice to take a little break.

Play had changed for the girl. Soon after kindergarten began,
motherhood had lost its appeal, and the child ceased from playing
house. Now during free time her dolls all received an education.
She loved to sit and make little books from a tall roll of butcher
paper that Mommy gave her. There was enough paper to last for
years  of  doll  schooling.  Using  her  small  scissors,  she  cut  long
rectangular pieces and then poked holes in the folded paper. That
allowed her  to  tie  them  together  with  pieces  of  string  pushed
through the holes, making little books for each of her dolls. With a
black  crayon,  she  painstakingly  turned  them  all  into  identical
workbooks, except for her special students. They received harder
work. 

When all the books were ready, she would line up every doll
alongside the bed and place their work in front of them. Each kid
in her class had to have a pencil and these she begged from Daddy
Jay's stubs. He kept them in a little can where he'd been saving
pencils he said were too small to sharpen. After making the books,



she  would  need  to  fill  them  in  for  each  doll,  and  then  as  the
teacher it  would be necessary to grade them, one by one.  Suzi
gave herself a great deal of homework each night by practicing
writing,  spelling,  and  numbers  over  and  over  again  in  her
determination that her students would get good grades.  Playing
school was hard work for the industrious child.

While  back  at  the  real  school,  the  junior  teacher  was  less
attentive, preferring to stay busy with whatever the class was not
doing at the moment and preferring to not listen to Miss Adams
when she was talking. During story time, Suzi  wanted to color
and during coloring time, the child wanted to read. When Miss
Adams was explaining something new about numbers, Suzi liked
to sneak over to the beads and blocks section, and when it was
playtime she never managed to fit into any of the groups. Her clay
work was never close to being finished by cleanup, and when she
would  finally  discover  something  to  do  after  walking  around
aimlessly on the playground, that would undoubtedly be the time
the bell would ring. The girl liked her teacher well enough, but
she didn't like being at school. No, not ever. Wherever it was that
she belonged,  it  wasn't  there.  She checked the clock constantly,
having learned that  she could escape when both the short  and
long black hand lined up together on the number twelve.

There  was  a  new  thing  being  introduced  at  school  that
everyone had to put up with it. Each class had been given a part
and everyone had to learn theirs. The teacher called it a play. She
didn't  know  what  the  other  kids  were  doing,  but  her  class
practiced the  same song again and again.  All  the  parents  were
going to  come on a  special  night  and Miss  Adams had said it
would be  wonderful.  Some of  the  kids  had to  memorize  lines,
some were  going  to  be  animals,  and  the  rest  helped paint  big
pictures. Every day Suzi practiced walking in straight lines with
her class  to  the  auditorium,  then get  onto the  stage  where  the
teacher made them learn how to get up on a thing called risers.
Miss Adams said they were doing it because she didn't want any
kids getting knocked off when the parents were there. None of it
made sense to Suzi, but she was trying to learn her part. Her doll
students read their books silently because her time was now spent
practicing the words from the paper that had been sent home by
Miss Adams.

“Silent night, holy night,” she sang. “All is calm, all is bright.



Ron'  young virgin mother and child.”  She stopped and looked
over at her mommy. “Mommy, what does virgin mother and child
mean?”

“Mary was a virgin. It means she didn't get married before she
had a child.”

“That's good, right?” asked Suzi. “No wait, that means it's bad.
You are supposed to have a child after you get married. I forgot.
Which is it?

“I don't know how to explain it, but every girl is a virgin until
she gets married. Everyone is supposed to be one when they get
married. Mary got married, but they say she was a virgin when
she had a child. ”

Suzi still didn't know what the word meant. She tried again.
“Am I going to be a virgin when I get married?”

“You better be!” Mommy's voice was frightening.
“How will I know if I'm not?” This sounded dangerous, like it

was information she needed to know.
“You'll know! No girl of mine had better not be a virgin when

she gets married! I hope I never find out if she wasn't. That would
be a shameful thing!”

Completely  confused  and  now  extremely  worried  what  the
word meant, Suzi was not going to ask anymore about it, not to
anyone. The worst thing was they were making her sing about it
at school! She began to worry about her school, worry if it was a
safe place to be. She decided she wouldn't believe everything they
told her until  she had a way to be sure because they could be
teaching bad stuff. She did like the teachers, though. They were all
kind and tried to help by reminding her of the rules when she
kept doing things wrong. Maybe they just didn't know about the
virgin thing.

“Holy infant so tender and mild, Sleep in heavenly pe....eace,
Sleep  in  heavenly  peace.”  Suzi  stopped  again.  “What's  a  holy
infant?”

“It means a special baby...a very special baby. It's a baby sent
from heaven.”

“Oh, okay. The baby must be sleeping in heaven. This is our
part in the play. After we sing, we are supposed to sit down on the
rug in front and watch the rest  of  the play.  I  don't  know what
anybody else gets to do.”

The  doorbell  rang  and  Mommy  got  up  to  answer.  Suzi



followed.  At the door, a man stood holding a large cardboard box.
A pretty lady was next to him. 

“Hello, I'm Lana Moretti, and this is my husband, Tony. We live
right down the street from you. I called you about some clothes
we had?”

“Oh yes, I remember. Come on in,” Mommy said. “Suzi, they
have a girl a bit older than you, and she outgrew a bunch of her
clothes. You might be getting some pretty things here.” 

She looked back at the smiling couple. “We have had a problem
since I talked with you. We discovered she is allergic to nylon and
now I have to be careful what I put on her. It itches the daylights
out of her and gives her a big rash.”

The lady's smile faded. “I'm so sorry to hear that. A lot of these
are nylon, I'm afraid. Let's look at the tags.” 

The  two  women  began  pouring  through  the  box.  “One
hundred percent nylon. Oh, no, and this was adorable on Coleen.
I'll just make a pile for these next to the box until we can figure
this out,” said Mrs. Moretti. 

Her husband stood next to her, looking around the room. He
had been brought to carry the box and now it seemed he didn't
know what he should do. Suzi spied new-looking colorful dresses
and became very excited. 

“These are for me? They are fancy.” She hated the ill-fitting,
plain-looking clothes Mommy had made. They weren't anything
like what the other kids wore, and she took a lot of teasing for
them. Her joy quickly turned to dismay as she watched the nylon
pile grow.

“Oh,  darn!  Here's  another one.  Fifty percent rayon and fifty
percent nylon.  Apparently,  we just  bought  a lot  of  nylon.  They
make them so cute.”

The reject stack was tall now and most of the box was emptied.
A few stragglers remained that didn't have the dreaded nylon. “I
am so sorry, Mrs. Kirby. I guess I'll have to take these to the thrift
store.”

Suzi turned away. The dresses had been beautiful, fancier than
any she had seen worn by children at school. She saw laces and
bows, ribbons, buttons in the shape of bunnies, and pretty little
pictures made from colored threads sewn onto matching jackets.
For a few moments they had been hers, but it was the same as
seeing candy in a store that she could never have. It was for other



children, not her. Always.
The neighbors left and took their big box with them. Before she

had  seen  the  dresses,  it  was  never  in  her  thoughts  to  own
something  as  nice.  Now,  it  was  more  hurtful  to  carry  their
memory in her mind. Why did there have to be nylon? But the
nylon didn't hurt other people, she thought. Why did there have
to be allergies? But other people didn't have allergies, at least no
one she knew. And why did she have to see the things in the box?
It made her want. Wanting made the pain intolerable. 

“I hate dresses,” Suzi whispered. “I hate them all. They are not
good for anything.” She remembered spinning on the porch in her
white, lacy dress, and how much fun it had been to make the skirt
fly  out  like  a  twirling  umbrella.  Well,  maybe for  spinning,  she
thought, but that's all. They just got in the way of everything and
they had their  own rules  that  she  couldn't  seem to  remember.
Mommy kept telling her to sit lady-like and pull her dress down.
She hated them for that, too.

“What made my mama die?” Suzi was following Mommy back
through the house and into the dining room. 

“Her tummy hurt for a long time and she couldn't get better.
She was too weak,” Mommy said, sadly. “At least that's what the
doctor's said, but I have my own idea. If you ask me, I think she
died  from  heartbreak!  Your  no-good  father  gave  her  a  broken
heart.”

Hearing those words about her father made Suzi feel like she
was no-good. He is good, she thought. I don't believe her and I
think she's wrong. My father is good. What made someone no-
good? She had learned at school that her heart was the thing she
could feel beating in her chest. She put her hand up and felt to
make sure it was still there. Yes, it was still working, but she had
just heard that her father broke the one mama had.

“How did he break her?” she asked. “What does it  mean to
break her heart?”

“It means she was terribly sad. He left her alone all the time,
and she had to struggle on her own to do everything to take care
of you kids. She never had any money. You had to eat cereal most
of the time. He was always gone working or doing something, but
never seemed to have time to be with her. She was so lonely that
she died. He broke her heart. That's what I think.”

Suzi  had been holding her  chest,  feeling the thump,  thump,



thumping and wondering what it was going to feel like when it
broke, when a loud squealing sound outside alerted her that the
city bus was pulling up to the stop. She ran over to the couch,
jumped up and peeked through the white  curtains  to  see  who
would get  off.  An old lady carrying lots  of  bags and two men
were the only ones, and then the two glass doors slammed shut. It
wouldn't be today. Mama was not on the bus. Maybe tomorrow.

She returned to the dining room to find Mommy unpacking
boxes that had the words “Xmas stuff” marked on them in big
letters. She was pulling out small containers, carefully wrapped in
yellowed tissue paper.

“Why are they like that? Why are they in paper?”
“It's  to  protect  them so they don't  get  broke.  They are  very

fragile,  but  I've  had them  for  many years.  If  you  take  care  of
things, they can last practically forever.” Mommy unwrapped her
shiny things and carefully placed the tissue paper back in the box.
“I  will  need  these  when  we  put  everything  away  after  New
Years.”

Salt and Pepper sets, hidden way in the back, were now coming
off of the glass shelves, and Mommy was placing them on top of
the  cabinet  along  the  dining  room  wall.  Suzi  watched  quietly,
trying not to bother, but then Mommy did something she couldn't
understand. 

“Why are you putting mirrors in there?” the child asked. “No
one can see themselves if they are laid flat down like that.”

“I am going to turn them into imaginary skating ponds.  We
decorate for Christmas and I am using my salt and pepper shakers
to build a village scene. I do it every year.”

“Why do you?”
“I knew you were going to ask that.  We celebrate Christmas

with decorations and pretty lights, hang socks up on the fireplace
mantel for Santa Claus, and even bring a live tree inside the house
to decorate.”

“A tree in the house?” The child absolutely could not picture it.
When it got bigger it would surely be in the way of things. “Why
doesn't Santa Claus have his own socks and why put them on the
fireplace? Do we know him?”

Mommy laughed. “Yes, you are going to see lots of things.” She
kept arranging as she talked. It was beginning to look like a little
town.  “Santa  Claus  comes  in  the  night  on  Christmas  when



everyone is  sleeping and brings  presents  to  children who have
been  good.  He  doesn't  need  socks.  They  are  hanging  on  the
mantel for him to stuff with treats. You and I will make Christmas
socks with jeweled sequins and they will be beautiful. You'll see.” 

Mommy had opened a cardboard box that  had been on the
table, and inside, wrapped in newspaper, were tiny people. Some
were on skates, some in sleds, and some just in different poses.
“Now don't touch any of this stuff! They are not to play with, only
to look at.”

Suzi leaned back, away from Mommy's toys. “Why does Santa
Claus want to do that? And what if the kids aren't  good?” She
didn't like the idea of someone coming into the house when she
was asleep and wondered if  Santa Claus was like the monsters
under the bed. They could get in the house anytime and didn't
need a key.

“I don't know why he does it, but he does. He goes all over the
world and brings toys and presents to all the children.”

“How does he get in the house? Do you let him in?”
“No. We lock the house the same as every night. On Christmas

Eve  Santa  flies  through  the  sky  on  a  sleigh  pulled  by  eight
reindeer. He rides to all the houses in the world that have children
and goes from rooftop to rooftop. He comes down the chimney
and...” Mommy saw the look of pure amazement on the stunned
girl. Apparently, she had never heard of this before. 

“Has he always?”
“He has for as long as I  can remember.  If  children have not

been good, they get a lump of coal in their stockings instead of
treats.”

Suzi wondered what she would be able to do with the coal.
“Do you make a fire on that night?” she asked with a devious
smile. “Does he ever get burned?”

“No. Never. I don't know what happens in other houses, but I
don't think Santa has problems with that. He does know if kids
are good or not. He can see what they are doing.”

“That  sounds  like  God.  Are  they  related?”  Suzi  asked,  but
Mommy  didn't  answer.  Now  she  was  sure  Santa  might  be
involved with the monsters under the bed. He was another one
just waiting to hurt children who didn't know anything yet. She
wondered  how  many  more  invisible  things  there  were  in  the
world. Maybe it was true she hadn't heard the voices for a long



time, but they also came and went whenever they wanted.
“You go play for a while. I have to sew and I don't want to be

bothered. Daddy Jay is probably going to be bringing home a tree
after work. You can watch us decorate it.”

Suzi  ran to the toys,  thinking about everything she had just
heard. Carl was sitting on the floor building blocks and knocking
them down. He was still safe. He didn't know about any of this.
“Carl,” she said, wanting to prepare him for what was coming.
“We have to do a Santa Claus thing next.”

“What?” he looked up at her with trusting eyes. She was his
hero. She took his toys away, but if he yelled loud enough she'd
give them back sometimes. She seemed to be in charge, seemed to
want to help,  and seemed to belong to him in a way he didn't
understand yet. The best thing he liked about Suzi was she didn't
use too many words he didn't know.  

“Yes,” she nodded, dropping down on her knees next to him
and touching his shoulder protectively. She stared straight into his
eyes. “But don't worry. I'm just finding out about it. I'll tell you
more when I know.”



21. More Questions

Daddy Jay came in the front door. He never did that, but he
was carrying a big bundle of green branches on his shoulder. They
were wrapped and tied with white strips of cloth. 

“Right here is the best one from the lot. I got it for a good price
too.” He set it down and cut the strips with his pocket knife. The
branches sprung open and Suzi saw it really was a tree. Mommy
had been right. 

“I have the stand ready for you over in the corner. Do you think
we will need to trim the top?” she asked.

“Shouldn't need to. I measured before I bought it. This will be
fine or else I'm not a very good carpenter.” He winked at Suzi.

“It  smells  good.”  The child  sniffed  the  boughs  and touched
them gently.

“Don't touch that! You can get tree sap on you and you won't
be able to get it off.” Mommy's warning scared her. “Don't get in
any of  these boxes lying around the floor.  They are  filled with
glass decorations we are going to put on the tree. You can watch if
you want .”

Wondering what sap was, Suzi decided it would be safer to go
back outside and play. She didn't see the reason for bringing a tree
in the house, and there didn't seem to be anything for her to do.
Keeping  herself  busy,  she  went  up  and  down  the  front  stairs
singing a little rhyme while hopping on each step. 

“Down by the river, down by the sea, Johnny broke a bottle
and blamed it on me. I told ma, ma told pa. Johnny got a spanking
so ha, ha, ha.” She kept it up for quite awhile before checking on
the progress of the decorating. 



Looking through the front room window, she was surprised to
see how much the tree had changed. Shiny, bright, red balls and
many-colored strings of lights had been placed all  over it.  Still,
they kept putting on more and more things.  The lights burned
brightly,  transforming  the  whole  room  into  something  of  a
wonder. The excited child ran back inside. “Wow! What is this?
Why did you do this?”

“We thought you might like it,” Mommy chuckled. “People do
this every year at Christmas time. We decorate the whole house.
Daddy Jay will put lights outside and so will everybody else at
their houses. I will make pies and fruitcake, cookies and lots of
special food. People will come over for turkey dinner and then we
will  have  presents.  It's  all  lots  of  fun.  We  call  it  celebrating
Christmas.” Mommy looked very happy, her face glowing in the
reflection of the tree lights.

Daddy Jay picked up a skinny box of shiny, silver strings and
began putting them on any place he could find that  wasn't  yet
covered. “I missed a spot over there but I'll be back. Tinsel is the
last job I'm doing tonight.” He was slowly and carefully laying
them one by one on each branch.

“Why? Why do you have to do that?” Suzi thought there must
be some meaning for the tinsel. The tree already looked pretty and
it  was  filled,  the  branches  beginning to  hang down from their
heavy load. 

“I don't know. We just do it this way,” he answered.
“Your daddy puts them on perfectly. I can't reach high enough

and I always manage to mess some up. Guess my arms aren't long
enough to do a good job.”

“What happens if you mess them up? Do you get in trouble?”
Mommy laughed. “No. It just doesn't look very nice when you

do that. We want it to be perfect. Doesn't it look good?”
Suzi nodded. She wanted to ask why but thought she would

save it for something more important. She had learned they could
only handle a few why questions at a time.

“Time for a bath. Tomorrow is a big day. It is the last day of
school  before  your  two-week  vacation  starts,  and  your  play  is
tomorrow night. I heard they are going to have a special surprise
for all the kids.”

The next day was special in many ways. There was a party at



school with cupcakes that another mother had brought. Someone
else brought in trays  of  cookies  cut  into shapes of  stars,  candy
canes, and Christmas trees. All of them had been decorated with
sparkles and bright colors. Miss Adams gave out lots of candy and
before everyone got ready to go home she gave each a wrapped
present.  Suzi  thought  it  looked like  a  book  but  she  didn't  say
anything. Miss Adams had said they had to wait for Christmas
before they could open them. Then the teacher took everyone into
the auditorium for their last practice. There were a lot of oohs and
ahs from the children who were surprised to see a huge Christmas
tree on one side of the stage. It had been decorated with many
gold balls and white ribbons. Mommy had been right. Everybody
did celebrate Christmas.

Coming to school at night felt very strange to the little girl. The
fact that everybody else was there was even more confusing. Miss
Adams took charge of her kindergartners in the classroom and all
the parents went into the auditorium to wait. 

“We are going to be first, children. I want everyone lining up at
the door and walking quietly. I know you will do your best.” Miss
Adams was glowing.

Walking into the dark auditorium, Suzi noticed a sea of faces
turning to look at her as she stepped inside the door. Miss Adams
led the kids across the stage and onto the risers, and in a moment
she  had  them  singing.  Afterward,  most  of  the  children  were
surprised at the roar of the audience clapping. They hadn't been
prepared  for  that  and  it  startled  several  of  them.  They  were
brought back down the stairs and onto a rug in front. The teacher
sat down with them and whispered, “You did so well and I am
very proud of you. I want everyone to be quiet and watch what
happens next.”

Suzi saw a mommy and a daddy, each wearing robes, and they
had a little doll  baby. They didn't move during the whole play.
They put the doll in a bed made of straw, and around them were
lots  of  kids  on  their  hands  and  knees  and  wearing  animal
costumes.  Somebody  sang  a  song  about  Noel,  and  a  few  kids
wearing bathrobes and carrying long sticks came to see the baby
doll.  They  had  towels  wrapped  around  their  heads  for  some
reason. Some of the kids in sheep costumes were making funny
noises and it looked like a lot of fun. Suzi wished she could be a
sheep. After the sheep, there was a song about three kings. Three



big kids wearing fancy clothes brought the baby some presents,
but the only animals with them were pictures of camels on the
back wall. Apparently, camels were very big. 

“Miss Adams, what is in the presents? Is the baby supposed to
open them?”

“Shh! Susan. Whisper. No, it is just for the play. There's nothing
in them,” whispered the teacher.

A  girl  came  out  on  stage  and  sang  about  a  little  town
somewhere, and then it seemed the play was over. The lights came
on and the brightness hurt Suzi's  eyes.  The audience stood up,
clapping. It was louder than thunder and rather terrifying. 

Miss  Adams  leaned  over,  “That  means  they  loved  it.  That's
why they are clapping. Everybody did so well.”

A man  stood  up  in  the  front  and  started  speaking  into  a
microphone, “We have a special surprise for the kids tonight.  I
have heard that Santa Claus is in the neighborhood for a quick
visit. He can't stay, but he is coming by for a few minutes with a
little gift for all the children who have been very good this year.”

There was a noise as the big, double doors at the back of the
auditorium swung open. Most of the kindergartners were now on
their knees or standing. “I see him! I see Santa Claus!”

“That's not the real one. He's a fake. I saw the real one before
and he doesn't look like him.”

“All right, Eddie. That's enough!” Miss Adams gave him a stern
look. “Don't say mean things that could hurt other children.”

But Suzi had heard Eddie and she wondered if he was right.
She stared hard at the man in the red suit, now walking toward
them and passing out tiny candy canes to all the children. “Merry
Christmas,” he kept saying. “Merry Christmas.”

“Not real,” she whispered. “I bet he's not real.” She wondered
how he was able to fool everybody in the school, but Eddie knew
he wasn't the real one. Now she did too. She didn't want to take
the candy. She didn't like this Santa Claus at all and returned his
cheery greeting of “Merry Christmas little  girl” with a piercing
cold stare. You are not tricking me, she thought. I'm only going to
believe in the real one.

“Eddie, how can you tell?” she whispered.
“Look at his beard. It's fake. You can see it's fake. My mom took

me to a big  store last  year  and I  met the real  one.  He had his
reindeer there with a sleigh, and I even got my picture taken with



him. I told him what I wanted for Christmas, and he brought it. It
was the real one.”

The fake Santa made his way through the crowd and out the
door he went. Mommy came and said it was time to go. She had
Carl  by  the  hand.  It  was  noisy  in  the  room  as  everyone  was
leaving. Suzi leaned over to Carl's  ear and spoke loudly,  “That
Santa is a fake. He's not the real one. There is a real one but it isn't
him. I found out.”

Carl gave her a blank stare in return. He had no understanding
of  what  she  was  telling  him,  but  he  had  a  firm  grasp  on  his
peppermint candy. That was real.

The next morning Mommy was sewing. She was doing that a
lot  lately  and didn't  want  to  be  bothered.  Suzi  forgot  and ran
through the house again on her way outside to the park. When
Mommy  yelled  at  her  to  stop  that  running,  she  happened  to
glance over at the sewing machine and saw what appeared to be a
baby's dress. It was covered in red and pink squares, with lots of
white  lace.  It  looked  like  it  would  fit  Carl  but  he  didn't  wear
dresses. 

“Who is that for?”
“Uhh...uh, your sister, Mary Beth.” She grabbed a bath towel

next to her and threw it over the dress. “Now you go on out of
here. It's none of your business. You weren't supposed to see it.”
Mommy was upset again. Suzi ran out quickly, wondering why
she got mad.

“I  can't  do  anything  around  here  that  you  don't  find  out
about.”  Mommy  was  getting  angrier  and  the  child  couldn't
understand  why.  It  was  for  something  different  than  running
through the house, something bad her eyes did. She was glad to
make her escape to the park but the picture of the dress stayed in
her mind, and she wondered when a good time would be to ask
what none of your business meant.

The next few days were filled with baking, baking, and more
baking. The smells filled the house and tasting was allowed. Little
brown  sugar  pies  were  sampled  the  most  and  both  children
decided Christmas  had a  lot  to  offer.  One  night,  Mommy and
Daddy  Jay  took  the  children  and  they  all  went  to  the  church
together. They said it was Christmas Eve and that's what people
did on that night. Some of the same songs were sung that she'd



heard at school, along with new ones. They had a little bed with
hay, just like at school, and a baby doll lying in it. Sister Munger
explained it was there to help tell the story that a long time ago
Jesus came to earth as a baby and Christmas was the day people
picked to celebrate his birthday. She said there had been no place
to put the baby when he was born so he had to sleep with the
animals in a barn. He was a baby that people did not want and he
was God's own Son. 

The  little  girl  stared at  the  doll  lying  in  the  straw,  thinking
about what she was hearing. She liked this Jesus more. It seemed
he loved everybody and especially the ones who were bad. He
came to save them somehow and he was the only one who could.
He got lots of people past his father when they got up into heaven,
and once he did that  they were safe.  She wished she could be
there because heaven was the only place to be safe from living
down in the terrible world she found herself trapped. 

It was making a big impression on her to learn that he had been
a child who wasn't  wanted either. Nobody cared except for the
animals. They all loved him. A mean old king even tried to kill
him, but there were more invisible things called angels who were
able to save the baby. She wondered why the same angels didn't
save the other babies, but they didn't. Those kids were all killed.
Suzi knew this was a dangerous place to live in. She had known it
for  awhile,  and  she  knew  that  she  had  to  be  very  careful  for
herself and her brother. 

Sister Munger was telling everyone that angels were all over
the place and they were supposed to help everyone. That scared
the little girl. There were more invisible things that could see her?
That  meant they knew about  her secrets.  Maybe they were  the
voices, she thought. 

“Angels  are  here  now,”  continued  Sister  Munger.  “They  are
with us when we worship our Savior, when we pray to God, and
when we need their help. I pray they follow each one here tonight
on their journey home and be with the people wherever they go.
In Jesus name, amen. Merry Christmas to all. See you next year,”
she ended cheerfully. 

Suzi looked all over the ceiling, into the corners of the room,
and underneath the pews. She kicked her feet under there to see if
she could feel them or make them move over. Those angel things
were good hiders.  They could not be seen and now they were



going to follow her home and stay with her. There was no escape.
She would keep her head under the covers, along with keeping
her feet and hands away from the edge of the bed. It was getting
harder to stay safe.

Back at home, Daddy Jay told her that Santa Claus was going
to come that night and in the morning she would see presents
under the tree. Looking down at a stack of presents already under
the tree she asked, “What are those?”

“Oh, they are for other people, just some gifts we have to give
our friends. Santa will bring different ones.”

She stared at the wrappings from quite a distance and could
see names on some of the little colorful tags. “But some of them
have  'from  Santa'  written  on  them.  Why?”  The  kid  was  fast
becoming a good reader. 

“Oh, we just put that on there for a joke,” Mommy had walked
into the room and saw Daddy Jay struggling for something to say.
It's bedtime now. Santa can't come until all the kids are asleep.”

She saw her name written on some of the presents but didn't
say anything. She knew when to stop asking questions. Mommy
was holding a glass of milk and a plate of cookies. She sat them in
the middle of the table next to a big glass bowl that was always
kept filled with oranges, apples, and several kinds of nuts.

“This is for Santa,” she said. “He gets hungry carrying all those
toys from house to house, so we give him this for a treat.”

“Really? He drinks the milk and eats your cookies? Santa does
that?”

“Yes, he does. We will see if he does it this time.”
Maybe Santa isn't invisible if he eats real food, she thought. If

he took his reindeer to stores then he wasn't always invisible or
Eddie couldn't have met him. If he was real then how could he see
when she was bad or good? It  was all  so confusing.  She could
hardly wait for the morning to see if the milk and cookies were
gone.  Laying  in  bed,  the  little  girl  forgot  about  the  monsters
grabbing her feet and forgot about the angels who were watching
her. She forgot about God being mad at her and forgot about the
voices who she already knew could surprise her at any time. In
the dark her eyes were wide open as she listened for Santa, hoping
to  hear  him  land  in  the  fireplace.  She  wanted  to  catch  him
drinking the milk because she needed to talk to him. 

Practicing  what  she  would  say  when  she  saw  him,  she



whispered, “Santa, I wanted to be a good girl,  but I'm not sure
how to do it. I will keep trying harder. Maybe I just need some
more time to figure it out, but could you give me another chance?”
She said it over and over, practicing different ways of saying her
lines, hoping to be more convincing. No thumps and no reindeer
sounds were heard, and she was awake for a long time. Still, Santa
managed to get  down the chimney,  drink the milk and eat  the
cookies without alerting anyone in the house to his presence. 

“Suzi! Suzi! Time to get up! Merry Christmas!”
Sitting up in bed, her first thought was oh, no! She had messed

up again. How did it happen? She had been trying very hard to
listen for him and all she could think of was her house must have
been at the end of his list for kids. He probably didn't get there
until  way  in  the  night.  She  was  ashamed  to  go  in  the  room.
Everyone would know just by the coal in her stocking. Last night
it had looked so beautiful, the soft red felt all sparkly with cute
little toys sewn onto it. Mommy knew how to make good things
and she had even written her name on the fluffy cotton top with a
glittery pen before hooking it on top of the fireplace. 

“Come on,  Suzi.  Don't  you want to see what  Santa  brought
you?” Mommy called again.

What? Maybe there was hope, the sleepy child thought, quickly
throwing the covers back. Maybe Santa had kept her on the good
list and he didn't know everything the way Mommy believed he
did. Excited, she sprang out of the bed. The first thing she noticed
when she ran through the bedroom door was an empty glass of
milk on the table and a half cookie with a few crumbs left on the
plate.  Then her eyes went to the fireplace.  The socks that were
empty last night were now filled with something, all except for
Mommy and Daddy Jay's. The thin and plain green things they
had put up for themselves hung limp and empty just as before,
nothing inside at all, not even coal. The little girl immediately felt
sorry for them and wondered what went wrong. Maybe Santa ran
out of presents. Her eyes next caught sight of a huge doll, almost
as tall as she was, standing next to the tree, and it was wearing the
dress Mommy had been sewing. That dress was supposed to be
for her sister, Mary Beth, and somehow Santa Claus had gotten it.
She  wondered  if  Mommy  had  been  lying,  but  she  was  wise
enough not to speak those thoughts.

“Mommy! Mommy! Look! Santa didn't put anything in yours.



Why?” 
Mommy looked to Daddy Jay who quickly turned and walked

away, hiding his face. Shaking her head she stood there, looking
like she was trying to decide what to say. Suzi could tell she didn't
know the answer.”

Tenderly and with great kindness the little girl asked, “Have
you...been bad?”



22. Toughen Up

After the wrappings had all been taken out to the trash and the
decorations returned to their special boxes, the evidence that there
had  been  a  holiday  quickly  disappeared.  The  tree  had  been
stripped of its glory and unceremoniously dumped with the trash.
There would be no further concerns about its growing inside and
taking space in the living room. 

The new life-sized doll took up residence in a corner of Daddy
Jay's bedroom. It was too big to go to school. It didn't fit in the
classroom with the other dolls. The other new doll, Mommy had
said, was the size of a real baby. Real babies are much bigger than
I knew, thought the little girl, but they couldn't go to school and
there  wasn't  anything  she  could  do  with  it.  It  was  given  a
permanent home in the doll buggy. Santa had brought some new
clothes  that  were  already  put  away  in  the  closet  and  Suzi
wondered why those would be presents.  Didn't  they just  come
from the store in bags? Still,  she decided overall that Christmas
was a good thing and had been promised that it would happen
again, but it would be a long time away. 

Of the two things that meant the most to her, one had come
from her sock. It was a little plastic harmonica. The other was a
big can of Lego's. Now she could build her own houses for her
children and every day she happily made them new ones. It was
time to show them the latest. Carrying her cigar box of treasures
out from their hiding place, she fit them all carefully in the house
she had waiting.

“You really like those things in your box, don't  you?” asked
Mommy. “You know, I have some pewter dishes I could let you



have that would be the right size. Let's go look.”
“What is pewter?” 
“Well, it's a type of metal they used to make some toys out of.

These are antiques that I've had for a long time.” Mommy was
digging around on a shelf in her salt and pepper collection and
pulled out a little glass box. Yes, they are still in here, along with
some other stuff I buried away. I have kept this a long time but I
don't need them for anything. You will probably get more use out
of them.”

Opening the folded and yellowed paper,  the little  girl's  eyes
opened in wonder. Tiny and perfectly formed dark, gray pots and
pans tumbled out.  “Oh,  oh!  I  love them! These are just  what I
need. Included in the paper was some other doll house furniture
that appeared equally wonderful. 

“I forgot those were in there. You can have them all.”
“Thank you, Mommy! This is the best!” Suzi ran off to her Lego

mansions, clutching her new treasures tightly in her hand. After a
long time at house building and having adventures watching her
kids  living  in  her  creations,  she  was  told  to  clean  up  and  go
outside to play. 

“Carl, let's go. You can have the wagon and I will take the bike.
The two ran outside just as the McClaren girls were also being
chased out to the front. Suzi had developed quite an ability to play
in their midst without so much as saying a word to them. She still
wanted to, though. Their presence always made her sad.

“Hi, Carl. How are you doing little buddy? You are so cute.”
Becky ran up to him and gave him a little hug.

He responded immediately with a big smile. “Hi.”
“That's my brother and you can't talk to him.” Suzi was both

jealous and angry. “If I can't play with you then you can't play
with him. We can't talk to you. Come on, Carl. Follow me.” Suzi
took him up the street as far as she was allowed to go, but some of
the sisters followed.

“We can play on the sidewalk if we want and you can't stop us.
Hey, Carl, if you come to our house we can give you an ice cream.
Would you like that?”

“Uh, huh,” he said, and Becky quickly grabbed his hand and
started running with him to her house. All of the McClaren girls
suddenly thought this was a good idea. As soon as they got in the
door, Annie turned and slammed it shut. Suzi was right behind,



but they had shut it in her face and locked the screen door.
“Hey, let me in!” she yelled. “I can come in too! My brother is

in there.” She rattled the door but they ignored her. One of the
girls started handing out ice creams and she made sure Carl was
the first to get one. Diane had picked him up and was carrying
him around on her hip like a baby. 

“Let me in!” Suzi yelled louder. She kicked the door again and
again. Mrs. McClaren came to the door.

“Suzi, you go home. Stop kicking the door or I will tell your
mother. Your brother is welcome here but you are not.” She shut
the front door and the brokenhearted girl heard it click. 

She  ran  home,  sobbing hysterically.  “Mommy,  they got  Carl
and they won't give him back. They locked me out and they gave
him ice cream. They said they liked him but they don't want me
there at all. They can't do that, can they?”

“Oh stop crying. They will let him come home as soon as he
finishes his ice cream. They won't hurt him. I can't do anything
about them not liking you.”

Suzi  ran  to  her  hiding  place,  wrapping  herself  in  the  silky
touch of  Daddy Jay's  bedspread.  She cried inconsolably,  a  rage
growing  inside,  and  she  tried  to  figure  out  what  she  was  the
maddest  about.  It  was  all  wrong.  They  took  her  brother  just
because he was a cute little boy, and she hadn't been able to get
him  back.  He  played  nice  and  he  did  things  right  and  he
was...well he was...he was cute. She hated something but couldn't
figure out what it was, wailing loudly behind the bed. Finally, she
knew. She hated herself. There was nothing about her that would
ever be cute or good. She would never be wanted by anyone. Now
she was afraid her brother wouldn't want her either. “I want my
brother back!” she wailed.

“Suzi, stop that racket. He's coming back now.”
Behind the bedspread, the tears stopped. Little gasps escaped

from her chest every few moments as she began to calm down.
Suzi  heard her  brother  making boy noises,  announcing he  was
back  in  the  room,  already  playing  with  his  trucks.  He  was
unaware of anything she was feeling. “Suzi,  want to play?” He
called to her.

“Not now, Carl,” she sniffed. “I can't come out now.” Inside she
felt numb. “My feelings are broken and I can't play now.”

“Broken?  Suzi  broken?”  He  came to  where  she  was  hiding.



“Okay?”
“Yes, Carl. I will be okay. I will play in awhile.” She started to

cry again but more of a whimper, and then furiously rubbed her
eyes to make it stop. Carl needed her and he needed to not have to
worry.  That would be her fault  too.  Jumping over the bed and
reaching into the toy basket,  she grabbed a Jack-in-the-box and
furiously began winding the handle, making him pop up over and
over again.

“Suzi okay?” he asked again.
“Yes. I'm okay.” It wasn't his fault, she thought. It was all hers.

Everything was. Now she would make him stop worrying about
her. “Let's play, Carl.” 

“Get  to  the  table,  kids,”  Mommy  called  from  the  kitchen.
Crawling up to the chair Suzi felt like she had to tap. It was a new
thing that had been happening to her. If she accidentally tapped
with one foot against the table leg, it would be necessary to tap the
other side with the other foot. If she happened to tap two or three
times then the other side had to tap exactly the same number of
times, making it all start again and she had to carefully keep count
of all the taps. She couldn't stop and Mommy couldn't make her
stop either.  She  was  afraid  of  some unknown thing if  the  taps
weren't right. It was starting to happen with the fork and spoon
too. If one accidentally touched the plate then she had to touch the
plate on the other side...she had to...absolutely had to. 

“Stop that tapping!” Mommy warned.
“I can't, Mommy. I just have to. I don't know why, but I have

to.”  Just  then  her  right  eye  started  to  twitch.  “What  is  that?
Something is happening to my eye.” It twitched again...and then
again. She knew she had not made it happen.

“Oh,  it's  nothing.  It's  just  a  little  twitch.”  Mommy  tried  to
reassure her, but she was looking strangely at the child's face.

“But I didn't make it happen. It did it by itself.” The twitching
happened a few more times and Suzi clutched at her face, trying
to make it stop. “Why is it doing that?”

“Don't worry about it. That can happen when you get too tired
or upset. It will go away.”

But the child was worried. She couldn't stop thinking about it.
She held her face to try to stop the twitching and kept her hand
there throughout the meal. It did help to stop the tapping, though.
“Can I...please be excused?”



“Yes, you may.”
“Can I go to bed?” 
“Yes,  you may do  that  too.  Are  you feeling  sick?”  Mommy

asked.
“I don't think so. I don't know what I am.” Lying in bed a few

minutes  later,  she  listened  to  the  sounds  of  the  television,  the
voices of the people in the room, and the ticking of the clock on
the little table next to the bed. She wasn't sleepy and it was not yet
dark.  The  siren  of  an  ambulance  went  screaming  by  and  the
echoing howls of the many dogs in the neighborhood cried their
protest.  She  stared  at  the  ceiling  and  counted  the  dots  on  the
ceiling tile. Counting was another favorite thing she had learned
to do, and it seemed that when she felt the worst it helped her
forget about things. 

“Are you okay?” Daddy Jay had walked into the bedroom and
stood at the foot of the bed. “What's wrong?”

“Nothing.  I  don't  know.” Suzi  stared at the ceiling.  “I'm not
sick. I'm just counting the dots up there.” She pointed up at the
ceiling. “There are twenty-seven on that one so far.”

“Well, good night,” he said, and walked back out.
The next day Suzi woke up thinking about the neighbors and

what they had done to her and Carl.  At the breakfast table she
thought she should let him know what the rules were. “We are not
supposed to play with those girls next door, Carl. They don't like
me and I can't talk to them, so they can't have you, okay?”

“Okay,” he answered nodding his head over the cereal bowl. “I
won't do it.”

She  felt  better  but  decided she  would  have  to  keep a  close
watch. He was too little to understand, and she knew they would
trick him into coming over to their side. He needed her to guard
him.

“You two can just go to the park for awhile and we won't have
any more trouble,” Mommy said,  clearing the table.  “Stay with
Carl and don't let him out of your sight, Suzi.”

“I won't.  I will  hold his hand, Mommy, and I will take very
good care of him.” The little gestapo was in charge and he was
now her property.  No one was going to do anything with him
without her permission. Carl was now the hapless victim of his
sister's fierce protectiveness.

Starting down the street, Suzi began. “Okay, Carl. You have to



do what I say. You have to let me take you wherever we go, and
no one is taking you away from me. Understand?”

The sweet child nodded his head in agreement and they spent
a morning in tight proximity with one another. It soon wore both
of  them  out,  Suzi  furiously  removing  him  from  anybody  who
would try to talk to him, and he having a difficult time trying to
play with anything.  She soon returned with her charge  in tow.
“We wanted to play at home, Mommy. We will be good, okay?”

“All right, but I don't want to hear any fighting. I've got lots of
things to do today, and I can't be bothered with you two fussing
all the time.”

“We won't fuss. I promise.” Suzi said.
“You better not. This is why I knew I could never have two

kids.  I  can't  handle  it.  I  only  wanted one  but  I'm still  trying.”
Mommy shook her head and walked outside to hang up clothes.

Both children had enough of each others company to last them
for awhile,  and Suzi  separated herself  when she saw him drop
down on his knees to play with the toys again. Going to the living
room to play with Lego's for awhile seemed like a better idea. She
could build another house, bigger this time. On the way there, she
paused at the bedroom dresser to look at her face in the mirror.
She wanted to see the place near her eye where the twitching had
been. It wasn't doing it now and there was nothing near her eye
she could see that might have caused it. It wouldn't happen again
either, no matter how much she pushed on her face and scrunched
up her eyebrows and mouth. The twitching seemed to be gone.
Hopefully, it wouldn't come back.

Looking around at the fancy things kept on the dresser,  her
attention was always drawn to one thing, the cootie bugs pinned
on a round cap. She loved to stare at them. Most of the time the
hat sat perched on top of a large porcelain doll.  It  was just for
Mommy's club and she had to wear it to something called VFW.
There was also a bright red vest she wore with it, and it had more
bugs and shiny things pinned all over. Mommy had said it was for
the Cootietts. The one time Suzi had been brought to her meeting,
she  only saw a lot  of  white-haired,  old ladies  playing a  game.
Every once in a while one of them would shout Bingo! It looked
like fun but she wasn't allowed to play. 

One of the dresser drawers had been open just enough for Suzi
to stand up on it, allowing her to balance herself on tippy-toes and



touch the bugs. Some were furry, and others were shiny and hard.
She loved fingering the little toys all over the cap and wished she
could  get  them  off.  While  standing  on  the  edge,  the  drawer
pushed open a bit more from her weight.

“Don't  get  in  those  drawers  ever!  Those  are  my  things,”
Mommy had said, but Suzi had forgotten. Those words had been
heard a long time ago. The drawers had handles, but they were
too  heavy  for  her  to  pull.  Whenever  they  were  opened,
nightgowns, underwear, socks, and sweaters could be seen, along
with boxes and purses. Her mom had occasionally taken things
out and shown her what was inside, maybe because she believed
that the containers would have some appeal to a small child, but
the girl had little interest. 

Today the drawer was slightly ajar, enough to see some of the
bugs sticking out from the vest. Mommy probably didn't know,
thought Suzi. It needed to be shut, so she sat down to try to fix it.
The shiny pins caught her attention and she touched the ones that
could be reached. Sticking her hand in and pulling on the vest, she
hoped to see more, but during the process, it got caught. The only
thing to do was try to open the drawer and shut it  again.  She
struggled and fought, but it would neither open nor shut in any
direction. In her effort to fix things, one of the bugs popped off
and she picked it up off the floor, but the vest itself was jammed
tight and she couldn't get it in or out.

“What are you doing? I told you never to get in my things!”
Mommy shouted. She had walked in from outside and Suzi had
not heard her footsteps. “What have you got in your hand?” She
screeched. “Why you little thief, what do you think you are doing?
I  will  not  put  up  with  someone  stealing  from  me!”  She  was
heading for the closet and Suzi knew what she was going to get.

“No, Mommy, no! I didn't! I mean I forgot. Please don't!” She
was crying out for what she knew would come next. “The drawer
was stuck...Ow!” she cried as the first blows landed. “No, please,
no!...  and  I  tried  to  fix  it  but...Ow!”  she  cried.  “...it  wouldn't
go...Stop! No more, please!” 

She  didn't  stop.  She  just  kept  hitting  and  hitting  with  the
dreaded, wire, coat hanger and the screams of the child found no
mercy. The little, black,  cootie bug had dropped from her hand
and Mommy reached down and angrily picked it up. “I will not
have  a  child  be  a  thief.  Are  you  ever  going  to  steal  from  me



again?” 
It  seemed as if  the blows might stop. “No! I  never will!  I'm

sorry!” Suzi cried.
“You better not, or I will make you sorry. You make me so mad!

We took you in when no one cared about you, and this is the way
you treat us? Stand up and look at me when I talk to you!”

Suzi flinched, her hands rising to her face in a quick reflex to
protect from the next blows. “Sorry, Mommy. Sorry.”

“I can't believe it! You...are no good! You are going to be just
like your grandmother Myrtle and Ray Allen. None of you are any
good. We tried to give you everything, treated you just like our
own,  and this  is  the  way you repay us.  Look at  me when I'm
talking. Don't you look at the ground or I'll hit you again.” She
raised her hand up as though she would do just that.

The  terrified  girl  stood  shivering  and  blubbering,  with  her
hands straight at her sides and standing like a wooden soldier. She
was shaking but dared not take her eyes off of the one who was
waiting for any opportunity to begin again.

“Nobody wanted you.  Nobody!  You would have died if  we
hadn't  saved you,  and we are  the  only ones  keeping you alive
now. Your father sure doesn't care about you. Are you listening to
me?” The child nodded, her eyes wild with fear. 

“You better be hearing this. You treat us like this after all we
have done for you. Why you're nothing but a little, stealing thief.
That's all you are, and I'm telling you right now you better change
your ways real  soon if  you know what's  good for you.  I  never
want to catch you in my things again! Do you hear me?” Mommy
screeched.

“Yes.”  She  stood  there,  hands  still  clutched  at  her  side,
flinching but unable to do anything if the blows would come. She
was careful not to look down or away.

“Now get out of my sight. I don't even want to have to look at
you. I am so ashamed to find out what you are.” Suzi shot out of
the  room  instantly,  but  not  before  hearing  her  parting  words.
“Never do this again or I'll make you wish you were dead!”

Suzi  ran  past  Carl  and  hid  behind  a  door  in  the  bedroom,
listening  for  Mommy's  footsteps.  “What  are  you  doing  back
there?” he asked.

“Shh! Nothing,” she said, putting her fingers to her lips. 
When she heard the sound of the back door slam, she jumped



out  from her hiding place and ran to the living room. Stuffing
herself  down in between the couch and the wall,  she made her
body fit. Tightly jammed behind it, she never wanted to come out
and didn't actually know if she could. The squeezing made it a
little hard to breathe but it also felt comforting in a strange way. 

“I  don't  want to be in this  world,” she said.  “I don't  belong
here.” The child had no tears to shed. They were pushed deep
inside where they would remain silent and under her control. 

Sister  Munger  had  said  God  loved  everyone,  but  Suzi  had
already learned big people didn't know everything and that was
one  thing  she  had  wrong about  God.  He  hated her  and there
didn't seem to be much she could do about it. Sister Munger had
also said God could hear prayers and he would answer them, but
Suzi wasn't about to talk to him after the way he was treating her.
No, she felt sorry for Sister Munger. Already wise, this five-year-
old knew big people had lots of things wrong. It was up to her to
figure out what was true and what was not.

Much  later  when Daddy  Jay  came  home,  Suzi  disentangled
herself from the tight prison. He had sat down in the big chair of
the living room to read his paper and smoke his pipe, something
he did every day after getting home from work. 

“What  are  you  doing  back  there?”  he  asked,  noticing  the
movement of her wriggling around from behind the couch. “Are
you stuck?”

“I'm okay. I can do it,” she replied. “I don't need any help.”
“I  don't  think  you should  try  that  again.  It's  too  tight  back

there.”
“I won't. I promise.” She had crawled over to where the paper

was once again hiding his face. She liked to put her hands, one on
each of his big bony knees, while trying to read the words on the
other side. Daddy Jay always liked it when she knew a lot of the
words, and he would stop what he was doing just to help her with
the big ones. Staring at the paper, it no longer seemed like a good
idea, at least not today. 

She  had  been  doing  a  lot  of  thinking  and  dreamed  about
escaping, but there was nowhere to go. It was hopeless. Mommy
was probably right that no one wanted her. A real mommy and
daddy would never adopt a bad kid. Today, something new had
been added to her growing list of crimes. There had to be some



way to hide it, but first she must figure out what it was. Sitting
there at Daddy Jay's feet and staring at his khaki slacks, she finally
asked, “Daddy Jay? What does thief mean?” 



23. Getting Rid Of Things

“She's sick again, honey. I guess we better do what the doctor
wants and let him take her tonsils out. He said some kids never
get  better  until  it's  done.  He  also  said  she  might  eat  better
afterward and start gaining some weight.”

“It's a fairly common surgery but it's still dangerous. We need
to call  Ray and get him to sign for permission. You can let me
know what's been decided when I get home tonight.” He left for
work after checking the forehead of the sick girl. 

Suzi  was  in  a  foul  mood and the  morning was  starting out
rough. She forgot about sharing her toys with her brother and she
forgot about not bossing him around. She was more than her little
mean self on this day and her poor brother was at the mercy of
one who was forgetting all of the good things she had promised.
Worn  down,  his  normal  sweet  nature  had been pushed to  the
limit.

Suzi marched over to him. “I want that! I need it for my town.
You can have something else.”

“No!” Carl hugged the little plastic cart with both hands close
to his chest. He wasn't putting up with any more and he didn't
care what she said. “No! Mine!” He squealed loudly and pulled
away as his sister made an attempt to grab it from him. He leaned
over so she couldn't rip it out of his hands and squealed again.

She  looked  around  and  picked  up  a  long,  wooden,  orange
dowel that came from a building set. “Give it to me, Carl!” she
threatened. “Now!” She took the stick in her hand and bashed him
soundly over the head with it. He screamed in pain and a trickle
of blood poured from a cut which suddenly appeared. He began



to scream louder and Suzi dropped the damning evidence.
“Oh no! I'm sorry,  Carl.  Sorry,  sorry,  sorry.  Oh no! Please be

quiet and don't tell. I won't do it again.” 
But Carl continued to scream, grabbing his head in pain and

moving away from his sister as quickly as he could. 
“I didn't mean to, Carl. I didn't know that would happen.”
Mommy  appeared  and  now  filled  the  doorway  with  her

presence.  “I'm  sorry,  Mommy.  I  didn't  mean  to.  It  was  an
accident.”

“Suzi hit me!” Carl was outraged. His hero had attacked him
and he was crushed by that more than the little bit of blood. But
that was also scaring him.

“Oh, you kids. Come here, Carl. Let's get you washed up. You
will  be  all  right.  I  don't  know what  I'm going to  do with you
fighting all the time. Why can't you get along? I have no business
having two kids and this is why.” She took him by the hand into
the bathroom and then reached up into the medicine cabinet for
the band-aid box. 

“Carl, I'm so sorry.” Suzi was crying, not from fear of getting
another  licking  but  because  she  had  been  the  one  to  hurt  her
brother, really hurt him. She had been mean and she knew it. “I
didn't  want  you  to  get  hurt.  I  didn't  mean  to  do  it.”  As  she
remembered all  of her promises to be the one to watch out for
him, she began to wail all the louder. “It was my fault, Mommy,
my fault.” She threw herself on the bed and buried her face in the
folds of the bedspread.

“I can't have kids fighting every time I turn around or I'll never
get anything done. Suzi, you hit him again and I'll beat you much
harder than the last time. I promise you.” She opened the little
white can and pulled out a band-aid. “Look here, Carl. You get to
have one of these. Now you two get along and let me get back to
work. You think you can do that? I've got an idea. Why don't you
go watch cartoons?”

Carl had stopped crying almost immediately after the band-aid
had been plastered onto his owie, and Suzi wiped her snot and
tears on the bedspread before jumping down. The two ran off into
the living room with her chasing behind him, sniffling and trying
to pat his shoulder. He tolerated her hugging him one more time
and then it seemed to be over. They plopped down in front of the
television,  but the background music  was pretty exciting.  Soon



Suzi was practicing standing on her head, then that progressed to
somersaults on the big, white rug. They soon had the pillows on
the floor and their antics included spinning and running around
the room in circles. They were giggling and laughing, generally
creating quite a ruckus.

“You two sit down in there! I don't want you tearing up the
place.” Mommy yelled from the kitchen. “You are supposed to be
watching cartoons!”

Both children flopped down on their bellies instantly, chin in
hands  and  propped  up  by  their  elbows.  Once  more  Woody
Woodpecker had their full attention. Suzi began to kick and swing
her legs back and forth, unable to sit still, with Carl following her
lead.

Mommy had walked through the room and noticed both had
energy they couldn't contain. “How am I ever going to keep you
quiet?” She asked. “Except for not eating anything, nobody would
ever know you are sick.”

“I'm not sick, Mommy. My throat just hurts. That's all.”
“I  have  a  little  job  for  you  that  won't  take  long.  I've  been

cleaning out my stuff and I need you to take this folder to the
trash. I don't want you to look inside of it. Do you understand?
This  is  just  some old papers of  mine that  I  don't  need to have
around here anymore. Go straight to the trash can and put it in.”
Mommy  handed  her  a  big,  overstuffed,  yellow  mailer  with  a
folded tab over the top. 

Suzi started jumping up and down with joy. “I will, Mommy. I
can do it. I promise.” She was excited for two reasons. She finally
was  going  to  get  to  go  outside  and  she  was  being  given
permission to enter the forbidden yard of the McClarens. Hoping
they would be playing outside, she wanted to let them know she
had the power and they couldn't do anything about it.

“Quit hopping up and down. The fastener isn't any good on
this and I don't want you to spill the things inside.”

“Okay. I'm sorry. I will be careful.” Suzi sprang for the front
door  and  ran  down  the  steps,  hugging  the  prize  next  to  her
tummy. She could hear the sounds of the girls playing in the back
yard. It was just as she wanted. She hadn't been allowed to take
the trash for a long time, and she was thrilled for the chance. 

“What  are  you  doing  coming  over  here  for?”  Becky  was
frowning, her arms folded across her chest.



The short, blond cyclone boldly unhooked the latch and shoved
the  gate  open,  pushing  Becky  slightly  aside.  She  stared  at  her
menacingly, “I have to take the trash out and you can't stop me!”

All of the McClaren girls suddenly got quiet and stopped their
jump-rope games. They stood staring as Suzi marched to the rear
of their yard and unlatched the chain link gate. She turned and
gave them a smug look of satisfaction before disappearing out of
sight to the cans around the corner. 

The lids were jammed on tight and Suzi struggled to get them
off.  Clutching the  envelope next  to  her  she pulled with all  her
might, but the envelope had been held in an upside down position
during  her  efforts  and  everything  inside  spilled  out  onto  the
pavement.

“Oh no!”  Sitting down quickly to  grab  up the  contents  and
stuff them back inside, she could not avoid seeing the large black
and white photos that stared up at her from the garbage-strewn
asphalt. They were pictures of a woman and a man, but they had
no clothes on. Suzi had never seen anyone in her life naked and
this was quite a shock. She sat down in the mess of the alley and
tried to figure out what the pictures were showing. One of them
looked like Mommy but much younger,  and the other one was
someone  she  had  never  seen  before.  It  wasn't  Daddy  Jay.  She
stared and stared, and must have taken a long time because she
heard the gate handle clank. Mommy stepped through it.

“I can't get the lid off. I tried. The pictures fell out when I was
trying, but I still can't get it off. It's stuck.”

“I knew you would get into them. I just knew it. I shouldn't
have  sent  them  with  you.”  Mommy  reached  down  and  also
struggled with the can, but she was able to get it open. “I didn't
know the lid would be that tight. You never could have gotten that
off.” 

“They  fell  out  of  the  bag  when  I  was  pulling  the  lid  off.
Mommy, why didn't the people have clothes on? Is that what big
people look like? Why did they want to take pictures like that?”

“These  are  nothing  you  need  to  know  about.  They are  just
some things  taken a  long time  ago  and I  knew I  should  have
gotten rid of them. They are bad pictures. Just forget about it.”

“Where did you get bad pictures?”
“Never you mind about that. They are in the trash now and

gone. I need to get you back inside and lying down again.”



Suzi wanted to give the McClaren girls some more mean looks,
but they had all gone inside. She would have to be satisfied with
this  one  time  invasion  of  their  private  domain.  The  pictures,
however, stayed in her mind and wouldn't go away. She thought
about them while trying to watch Tom and Jerry, and when she
tried to play school with her dolls. She thought about them while
eating dinner and at bath time. Getting into bed, they were still in
her mind, but she did not want anyone to know how much she
was thinking about them, and so nothing was said. 

She had not been asleep long when a severe pain awakened
her. “Ow! “My ear! My ear hurts!” She sat up crying and grabbing
her ear. The bedroom door opened. 

“What's  wrong with you now? I  thought  you were  asleep,”
Mommy said.

“I  was  asleep  but...ow...ow...Mommy,  it  hurts  so  bad.”  Suzi
began screaming. “Make it stop! My ear!” She had never felt pain
like this before. She screamed louder.

“Jay, I don't know what to do. She has an earache, and I don't
have anything for it except a hot water bottle. I will get her that
now. I feel sorry for the poor kid, but I'm afraid she has to tough it
out.” She had walked out into the other room where he was. The
sounds of the screams coming from the bedroom continued. “I can
get her seen tomorrow and that is about the best I can do.”

“Maybe she will cry herself out,” Daddy Jay said.
Mommy filled the red rubber bottle with hot water, screwed

the cork in, and wrapped it in a towel. “Lay down on this and see
if it doesn't make you better. I can't fix your ear and tomorrow is
the soonest we can get you to a doctor, but this may help a lot.
Here. Take this baby aspirin. Just chew it up. It tastes good.”

Suzi obeyed and tried to keep her ear against the heat, but she
couldn't stand the pain. With loud piercing cries, she continued
calling to them for relief.  “This never happened before. What is
my ear doing?” she cried.

“Good night,” they both said, and shut the door, letting her lie
in the dark room alone. Eventually, she did cry herself to sleep,
but when she woke up in the morning, she was afraid, wondering
when it could happen again, wondering if there was something
else that could make her hurt like that. 

Later that day at the clinic, the doctor put some medicine in her



ear. “Mrs. Kirby, today we will be arranging for this little one to be
going to the hospital. She needs those tonsils out. I'm sorry to tell
you  this,  but  that  ear  pain  may  come  back.  Maybe  she  will
outgrow it.” Suzi leaned over on the round stool and made it spin
around and around while listening to the doctor describe what
was happening in her ears and showing her mom pictures in a
book.  She  loved  his  chair  and wished she  had one.  When she
twisted in one direction the chair got taller and when she went in
the other it shrunk.

As soon as they got back home, Suzi immediately wanted to go
to the park and to the swings. 

“No. One more day before we let you loose again. I need you to
eat something before I know you are better. If you can't eat, then
you are too sick to go out and play.”

Pouting, Suzi went to get her small treasure box. She would
make a whole town for her children this time. Dumping the can of
Lego's out, the pictures popped into her mind again. “Mommy?”

“What?”
The girl had many questions but she knew the pictures were

bad.  Since  she  had  already  been  told  that,  it  must  mean  her
questions were bad too. “Oh, nothing.”

Later that day Mommy said she was taking Carl for a walk and
she would be back soon. “Stay inside and watch television, or play
until I get back.”

Suzi brought some of her dolls out to the living room and set
them up in front of the TV. She liked the peace and solitude of
being  in  the  house  alone,  happy  in  her  make-believe  world.
Daddy  Jay  came  home after  awhile  and  sat  down to  read  the
paper. Suzi decided her dolls had enough TV watching and began
putting  them  up  on  the  big,  blue  sofa.  She  needed  to  get  the
cushions off the floor before Mommy came home. 

From behind the paper Daddy asked, “Did she say where she
was going?”

“No.” Putting her hands on the window sill while standing on
the couch, Suzi started hopping up and down on the couch, first
one foot then the other, while looking out the front window. “I see
them now walking up the street.”

“Should you be jumping on the couch like that?” Daddy asked.
“Oh. Sorry. I forgot.” Suzi stopped mid-hop and pressed her

face up against the window. “Daddy Jay, Carl doesn't have any



hair!”
“What do you mean?”
“He does not have even one hair on his round, white head.”

She looked over her shoulder at him as he folded up the paper
and moved quickly to stand beside her. He stared at where she
was pointing. 

“Bald as a baby's butt, that's for sure. I guess we will find out
what happened.” Daddy Jay walked over and opened the door to
greet them as they came up the stairs. “Did we lose something?”
he called out cheerfully.

Mommy chuckled, “I guess it's my fault. My big mouth got me
in trouble, but I would never have said anything if I had known
what he would do. I took him to that barber across the street from
the  store.  I  thought  I  would  get  him  a  haircut  and  have  him
looking nice for church tomorrow. When he was done, I told him
if he couldn't do any better than that he might as well just shave it
all off. I don't think he appreciated that. He said all right then, and
before I could say anything more he ran the clippers right up over
the back of his head and took it off. There was nothing I could do
after that. He had to finish.”

“I guess you had to pay him too.”
“Yeah. I didn't want to. Carl cried all the way home and kept

saying to go back and put his hair back on. I  had to tell  him I
couldn't do anything about it. I feel so bad.”

Daddy  Jay  looked at  the  pitiful-looking  boy staring  back  at
him. “Carl,  it will grow back and we won't let it happen again.
Hair grows fast. You can wear your Sunday hat and we will get
you  another  one  to  play  in,  okay?  No  one  needs  to  see  you
without your hair.”

Suzi leaned over and rubbed her hand across his bald head. “It
feels funny. Try it, Carl. Can you feel that?” 

“Don't!” He cried, pulling away from her. “I don't want you to
touch it. I want my hair back on.”



24. Just As I Am

Mommy took a turn at taking the kids to church, sitting up
front  with  Suzi  and  with  Carl  on  her  lap.  Today's  prize  for
bringing a colored picture was to pick something from a grab bag
of toys without first seeing them. Suzi put her hand into the sack
and tried to feel  all  the things that  were in there.  She couldn't
decide what to grab.“Hurry up. I'm next,” said a little boy sitting
next to her.

“Yeah, we don't want to wait a long time. You are taking too
long,” his bigger sister said.

“Okay, I got something.” Suzi pulled out a square plastic slider
puzzle. “What is this? What are these numbers for?” she asked.

“It's a puzzle. You have to move the numbers around until they
are all in order,” Mommy said. “See if you can figure it out, and be
quiet when it is time for preaching.”

Sister Munger had everyone sing, “What a friend we have in
Jesus”. Then she changed to, “Jesus loves me, this I know”. When
she was finished, Brother Munger got up and let all the kids go to
kid's church. This time, Carl went too.

“I'll come back and get you kids later,” Mommy said, walking
outside with them. She watched them file into the parsonage, then
turned and left the patio.

The kids were noisy entering the living room, but as soon as
everyone  was  sitting  cross-legged  on  her  floor,  Sister  Munger
began her  story.  “Today,  boys  and girls,  we are  going  to  learn
about the age of accountability, and I will be teaching you more
about heaven and hell. Now, how many know that after you die
you either go to heaven or hell? Raise your hands if you knew



that.”
Most kids raised their hands. Suzi looked around her to see if

there were others beside herself that did not. Sister Munger then
told how God loved everybody and wanted all to go to heaven.
She said there was a place called hell that God made for the devil
to stay in forever. It was supposed to be a prison for him and his
demons. Hell was also for people if they didn't let Jesus save them
while they lived on earth.  Suzi was horrified to learn that they
would get put in fire with the devil, and it was a place where they
would burn forever and ever. They couldn't even have one drink
of water, and they would be left crying in this terrible place they
could never escape from. Sister Munger might have noticed the
looks  on  some  of  the  traumatized  faces  because  she  tried  to
reassure  them by saying  if  children died they went  to  heaven,
even if they were bad. Children were never sent to hell. That could
only happen if they had already reached the age of accountability
and they had rejected Jesus for their short life on earth.

A boy raised his hand. “How do you know how old that is?”
“We don't,” Sister Munger answered. It is somewhere between

eleven and thirteen, but we don't actually know for sure. It could
be older. How many kids in here are eleven to thirteen years old?”

A few hands went up. Sister Munger nodded her head at each
of them. “We might have some in here that have reached that age
of accountability. Never take chances with God. If you don't know
Jesus and you haven't asked him to forgive you for your sins, then
you should get saved today. Nobody knows when they will die.
Children die every day. Every child here can know they will be in
heaven tonight if  anything should happen. No one needs to be
afraid of hell.”

Suzi  was  fiddling  with  her  little  puzzle  toy,  but  she  was
listening intently at the same time. She couldn't understand how
God could stand to burn people forever if he loved them. It made
no sense to her. Satan was a devil and God was just a bigger one.
They both were getting people in hell so who had a chance with
gods like that? It was better not to be born. She raised her hand.

“Yes, Suzi.”
“I'm five. How much longer do I have?”
“At least five more years and maybe a little longer, but Suzi you

can know God now. You don't have to wait until the last minute.
You are one of my best junior missionaries, already doing good



work for God, and he has great plans for your life. You are God's
helper, but no matter how good someone is they can never get to
heaven by themselves. Everyone needs to repent of their sins and
accept Jesus as Lord and Savior.”

She put her head back down and returned to the puzzle. She
didn't want to get saved. She would have to go up to the altar in
front of everybody, and they would all know she wasn't good. She
could never take it, having the whole church look at her. No, she
had five years before she needed to worry about it, before her time
was up.

Sister Munger put a cutout of a boy on the felt board. Then she
asked if  anyone ever  had trouble  deciding what  to  do?  Heads
were nodding all around the room. She reached down and put a
little,  red, felt  devil  on one of the shoulders of the boy picture.
“Sometimes  the  devil  comes  and  sits  on  our  shoulder  and
whispers  in  our  ear.  He  tells  us  to  do  something  we  know  is
wrong. Then,” she reached down into the box and brought out a
little white angel, “an angel comes and sits on our other shoulder
and tells us not to listen to him. The angel tells us the right thing
to do. That happens a lot. Has that ever happened to anyone here?
Let me see your hands.”

The room was filled with hands raised and Suzi's shot excitedly
up in the air. This must explain it, she thought. The voices were
something everyone heard. She was ecstatic! She had found out at
last where the voices came from. It had to be, and now she just
needed to figure out which one was the devil.

“Yes,” Sister Munger continued. “We all have, and many times
we don't know what to do, but God's Word has the answers. The
more you learn of God's Word the more you will know to follow
the right voice. This is why we memorize verses every week and
why Brother Munger gives prizes to kids who do. We don't want
anyone to listen to the devil's  voice because we love all  of you
children, and we don't want anyone to be lost.” 

The child put the puzzle down while Sister Munger told more
stories.  She  was  listening  intently,  glad  to  find  answers  to  her
many  questions.  She  loved both  the  stories  and the  doughnut.
After being dismissed, she took her new bag of pictures to color
and returned to the main sanctuary with the rest of the children.

“Just  as  I  am  without  one  plea...”  was  being  sung  as  they
walked in. Suzi took Carl's hand and sat by Mommy, who had



slipped in a few minutes earlier and was seated at the back. 
Brother Munger was calling out over the voices of the singers,

“If you died tonight do you know where you would be? No one
needs  to  be  lost.  With  everyone's  eyes  closed  and  not  looking
around, please raise your hands if you want to know Jesus.”

Suzi had grabbed a hymnal and was pretending to be singing
out of it like she saw the others doing. While hiding behind the
book, she peeked over the top and glanced up to see if Mommy's
hand was raised. No, it was not, and the child breathed a great
sigh of relief. She couldn't stand the thought of Mommy getting
saved and living in heaven with her. There would be no escape
from her then, and there wasn't another good place that you could
go to after you died. Heaven was only going to be safe if Mommy
wasn't going there.

“...Fighting fears within and without, Oh Lamb of God I come,
I come,” the singing continued. She hated this song. She didn't
know what the words meant, but something about the song made
her cry. They always had to sing it at the end of church for some
reason and Suzi had to fight everything in her not to come. She
always  peeked over  the  top  of  the  hymnal  so  Brother  Munger
couldn't see her looking. His eyes would roam over the room and
he  would  get  so  happy  whenever  someone  would  raise  their
hand,  but  then he  made  them go  up front.  Something he  said
would make them cry,  and then everyone would shout and act
real excited. Suzi felt  sorry for the person who got tricked into
going up there.  She  already knew what  happened,  so  she  was
safe, but the lump in her throat would not go away, and the tears
were harder to hold back each time.

Finally, Brother Munger let everyone go home since no one was
going to get saved. I got through it one more time, thought Suzi,
grateful  to  get  outside  and  breathe  the  fresh  air  in  the  warm
sunshine. She loved everything about church except for the “Just
As I Am” part. I have to put up with so many things in this world,
she thought. She sighed deeply and stared down at the shoes of
those walking in front of her, following them back to the house.

No, it never stopped. Bad things were going to happen all the
time and there would be no end. Suzi fought hard to get through
the long minutes of each day, snatching flashes in time of childish
joy whenever a moment presented itself. Her struggle was worse
lying in the dark of the night hours, waiting for the monsters to



suck her down under the bed or wondering when would be the
next time she would awake out of  sleep again with severe ear
pain. The scariest thing of all for the young soldier was to know
there would be no escape from sleeping every night next to the
one whose few moments of kindness occurred between episodes
of vicious attacks. Suzi knew this mommy would have no mercy. 

Still, she waited to see who got off the bus every day, hoping
Mama would get finished with the heaven business, hoping she
would remember to come back for her and take her far away from
this place. The girl worried she wouldn't know what she looked
like anymore, but one thing she did know was true. No one was as
nice. She would recognize her that way. 

And  when  the  nights  were  dark  and  scary  she  would
remember  what  she  could.  She  would remember  when the  ice
cream truck came after dark and Mama made her taste raspberry
sherbet,  and  the  time  she  had  cooked the  best  thing  ever  and
called it her Irish stew recipe. And then there was the time she did
exercises next to the kitchen sink because she said she needed to
get back into shape, and all of the times Suzi crawled up into her
lap for  comfort.  Yes,  these  were  the  only things  she wanted to
think about.  The scared child would shut her  eyes and see the
times when she had her mama. It was when Suzi had been loved. 



Photos











Mama...

If you made it this far, would you consider writing a review?

https://www.amazon.com/author/susandunncobb

Thank you.
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