

    
        
          Alberta Jones: Unburied

        

        
        
          Chijioke Igbo

        

        
          Published by Chijioke Igbo, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ALBERTA JONES: UNBURIED

    

    
      First edition. February 15, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Chijioke Igbo.

    

    
    
      Written by Chijioke Igbo.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Alberta Jones: Unburied

Ch. 1: Central High Fire (1948 Louisville)

Ch. 2: Municipal College Arithmetic (Louisville, early 1950s)

Ch. 3: Howard’s Cold Hallways (Washington, D.C.)

Ch. 4: Bar Exam Prayer (Kentucky, 1959)

Ch. 5: The First Client (Louisville, 1959)

Ch. 6: Cassius Walks In (Louisville, 1960)

Ch. 7: The Voter Ledger (Louisville, early 1960s)

Ch. 8: Prosecutor’s Desk (Louisville, February 1965)

Ch. 9: Custody and Corruption (Louisville, February 1965)

Ch. 10: Magazine Street Rumors (Louisville, February 1965)

Ch. 11: The Quiet Judge (Louisville, late February 1965)

Ch. 12: Evidence With Teeth (Louisville, late February 1965)

Ch. 13: Police Protection (Louisville, early March 1965)

Ch. 14: The Committee Dinner (Louisville, early March 1965)

Ch. 15: Ev’s Warning (Louisville, early March 1965)

Ch. 16: The Case She Can’t Drop (Louisville, early March 1965)

Ch. 17: The Phone Call (Louisville, early August 1965)

Ch. 18: The Car Door (Louisville, August 1965)

Ch. 19: The Second Lawyer (Louisville, August 1965)

Ch. 20: River Work (Louisville, August 5, 1965)

Ch. 21: The Newsprint Funeral (Louisville, August 1965)

Ch. 22: The Church Basement (Louisville, August 1965)

Ch. 23: Darnell’s Line (Louisville, late August 1965)

Ch. 24: The File Goes North (Louisville → North, late August 1965)

Ch. 25: The Long Year (1965–1966)

Ch. 26: The Witness List (1966)

Ch. 27: The Trap Case (1966)

Ch. 28: The Committee Cracks (1966)

Ch. 29: Courthouse Thunder (Louisville, late 1966)

Ch. 30: The Return (Louisville, late 1966)

Ch. 31: The Verdict That Matters (Louisville, 1966–1967)

Ch. 32: Alberta’s Name, Unburied (Louisville, 1967)

Sign up for Chijioke Igbo's Mailing List

Further Reading: The Transatlantic Slave Trade – A Detailed Look at the Middle Passage and Its Impact

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For Alberta O. Jones—whose courage deserved protection, not silence.For the women who take doors off hinges when they're told they can't enter.And for every organizer who learned the hard way that power fights back.

      

    



  	
        
            
            They tried to bury the truth in the river.They forgot the river brings things back.

      

    


Author’s Note

This novel is a work of historical fiction inspired by the life of Alberta Odell Jones (1930–1965), a Louisville attorney, voting-rights organizer, and barrier-breaking prosecutor whose death remains one of the city’s most haunting unresolved cases. Certain dates, public milestones, and settings are grounded in the historical record, including her prominence in Louisville civic life and the discovery of her body in the Ohio River on August 5, 1965 near Fontaine Ferry Park.

Because the full truth of what happened to Alberta Jones has never been publicly settled, I have used imagined scenes, composite characters, and dramatized dialogue to explore the world she moved through—one shaped by ambition, resistance, and the everyday dangers faced by Black women who challenged entrenched power. Any resemblance between fictional characters and real individuals beyond Alberta Jones is coincidental, and the conspiracies depicted here are narrative inventions created to examine broader historical realities of voter suppression, intimidation, and institutional protection.

My hope is that this story does what history too often fails to do: keep Alberta Jones’s name spoken, keep her work visible, and remind readers that “firsts” are rarely celebrated in their own time—they are tested.

For readers who want to learn more, I encourage you to begin with the U.S. Department of Justice Civil Rights Division’s case summary and other local historical resources documenting her life and legacy.
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​Ch. 1: Central High Fire (1948 Louisville)
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The first thing Alberta noticed when she stepped off the bus wasn’t the cold.

It was the way Louisville could make you feel watched without anybody ever looking straight at you.

The morning air bit at her cheeks and slipped down the collar of her coat like it owned her. Her breath rose in pale ribbons, then vanished—same as a lot of things did in this city when you weren’t supposed to keep them. Opportunity. Safety. A clean future. Even the truth, sometimes.

Central High stood ahead like a brick promise, solid and familiar, the kind of building that held generations of Black children who were taught early: you could be brilliant and still be boxed in. The school smelled like chalk dust and floor wax, like winter coats drying near radiators, like the stubborn hope of people who kept showing up even when the world didn’t clap for them.

Alberta adjusted her books against her chest and moved with the purposeful walk she’d practiced without realizing she practiced. Not a strut. Not a shuffle. Not “too much.” Just enough to say I belong here without giving anybody the satisfaction of thinking you were trying.

Inside, the hallway noise hit her in waves—laughter, locker doors, shoes scuffing, somebody humming a tune that sounded like church and street at the same time. She passed faces she knew—girls with pressed hair and neat collars, boys with sharp eyes and restless shoulders—and she nodded to the ones who nodded first. She didn’t waste energy chasing belonging. Belonging came after respect, and respect came after results.

“Morning, Miss Jones,” a teacher called from the doorway, warmth in her voice, pride tucked behind it.

“Morning,” Alberta answered, polite, steady.

Miss Jones. Not Alberta. Not “baby.” Not “girl.” In this building, titles mattered. They were practice for the world beyond it—where people would try their hardest to strip you of every name that carried weight.

She reached her homeroom and slid into her seat with the smoothness of someone who didn’t want to be noticed for anything except what she could do. Her notebook opened to clean paper. Her pen sat ready. She liked the feeling of being prepared. Prepared meant you couldn’t be surprised as easily, and surprises were a luxury.

The boy next to her—Leon, always chewing peppermint like it was medicine—leaned over.

“You ready for Carter’s test?” he asked, eyebrows up like he hoped she wasn’t, like that would make him feel better.

Alberta didn’t smile. Not yet.

“I been ready,” she said, and finally let the corner of her mouth lift. “You?”

Leon groaned. “Don’t do that. Don’t sound confident. Make the rest of us look... irresponsible.”

“You are irresponsible,” she said, and the smile got a little brighter, because she wasn’t cruel—she was accurate.

Leon tapped her notebook. “You ever get tired of being right?”

Alberta looked at him like the question was an odd one. “No.”

He laughed under his breath, shaking his head like she was made of metal.

The bell rang. Mr. Carter entered like a man carrying a whole courtroom in his spine—straight-backed, tight-lipped, the kind of teacher who didn’t waste his voice on noise. He set papers on the desk, pushed his glasses up, and scanned the room.

“All right,” he said. “Clear your desks. This test is your record today.”

Record.

That word always landed heavy for Alberta. Records followed you. Records could open doors. Records could also be used against you if the wrong person held them.

Students shifted, pencils scraped, anxiety moved through the room like wind under a door. Alberta stayed still. She loved tests. Not because she loved pressure—but because a test didn’t care who your father knew. A test didn’t care what street you lived on. A test didn’t ask you to soften your voice or shrink your ambition so folks felt comfortable.

A test asked one thing: can you do it?

Mr. Carter passed out papers, one by one. When he placed hers on the desk, his hand paused a fraction longer than necessary.

He looked at her, and in his eyes there was approval—yes—but also something else. A warning dressed up as concern.

“Don’t rush,” he said quietly, like he was offering kindness.

Alberta met his gaze. “I won’t.”

He moved on.

She read the first problem. Then the second. Then the third. The numbers lined up the way they were supposed to. The logic fell into place like it had been waiting for her. Her pencil moved with clean certainty.

Halfway through, she realized Leon had stopped chewing peppermint.

She kept going anyway.

In forty minutes, Alberta set her pencil down, flipped her paper, checked her work. Twice. She didn’t turn it in early; turning in early invited attention, and attention invited opinions, and opinions invited limitations.

When the bell finally rang, Mr. Carter collected tests at the front. Alberta walked up, placed hers on the stack, and started to turn away.

“Miss Jones,” he said.

She paused.

He held her paper with two fingers as if it carried heat. “You’ve got a mind,” he said, low. “You know that, don’t you?”

“Yes, sir.”

He nodded once. “Good. Because Louisville will try to convince you it’s a mind meant to stay in certain rooms.”

The words hit her like a quiet slap—not because they were harsh, but because they were true.

Alberta kept her face calm. “I don’t plan on staying where I’m assigned.”

Mr. Carter’s gaze tightened, not disapproving—calculating. Like he could already see the fights she hadn’t met yet.

“Ambition is a flame,” he said. “But understand this: people don’t always love a fire they can’t control.”

Alberta didn’t blink. “Then I’ll control it.”

He studied her a moment longer, then set her test back on the pile like the conversation was over. But Alberta carried it with her anyway—every word like a matchbook in her pocket.

In the hallway, Leon caught up, breathless.

“How’d it go?” he asked.

Alberta shrugged like it didn’t matter, even though it always mattered. “Fine.”

Leon stared at her, then laughed. “Fine mean you aced it. I hate you a little.”

“You don’t hate me,” Alberta said, and stepped around a group of boys arguing about basketball.

Leon followed. “You ever think about what you gonna be?”

Alberta’s mind answered faster than her mouth could. A lot of things. More than they want. More than they expect.

But she didn’t say all of that. Not yet.

“I’m thinking,” she said.

“Thinking about what?” Leon pressed.

Alberta stopped at her locker, spun the dial, and opened it with the smooth confidence of someone who didn’t fumble. “Thinking about how rules work.”

Leon blinked. “Like... school rules?”

Alberta looked at him, and there was something sharp behind her calm. “All rules.”

She shut her locker.

That afternoon, she walked home with her books hugged close, past storefronts that catered to Black families with limited choices—barber shops, small groceries, tailors who could make something elegant out of something modest. The city moved around her like a machine, and Alberta watched its gears.

On one corner, she saw a white policeman leaning against a post, laughing at something a white man said. A few feet away, a Black man stood with his hat in his hands, waiting to cross the street like he needed permission. Nobody said anything. The silence said it for them.

Alberta kept walking, face forward, heart steady, the anger in her chest contained like steam in a kettle. She didn’t like useless anger. She liked anger with a plan.

When she reached her house, the smell of dinner floated out—beans and smoked meat, cornbread warming, something sweet somewhere in the background. Home smelled like endurance.

Her mother was at the kitchen table, hands busy with peeling, her sleeves rolled up. She looked up when Alberta entered.

“You hungry?” her mother asked.

“Always,” Alberta said, hanging her coat.

Her mother’s eyes scanned her face the way mothers do—reading for trouble, reading for tears, reading for something a child might be hiding.

“How was school?”

“Fine.”

Her mother gave her the same look Leon did, the one that said fine means something else. “You got that test today.”

Alberta pulled her chair out, sat down, and slid her books onto the table. “Yes, ma’am.”

Her mother’s voice softened, but it never lost its edge. “You keep pushing yourself like this, folks gonna start watching you different.”

Alberta didn’t pretend she didn’t understand. “They already watching.”

Her mother sighed, the sound full of love and fatigue. “Baby... you know what I mean.”

Alberta looked down at her hands—small hands, but steady. She thought of Mr. Carter’s warning. She thought of that man on the corner holding his hat like it was a peace offering. She thought of every invisible line the city dared her to cross.

“I know,” she said. “That’s why I gotta be careful.”

Her mother stopped peeling for a moment. “Careful how?”

Alberta lifted her eyes, and her voice was calm, but something fierce lived underneath it. “Careful with my steps. Careful with my words. Careful with who I let close. But I’m not gonna be careful with my goals.”

Her mother stared at her like she was seeing a woman where a girl had been yesterday.

“Alberta...” her mother began, and then stopped. Because some things couldn’t be talked out of a child once they took root.

Alberta reached into her bag, pulled out her notebook, and opened it to a page full of problems, cleanly solved.

Her mother’s mouth twitched. Pride tried to show itself and got caught behind caution.

“You got your father’s stubborn,” her mother said.

Alberta nodded. “And your patience.”

Her mother laughed once—short, surprised. “Patience ain’t what you got. You got focus.”

Alberta didn’t argue. Focus was fine. Focus was useful.

After dinner, she sat at her small desk in her room, lamp light pooling over paper. Outside, the neighborhood settled into evening sounds—radio music, distant voices, a streetcar’s hum, somebody calling a child in before it got too dark.

Alberta wrote in her notebook, not homework—thoughts.

She drew lines. Boxes. Arrows. She made columns labeled RULES and RESULTS. Under rules she wrote everything she could name: school, court, money, politics, race, gender, “proper behavior,” “knowing your place.” Under results she wrote what she saw: who got hired, who got stopped, who got listened to, who got dismissed.

She stared at it until the pattern stopped being fog and started being math.

Rules weren’t magic. Rules were made. And what was made could be unmade.

Alberta’s pen hovered.

Then she wrote a sentence in careful letters, as if she were drafting something official:

Learn the rules. Break them clean.

She read it twice. It looked simple on paper. It sounded like trouble in the real world.

She didn’t flinch.

In the mirror above her desk, she saw her own face—young, composed, eyes too serious for her age. She saw the girl Louisville would try to narrow into something smaller. Something quieter. Something grateful for scraps.

Alberta turned away from the mirror and back to the notebook.

She didn’t need the city’s permission to become who she was.

She just needed time.

And she intended to use every second of it.
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​Ch. 2: Municipal College Arithmetic (Louisville, early 1950s)
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Louisville Municipal College didn’t try to pretend.

It sat there like a compromise carved into brick—a “separate” solution dressed up as opportunity, a place the city could point to and say See? We gave them something, while keeping the real doors locked where they wanted them locked. Alberta knew that before she ever stepped into the building. She could feel it in the way people talked about it, the way the newspapers wrote around it, the way white Louisville acted like it was generous just for allowing Black minds to exist in a classroom.

Still, it was a classroom.

And Alberta didn’t waste classrooms.

She crossed the courtyard with her books tucked close, scarf tight against the wind, eyes forward. Around her, students moved with the same mix of hunger and caution she’d seen at Central High—young Black men in pressed coats, young Black women in modest dresses and determined shoes, all of them studying in a world that acted like education was a privilege to be rationed.

Inside, the air smelled like chalk, ink, and hard work. She liked that smell. It meant somebody was building something.

Her first accounting lecture landed like a language lesson.

Debit. Credit. Ledger. Asset. Liability. Receivable.

The professor’s voice carried through the room, steady and blunt. “Numbers don’t have feelings,” he said, tapping the board with a piece of chalk. “That’s why people hide feelings inside them. You learn this discipline, you learn how to see what folks don’t want you to see.”

Alberta’s pen moved fast. She wrote the words like they were weapons.

The boys behind her whispered jokes, trying to act like it wasn’t serious. Like money didn’t run everything. Like math was just math.

Alberta didn’t laugh.

She’d already watched enough to understand: the city’s rules weren’t only enforced with police batons and courthouse walls. They were enforced with rent prices and loan approvals. Job postings and hiring “requirements.” Zoning lines. Tax assessments. “Accidents” in paperwork that always seemed to happen to the same people.

She’d seen families turned away from mortgages with clean church clothes and perfect credit history because a white man behind a desk decided “no” with a stamp. She’d seen Black businesses pay higher “fees” for the same permits white businesses got with a smile. She’d seen men lose jobs because payroll suddenly “didn’t add up.” And when you asked questions, the answer was always a shrug: It’s just numbers.

No.

Numbers were stories. Numbers were choices.

And choices were power.

After class, she walked to the registrar’s office for a form she needed. The hallway was lined with bulletin boards—announcements, scholarship flyers, job postings, campus events—but the paper that caught her eye wasn’t a flyer. It was a typed notice pinned crooked, like it didn’t want to be read.

TUITION PAYMENT DEADLINE. LATE FEES STRICTLY ENFORCED. NO EXCEPTIONS.

Under it, smaller text: Payment methods accepted: cash, money order. Personal checks not accepted.

Alberta stared at it a moment too long.

No checks. That meant no paper trail for students’ payments—just cash and money orders, things that disappeared easy if the wrong hand touched them. She didn’t accuse. She didn’t whisper. She just filed the detail away in her mind like an entry in a ledger.

A young woman beside her sighed. “They always got a way to make it harder.”

Alberta glanced over. The woman’s hair was pinned neat, her coat worn but clean, eyes smart. A student like her—working and studying, balancing hope like it was a tray that could spill at any moment.

“What’s your name?” Alberta asked.

“Lillian,” the woman said. “Lillian Brooks.”

“Alberta Jones.”

Lillian’s eyebrows rose. “The Alberta Jones? Folks in my dorm said you don’t miss questions.”

Alberta gave a small smile. “I miss sleep.”

Lillian laughed, but it turned quickly to seriousness. “You think it’s on purpose?” she asked, nodding at the notice. “The cash thing.”

Alberta didn’t answer like she was guessing. She answered like she’d been learning a long time. “It’s convenient,” she said. “And convenience usually benefits somebody.”

Lillian chewed that. “You talk like a lawyer.”

Alberta’s eyes stayed on the paper. “Not yet.”

But the thought warmed her anyway—like a match lit inside her.

That evening, she sat in the library, surrounded by quiet and books that smelled like old glue and borrowed futures. A desk lamp cut a circle of light onto her notebook. She worked through problems, not because they were assigned, but because she needed to own the logic.

A ledger was a map. A balance sheet was a confession. If you knew how to read them, you could track what people tried to erase.

Across the table, a group of students argued softly over a case study—some made-up company with made-up numbers. Alberta listened without meaning to.

“That’s why they say the books never lie,” one boy said, smug.

Another boy shook his head. “Books lie all the time. People just don’t check.”

Alberta’s pen paused.

She wrote a line across the top of her page:

THE BOOKS DON’T LIE. THEY OMIT.

The library door opened, cold air slipping in with whoever walked through. Alberta looked up and saw a janitor—an older Black man with tired eyes and strong hands—pushing a cart, sweeping slow like he was trying not to disturb the peace.

Alberta watched him a second longer than necessary.

He wasn’t just sweeping.

He was maintaining the place where other people got to think. That was his job, sure—but it was also his position in the machine. Make it clean. Keep it quiet. Don’t ask to sit at the table.

The professor’s voice from earlier echoed in her mind: Numbers don’t have feelings.

But people did.

And they got assigned roles based on somebody else’s math.

When Alberta left the library later, night had settled over Louisville like a heavy coat. Streetlights glowed dull, and the wind carried the smell of coal smoke and river air. She walked fast, not from fear exactly—more like awareness. In this city, a Black woman walking alone was always being calculated by somebody.

At the corner, she saw a white clerk locking up a small office. The sign in the window read LOANS • INSURANCE • TITLE SERVICES.

Inside, papers were stacked high. Files. Forms. Contracts.

No masks. No hoods.

Just handwriting and stamps and a ledger that decided who could buy a house and who had to keep renting forever.

Alberta slowed her steps and looked at the office like it was a courtroom.

She imagined herself walking in there, not to beg, but to audit. To open drawers. To read what was hidden in plain sight. To ask, calmly, for explanations nobody had ever demanded.

She kept walking, but the image stayed.

Back in her room, she laid her books out with care, like they were tools. She pulled a notebook from beneath her mattress—her private one—and flipped to a fresh page.

She titled it:

WHERE POWER HIDES.

Then she started listing places.

Banks.

Courthouses.

School boards.

Hiring offices.

Zoning commissions.

Registrar desks.

Insurance agencies.

The places people called “neutral.”

The places that didn’t carry a gun but could still kill your chances.

Her pencil hovered, and she thought of Central High, of Mr. Carter’s warning, of her mother’s steady caution.

Louisville wasn’t only ruled by men who shouted. It was ruled by men who filed.

Men who smiled and denied.

Men who could ruin you by “losing” the right paper.

Alberta wrote again, slow and precise, like she was drafting her own oath:

If the fight is in the paperwork, then I’ll learn the paperwork better than them.

She leaned back, exhaled, and stared at the page until her eyes burned.

Outside her window, a siren wailed somewhere far off, then faded. Another sound replaced it—soft laughter from the street, a radio playing something sweet, a baby crying, life continuing like it always did.

Alberta looked down at her hands, then at her notes.

This was arithmetic, sure.

But it wasn’t just math.

It was the beginning of her understanding that in America, power could be measured, itemized, and hidden in columns.

And if you wanted to change anything, you had to learn how to read the lie.

Then you had to prove it.

And Alberta Jones was already building her proof.
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​Ch. 3: Howard’s Cold Hallways (Washington, D.C.)
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The cold in Washington wasn’t like Louisville.

Louisville’s cold was personal—wind that slipped through your coat like it knew your name, a bite that felt familiar, almost hometown mean. D.C. was colder in a different way. Sharper. Cleaner. Like the city had been built to keep people at a distance from each other unless power required closeness.

Howard University didn’t flinch from any of it.

The law school building stood like a challenge, its steps worn down by generations of Black ambition. Alberta climbed them with her suitcase pulling behind her, her fingers stiff from the handle, her mind already running through what she’d heard about this place.

They said Howard didn’t hand out confidence. It tested you until you earned it.

They said you could be smart and still get embarrassed in front of a room full of future lawyers.

They said the professors didn’t care who you were—only whether you could stand up under pressure and still speak clean.

Alberta liked that. Or maybe she liked what it demanded from her.

Inside, the hallways were long and narrow, lit with harsh light that made everything look more serious than it already was. Students moved fast, coats brushing, books clutched like shields. Conversations floated through the air—cases, arguments, constitutional questions spoken like prayers. Everyone sounded hungry. Everyone sounded like they knew what was at stake.

Alberta signed her name on a form at the front office, the pen scratching across paper.

Jones, Alberta O.

She watched the ink settle into the fibers.

A name on a page could be a beginning or a target. She’d learned that already.

Her first class hit her like a slap.

Not because she didn’t understand the material—she understood it fine. It hit because of the rhythm. The pace. The cruelty disguised as training.

The professor walked in without greeting, dropped his notes on the desk, and started calling names like he was reading charges.

“Ms. Jones.”

Alberta’s chin lifted before her heart did. She rose.

“Yes, sir.”

“What is the difference between holding and dicta?”

The room held its breath.

Alberta answered.

He didn’t nod. He didn’t smile. He didn’t acknowledge victory. He just moved to the next question as if she were furniture.

That was her first lesson at Howard: you didn’t get applause for being correct. You got more questions.

After class, the hallway swallowed her in a rush of bodies.

A young man with a Baltimore accent brushed past her, muttering, “He ate me alive in there.”

A woman with sharp eyes and a sharper walk leaned toward Alberta as they stepped aside to let a professor pass.

“You held up,” the woman said.

Alberta looked at her. “So did you.”

The woman’s smile was quick, strategic. “Nadine.”

“Alberta.”

Nadine’s gaze flicked down to Alberta’s stack of books, then back up. “You from Kentucky.”

It wasn’t a question.

Alberta’s mouth tightened. “Yes.”

Nadine nodded like she’d filed it. “You’ll do fine. But don’t confuse fine with safe.”

Alberta’s eyebrows lifted. “Safe from what?”

Nadine leaned closer, voice lower. “From thinking excellence is enough.”

Then she was gone, swallowed by the hallway, leaving Alberta standing there with the sentence lodged under her ribs like a warning.

That night, Alberta studied until her eyes throbbed. She read cases like they were stories, then read them again like they were traps. She underlined language that sounded neutral but wasn’t. She made notes in the margins—questions, counterarguments, reminders to herself to never let a pretty phrase disguise an ugly intention.

She learned quickly that law was a mirror. It reflected whoever stood closest to it with the most control.

In the library, the air was dry and heavy with old paper. The fluorescent lights buzzed faintly like a nerve. Alberta sat at a long table where other students built their futures in silence, the only sound pages turning and pens moving.

Across from her, Nadine looked up from a casebook and studied Alberta with the kind of attention women reserved for rivals or allies.

“Why you here?” Nadine asked.

Alberta didn’t look up. “To become a lawyer.”

Nadine snorted softly. “That’s a title. I asked why.”

Alberta paused, then lifted her eyes.

“In Kentucky,” she said, careful, “they like it when you stay grateful. They like you educated enough to work, not educated
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