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Jonah had received a good Christian
raising; the best that his mother could muster after his daddy had
died when Jonah was just a baby. He had a strong back and a
stalwart work ethic. Jonah possessed a rugged handsomeness that
would have gone a long way with the ladies if it weren't for a
hunting accident when he was young.

The accident had left him with an
embarrassing limp and a self-consciousness that he could never get
over. Despite his muscles, he shrunk away beneath the gaze of even
the plainest women.

Aside from ladies though, there wasn't
anything that Jonah shrank away from. Even with his bum leg Jonah
had always taken to hard work and vigorous activity as a mule to
the plow. For it, his nearly six and a half foot frame was graced
with wide, thick shoulders like cannonballs and a whiskey barrel
chest.

His thighs were as thick and firm as
tree trunks and his arms bulged nearly as large. He might have been
a intimidating figure if it wasn't for Jonah's pleasant demeanor
and kind smile. He was shy cause of his limp though and he didn't
go out looking for any attention. Jonah had never had to scuffle
much and he had never had to prove himself to anyone.

He had but a few friends; a sheepish
old hermit and an old renegade Indian who alone lived in the way of
his ancestors. These three men saw each other only rarely but
always enjoyed one another’s company for none was too self-involved
and none wanted to gain anything from the other.

Keeping otherwise to himself for his
entire lifetime had left Jonah pretty lonesome. His momma had moved
on from this life several years ago and the home he'd cut out for
himself had never known the benefit of a woman's touch. It had been
a particularly cold and dreary winter that year in which Jonah
found himself feeling lonelier than he ever had.

As a beautiful spring began to break
through the cold, Jonah's mind was preoccupied with thoughts about
women in the worst way.

Jonah was very much aware of certain
services a man could procure in which a bride set to a man's own
specifications could pretty much be delivered straight to his door.
He'd been becoming more and more aware of such services for some
time in fact.

By the middle of spring that year Jonah
had made up his mind to employ such services to see just what
exactly might come his way. As in most situations of the sort Jonah
would be getting more than he was bargaining for.

 


 


Alice had spent her entire adult life
in New York City. What she rarely let on though was that as a child
she had known quite a different lifestyle. Alice had been born and
raised out on the frontier. Her father, an Irish immigrant, had
secured a piece of land for the family in the first Oklahoma land
run.

On the day of the run, when almost
twenty thousand other people stopped to settle upon a flat piece of
land that would later become Guthrie, Oklahoma, Alice's father just
kept on running. He ran far beyond any place that runners were
settling in groups and when at last he was winded, he took a long
look around himself to see a lovely piece of native prairie
spreading out around him in every direction without another soul
upon it.

This is where he would make his
family's home.

Although sometimes life on the plains
was difficult Alice and her family loved everything about it. On
the frontier Alice learned the lessons that folks in the big
cities, despite all of their education and pompous finery, would
never understand.

Out on the plains Alice learned about
struggle and strife and she learned the value of hard work and
perseverance. She learned the sometimes hard lessons of life and
death and through it all perhaps the most important thing Alice
learned was genuine compassion.

Her mother often explained to her that
compassion amongst the human race was the true grace of
god.

When Alice was six years old she began
to learn the lesson of compassion well. Alice’s father had gone off
for a few days to drive and sell the livestock as he had a hundred
times before. Her mother was down at the nearby creek seeing to the
wash on a beautiful spring day.

Alice was playing outside in the warm
sunshine near the house just like she was supposed to. She spun
around with her arms flayed wide and her eyes closed feeling the
gentle breeze lap at her face. She hummed a gentle tune to herself
and imagined it to be the song that the flowers might sing when
they were happy and nobody else was around to hear them. Alice’s
gentle melody though was suddenly interrupted by the sound of a
sputtering little cough. Just a quick one and then it was
gone.

Alice froze in place almost too afraid
to open her eyes. Her little heart sped in her chest. Her ears
perked but for a long time she heard nothing. She mustered the
courage to open her eyes and saw nothing near her except for the
gentle waving of the tall golden grasses all around her. Then a
slight rustling sound drifted to her on the breeze and her head
turned instinctually towards it.

She didn’t see the boy at first but her
eye was suddenly drawn to a slight bit of movement that differed
from the waving of the grass. Alice’s little eyes sharpened on a
dark spot moving towards her through the grass and soon saw that it
was the black hair on top of the head of a little Indian boy almost
as big as her.

A sheen of oily sweat glistened across
his brow and his face looked pained, grimacing grotesquely even
with every strained step closer. He limped through the grass right
toward Alice but he hadn’t even noticed her yet. The boy’s buckskin
shirt was crusted darkly with dried blood almost black beneath the
sun.

Red smears from where the boy had wiped
his sniffling nose spread across his face intersected vertically
from the streaks of tears. Alice didn’t know what to do. She had
never seen an Indian before and the sight of the blood terrified
her. She must have made a movement or a sound that she wasn’t aware
of making because the boy suddenly looked up, his eyes falling
right upon her own and he straightened upward with the shock of
seeing her.

Alice, unable to make her planted feet
run let out a terrifying scream that echoed over the flat lands
around them. The boy’s face turned a sickly shade as the scream
rung out, his eyes rolled back a little, his head tilted to one
side and he crumbled to the ground limply.

Her mother heard the scream from the
creek and set off at a sprint towards the sound of it the very
second it reached her ears. Because she assumed that her daughter
was hurt or in danger she dashed up the bank and through the grass
quicker than she’d ever even realized she could move.

She could seen see Alice screaming like
a banshee close to the house but she saw nothing else nearby. She
rushed to Alice and grabbed her. Alice’s eyes were still fixed on
the fallen boy as she began to sob. Her mother followed her gaze
and spotted the tiny, brown boy lying in a lifeless clump upon the
earth. She gasped and without a second thought, she dashed to him
and snatched him up to cradle him in her arms.

She ran her hand gently over his grimy
cheek and felt the clamminess of his skin. The boy’s dark little
eyes fluttered open and she could see the shock in his face as his
eyes focused upon the lovely, pale woman who now held him against
her breast. He didn’t make a sound.

He winced with pain and fainted once
more. Alice trailed after her mother frightfully as she dashed into
the house carrying the boy and laid him down gently upon the
bed.

Alice saw the blood upon her mother’s
blouse and hands as she drew her arms from underneath the boy.
Alice was no real stranger to blood. She had dutifully helped her
father with the deer and the rabbits and the raccoons that he often
brought home at the end of a day of hunting and she had often
helped her mother prepare the chickens for supper.

Alice had seen the livestock after
wolves or coyotes had come near the house in the night and made a
meal of them. It was not blood alone that scared her; it was what
it meant that made her nervous.

“Is he gonna die mama?” She
asked timidly with her eyes falling sadly upon the little
boy.

“Not if we can help it.” Her
mother declared with confident authority as she buzzed about the
house gathering things in her arms from every part of it, “But I’m
gonna need you to be brave and do what I say, okay
Alice?”

Alice gathered strength from her
mother’s determination. She stood straight like a soldier awaiting
his orders.

“Yes, mama.” Alice answered
proudly.

Her mother smiled.

“Good. Now go gather plenty
of wood for the stove.” She instructed over her shoulder as she
knelt near the bed and began to lay her supplies down carefully
beside her.

Alice marched outside and began pulling
split logs from the woodpile on the porch. Inside, her mother
dipped a cloth into a large pot of cool water she tossed the wet
cloth over one shoulder and then hefted the heavy pot to the top of
the stove.

She knelt beside the boy again, wiped
his face clean as she smiled angelically over him. She then folded
the cloth, hiding the redness and the grime now within and pressed
it to the boy’s warm forehead. She said a silent prayer as she
gripped the boys little hand.

Alice stacked what little wood she
could carry into the stove box, making sure each bit was arranged
precisely and then disappeared outside to gather more. Soon there
was enough and for the first time Alice was allowed to light the
fire while her mother prodded carefully at little boy’s
wounds.

To Alice, the lighting of the match and
the stoking of the flames was the sacred rite of passage that made
her into the young lady who suddenly became capable of aiding her
mother in the emergency care of this poor child.

Alice helped her mother prepare a
thick, stinking poultice that was applied to the varied and
wretched wounds upon the small boy’s body while Alice held his hand
bravely. Several times the pain stirred him in his deep, fevered
slumber but he seemed like he was lost in the dreams and he just
couldn’t find his way back to wake up all the way. Alice wondered
if that’s how God took you in your time; in your dreams.

A single tear rolled down Alice’s cheek
and she didn’t know why. Sometimes the boy mumbled in his strange
language and it scared Alice but her mother told her to sing, more
for Alice’s sake than the boys. Alice would sing timidly in her
high-pitched voice and the boy would relax and sleep
soundly.

 


 


The boy slept like this for several
days; sometimes stirring or mumbling frantically and painfully, but
never waking. Alice’s father arrived home and having quickly
assessed the direness of the situation, he was right back out the
door to find a doctor. It was a whole day before he returned with a
withered, little white haired doctor in tow. The doctor peered down
at the little brown boy with a look of surprised disgust on his
face.

He nearly turned straight for the door
as quick as he’d come but Alice’s father steadied him in place with
a large, strong, calloused hand upon the doctor’s shoulder. Alice’s
mother made her go outside even though it was dark. Alice could see
that her mama’s face was red even though she’d done her best to
conceal her anger from her daughter, so Alice did as she was
told.

Outside from the porch Alice could her
mother talking briskly to the doctor. She quoted scripture and then
implored the doctor to help the boy. What Alice could not see was
the look of disdain the doctor gave her mother. He made a nasty
comment about the correct place of women with his nasty, nasally
voice.

Alice’s father didn’t say a word.
Instead, there was the soft thud of flesh on flesh and then the
louder, duller thud of rump on floor. Then there was only silence
for a long time as the doctor inspected the boy thoroughly. Alice
had nearly fallen asleep on the front porch steps when she heard
the doctor’s voice uttering out his diagnoses.

He was very respectful when he spoke
now. At last, the door opened and the doctor dashed out onto the
porch. One whole side of the doctor’s face was red and lumpy. His
eye was swollen and hardly open when he came out.

“I think your friend just
might make it.” He smiled to Alice as he passed, tromping down the
steps and mounting his horse swiftly.

The doctor was off into the night like
a ghost and Alice’s mother called her back in. Alice had never
thought about it in such terms but when she walked back into the
house and gazed down at the boy she felt the sensation in her heart
and she knew that this boy was indeed her friend and already she
cared deeply for him.

In her isolation, Alice had never
before had a friend. She had never concerned herself about it. Now
she found herself praying to God that her only friend would get
better. Soon, her prayers were answered.

After thirteen days, the boy awoke,
smiling up into Alice’s eyes as she sang over him. She did not even
realize that he was awake until she had sung the final verse and
finally looked down. She was taken aback with the shock of seeing
his dark, almond eyes and a joyful tear crested her cheek as the
boy squeezed her hand thankfully.

“Mama!” Alice shouted to her
mother outside.

Alice’s mother came running in and
folded her hands over her heart, her own eyes welling with tears as
she saw the
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