
        
            [image: cover]
        



 




[image: tmp_3ef3d207d1f6fd08db3ae6fe8c612fb1_7Z43cE_html_55ce9cec.jpg]

Cherokee Rose

By

Susan Weekley

World Castle
Publishing


This is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s
imagination or are used fictitiously and are not to be construed as
real. Any resemblance to actual events, locations, organizations,
or person, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

[image: tmp_3ef3d207d1f6fd08db3ae6fe8c612fb1_7Z43cE_html_6eeda2d5.jpg]

World Castle
Publishing

Pensacola, Florida

Copyright © Susan Weekley
2012

Smashwords Edition

ISBN: 9781938961069

First Edition World Castle Publishing
September 1, 2012

http://www.worldcastlepublishing.com

Smashwords Licensing
Notes

All rights reserved. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in articles and reviews.

Cover: Karen Fuller

Editor: Maxine Bringenberg


In Loving Memory
of

~Cora Hobbs
Lynch~

 


What I wouldn’t give to be
sitting at her dining table eating a cat-head biscuit with peanut
butter and syrup and listening to her strumming on her guitar
singing an old song!

 


Until I can feel your
loving arms around me again,

Grandma, you will forever
be in my heart.


Prologue

 


CATATRINAH

Fall of 1838

 


In the days of the Cherokee Movement,
Federal troops scoured the forests of the Appalachian Mountain
Range, which stretched from North Carolina to the northeastern tip
of Alabama. Rounding up all the Cherokee they could find, the
soldiers held them in the stockade at Fort Payne, later to be moved
and sent along the Trail of Tears
to what is now known as Oklahoma. Some Cherokee went with the
soldiers believing their chiefs would win the legal argument with
the white man and they would be allowed to return to their land.
Others did not believe, and fled to the highest ridges and gaps of
the mountains seeking refuge.

Legend says that one Cherokee heart
never left the mountains. Some say she was a baby killer, while
others say her grief over the loss of her baby was so great that
she killed herself. Many people have spotted her standing on the
bluff over Little River Canyon, and so the legend lives on. Here is
the story of Catatrinah (Cat-a-tree-nah), the ghost of Lookout
Mountain.

* * * *

The days were growing shorter and the
Great Spirit was changing the leaves from their summer green to
their splendid colors of fall. The young Cherokee squaw lingered at
the bluff watching the waterfall flow into the canyon far below.
Her heart was aching for her lover, the father of the child she
carried. For many moons now her father, Chief Two Arrows, had tried
to make her admit who fathered her child. Today, because she would
not tell, Chief Two Arrows had sent her away to find refuge from
the soldiers without the safety of her people. She didn’t fear the
soldiers like her father did, so she left her tribe’s hiding place.
Climbing farther up the mountain, she went to her secret place, the
place where she had last seen her lover.

Knowing the time was near for the
birthing of her child, she waited, quietly suffering with each pain
that tore through her body. When the final pains of birth were upon
her, she crawled to a tree at the edge of the forest and prepared
to deliver the child alone, as was the way of her people. Taking a
piece of sugar cane she had saved for this occasion and putting it
in her mouth, she bit down on it as the last of the pains ripped
through her. In a kneeling position, she caught the baby in her
waiting hands before the child touched the ground. She cut the
lifeline that had nourished her baby, using the knife she had
stolen from her father’s possessions. Smiling because the Great
Spirit had blessed her with a girl child, she cleaned the baby with
what little water she had with her, and wrapped the newborn in a
blanket. Earlier she had made a bed of pine straw and covered it
with a bearskin for warmth. Now she gently placed the infant on the
makeshift bed and finished cleaning herself. Giving thanks to the
Great Spirit for letting her have this child, she dug a hole and
buried the afterbirth. Weak from the energy she had expended, she
crawled back to the baby and slept with the child cradled against
her side.

Feeling something shaking her,
Catatrinah woke up. The sun was shining high in the sky and she
knew she had slept a long time. Looking up, she could see the
shadows of men around her. Fear for her child made her try to hide
the baby behind her as she recognized her father and some of the
men from their tribe.

Standing before her, Chief Two Arrows
spoke. “So you have had the child. Is it a boy child?”

Still weak and afraid, she shook her
head no.

Anger pouring from him, he bellowed,
“Then I have no choice but to do what must be done!”

Pointing to one of the men in the
group, her father motioned for him to take the baby. Doing as he
was instructed, the man pulled the baby from Catatrinah’s arms.
Handing the infant to her father, the man motioned for the others
to follow him.

As they left her alone with her
father, she tried to get up but her strength had not returned.
Watching her father, she saw him pull the blanket from the child’s
face, allowing him to see the blue eyes of the little
girl.

With pure hatred in his voice he
screamed, “A white man’s child! No daughter of mine will have a
white man’s baby! You have dishonored your ancestors and must be
punished for your wickedness!” Holding the child away from his
body, Two Arrows walked to the edge of the bluff and looked back at
Catatrinah. With the strength of a mama bear, she pushed herself up
and walked toward her father. Fearing what he intended to do, she
reached for her baby.

“Give her to me! She is not yours to
harm!” Her anger had no effect on him, so she pleaded. “Give me the
child and I will go away. No one will know that I had a white man’s
child or that I am your daughter. Please, give her to
me!”

Sighing, he said, “No, you must be
punished for taking a white man into your bed.” Before she could
stop him, Two Arrows released the baby and stood watching as the
infant fell to the waters below.

Screaming at the loss of her child,
Catatrinah fought and clawed at her father’s face and arms. Her
strength didn’t last long and she stood there with tears flowing
down her face. With anger and malice reflecting in her eyes, she
looked at Two Arrows and said, “May the Great Spirit curse you and
the generations after you who abuse their children. Before this day
is over, the white men will find you and torture you, but my curse
will follow you and you will die violently!”

Spitting on him, she turned and jumped
over the side of the bluff, joining her child in death.


Chapter 1

Present Day

Saturday

 


The first day of September was turning
into a beautiful day. It had started out with the threat of rain,
but by ten o’clock, the sun was shining and the clouds had rolled
away. Maria was thankful for this small blessing. The thought of
seven four and five-year-olds, being kept inside for a birthday
party, was not her idea of a great time. Today was not Molly’s
birthday, but Maria and Ollie had decided to have her birthday
party the Saturday before so they could have a real party for her.
Maria was scheduled to work on Molly’s real birthday, and since she
was the newest member on the force, she didn’t have enough
seniority to bump someone for that day off.

Ollie had to work everyday and today
was no exception, but he had promised to be back as soon as he
could. The way it looked now, Maria thought Ollie would not be
there to help until the middle of the afternoon. He had to make
sure everything at MacKinstry Farm was done first. He was the
foreman for Darlyn MacKinstry and oversaw the running of the
chicken houses. That was how Maria had met Ollie. Maria was working
for the ABI (Alabama Bureau of Investigation) at the time and had
gone undercover on the farm as a laborer. Being of Latino descent,
she blended in as a migrant worker and no one had questioned her
working at the chicken farm.

Last spring had brought many changes
into Maria’s life. After they had captured the man behind a land
fraud deal and the attempted murder of Darlyn MacKinstry, Maria and
Ollie started dating on a regular basis. She had resigned from the
ABI and was now a deputy sheriff in Evergreen, Alabama. They had
only been married for a month. All in the same day Maria became
Ollie’s wife and a mother. Molly was Ollie's daughter from a
previous marriage, but Maria loved the little girl as if she were
her own.

Finished with icing the birthday cake
she had baked for Molly, Maria glanced at the clock over the stove.
It was only 1:15 p.m. and Molly was still down for a nap. Maria
poured herself a glass of iced tea and went into the living room to
rest for a few minutes. The party was supposed to start at four,
and Maria hoped no one would be early. She still had to get the
tables set up outside and finish wrapping Molly’s gift. Ollie had
said he would try to be home by two or two-thirty, but Maria knew
he would be pushing it to get here by two-thirty. Putting her feet
up on the couch, Maria stretched out and wondered why she was so
tired. It seemed like for the last week, she couldn’t get enough
sleep no matter what time she went to bed. Before she knew it, she
drifted off to sleep again.

* * * *

Hurrying was not something Ollie did
well. It was three o’clock and he was just leaving the chicken
houses. Thinking that Maria was going to be mad at him for being
late, he stepped out of the building and headed for his truck.
Opening the truck door, he jumped back in astonishment when a woman
sat up and yelled, “Surprise!”

Not sure what to think, Ollie stood
there and looked at the woman. It took him almost a full minute
before he recognized his ex-wife. Her long dark hair and dark brown
eyes were the same, but she must have gained close to fifty pounds
since he had seen her last. Her youthful figure was gone, replaced
by rolls of fat around her mid-section. Time had not been good to
her, and she looked much older than she should at
twenty-two.

The dumbfounded look on Ollie’s face
made Trina laugh. “Well, are you surprised to see me?” she
asked.

As if looking for support from unknown
sources, Ollie glanced around the parking area. Seeing no one
around, he squared his shoulders and faced Trina, saying, “Yeah,
what are you doing here?” His hands gripping the doorframe of the
truck, he fought to keep his emotions under control, but his facial
expressions and the glare in his eyes could not hide his anger from
her.

Undaunted by Ollie’s hostility toward
her, Trina replied, “Why, I came to see you and Molly, silly.”
Looking around for Molly, she asked, “Where is she anyway? You
usually have her with you.”

Ignoring her question, he asked one of
his own. “You haven’t seen her in three years; what makes you think
I’d let you see her now?”

He recognized the anger flashing in
her brown eyes—so like Molly’s—as she responded, “Because I’m her
mother is why! I have a right to see my little girl anytime I
want!”

His jaw tightening, he said, “No, you
don’t. You gave that right up when you deserted her. You won’t ever
see her again. I made sure of that when I divorced you!”

Flying into a vicious rage, Trina
lunged for him with her fingernails aimed at his face. Screaming,
she yelled, “She’s my daughter, and I won’t let you keep her from
me!”

Ollie managed to grab both her wrists
before they hit their mark. Struggling to keep her at arm’s length
he said, “Get out of my truck, Trina. Go back to wherever you’ve
been the last three years and stay away from Molly and me, or
you’ll be sorry!”

Relaxing, she tried another tactic.
Stepping out of the truck and leaning her body against his, she
purred, “But, Ollie, we could be a family again; that would be
nice, don’t you think? Molly is older now and needs her
mother.”

Pushing Trina as far away from him as
he could, he said in disgust, “The thought of you and me being a
family again sickens me. Molly doesn’t need you in her life any
more than I do. I’ve married someone else, and she is a great
mother to Molly!”

Furious at the news of Ollie’s
marriage to another woman, Trina went into a frenzied fit. Ollie
had seen these fits before and he knew how violent she could get.
Not wanting to get into a physical fight with her, he jumped into
the truck and started it. Throwing the truck in reverse, he barely
missed her as she threw herself toward it. With gravel flying, he
sped away from her as fast as he could. Looking in the rearview
mirror as he reached the end of the lane, he could see her throwing
rocks in the direction he had left.

Turning onto Hwy. 31 toward his house
in Owassa, a small area outside of Evergreen’s city limits, Ollie
made a mental note to do two things as soon as he got home. First,
he needed to call Ms. Darlyn and warn her that Trina was at the
farm. He probably should have stopped at the main house and told
her in person, but he knew Trina would have caught up with him and
started more trouble. Second, he needed to call Jake and let him
know Trina was back in town. Jake was the sheriff in Conecuh County
and lived in Evergreen. Ollie knew Jake would know what to do about
Trina.

When Ollie was divorcing Trina, his
lawyer had insisted that Ollie have full custody of Molly and a
restraining order put out against Trina, should she show up again.
The whole town knew of Trina’s violent tendencies and the judge had
no qualms about granting the restraining order.

His mind on Trina as he drove home, he
was curious as to where she had been all these years. Trina was a
full-blooded Cherokee Indian, and he had thought she’d gone back to
the reservation in Oklahoma where she had grown up.

He had been stationed in Kansas during
his time in the army and had met Trina through an old army buddy.
Looking back, he wondered what he had ever seen in her that made
him think he was in love. She had been the most beautiful thing he
had ever seen, with her dark eyes and long straight hair. Trina had
been perfect in every way, or so he thought at the time. It wasn’t
until after they were married and moved back to Owassa that he saw
the first signs of mental illness in her. They had been married
less than a month when she had thrown her first violent tantrum. He
couldn’t remember what it was that had set her off, but he knew it
was something minor. Not wanting to admit that his marriage was a
failure, he had stuck it out for another month, when she surprised
him and told him she was pregnant. He hoped having a child of her
own would make her grow up and settle down, but he saw now that he
had been wrong. Whatever was wrong with Trina, having a child had
not helped—if anything it had made matters worse.

Molly looked like Trina with the long
dark hair and dark brown eyes, but that was where the resemblance
stopped. He was glad that Molly had been spared her mother’s
temperament. Oh, Molly would get upset and frustrated just like any
child her age, but she did not have violent fits. Thankfully she
had Ollie’s disposition and gentle ways.

Roxanne, Ollie’s older sister, had
been a source of stability for both him and his daughter when Trina
had abandoned them. Molly had been only two years old when Trina
left, and Roxanne had rented her house in Evergreen to a young man
who worked for the railroad and moved in with Ollie to help take
care of Molly. For the last two and a half years, she had been both
aunt and mother figure to the little girl.

But now there was Maria. Next to
Roxanne, she was the most wonderful woman Ollie had ever known. She
had succeeded in making a true home for him and Molly in the short
time they had been together. Maria was everything Trina was not.
She was smart, could cook, and always had a smile for them, even
when she was upset about something. Best of all, she made the
transition of Roxanne moving out easy on Molly. She made sure Molly
spent time with Roxanne and never interfered in the bond Molly
shared with her aunt.

Pulling into his drive, he stopped the
truck and looked around, expecting to see Maria outside working on
the party preparations. Seeing nothing set up, he worried that
something was wrong and ran into the house. Stepping into the
kitchen, he stopped and listened for the usual sounds that abounded
in his home. Molly’s laughter or excited squeals when she was
watching television, or Maria singing while she worked in the
kitchen, were what he looked forward to every day when he came
home. The silence that greeted him today made him uneasy; the
thought that Trina may have come here first sent panic through his
body.

Searching the house, he found Maria
asleep on the couch. Relief flooded over him as he realized it was
Molly’s naptime. Laughing quietly at himself, he went back to the
kitchen and called Ms. Darlyn.

Darlyn answered on the third ring.
Quickly Ollie explained the reason for his call. Only after he got
her promise to call Jake should anything happen did he tell her
good-bye. Pushing the off button on the portable phone, he waited
just long enough for the connection to be broken, then turned it
back on to call the sheriff’s office. He held the line, listening
patiently until Jake answered. Sounding like he was out of breath
Jake said, “This is Sheriff Brewer.”

“Jake, this is Ollie
Hinton.”

“Oh hey, Ollie, what’s up? We’re still
invited to Molly’s birthday party this afternoon aren’t
we?”

“Yeah, the party is still on. But
that’s not what I’m calling about, Jake.”

The last time Ollie had called the
station, it was to report that Darlyn MacKinstry was dead. The
stress in Ollie’s voice triggered a warning signal in Jake’s head.
Sounding calmer than he felt, Jake asked, “What’s on your mind,
Ollie?”

“I had a visitor at the farm this
afternoon. It was Trina.”

“Trina’s back in town, huh? What did
she want, Ollie?” Jake knew all about Trina and was concerned that
there might be trouble brewing.

“That’s the problem, Jake. She said
she wants to see Molly.”

“What did you tell her?”

“I told her she couldn’t see her, of
course. I told her that she gave up the right to see her when she
left.”

“How did Trina take that?”

“You know Trina as well as anyone! How
do you think she reacted?”

“Went into a fit, I’m sure. You two
didn’t get into a fight or anything, did you?”

“No, I left before that happened. I
also called Ms. Darlyn and warned her that Trina was around. I
don’t think she will do anything at the farm, but I felt I needed
to warn Ms. Darlyn to keep an eye out for her.”

“Thanks, Ollie, I appreciate that,”
Jake replied. His aunt by marriage, Darlyn was still recovering
from a broken arm and punctured lung, thanks to the events that had
happened earlier that year. The last thing she needed was more
trouble or excitement.

“Jake, what am I supposed to do if
Trina shows up here?” Ollie asked.

Thinking about this for a minute, Jake
answered, “Call me immediately, and don’t let her in the house. And
if Maria is home, don’t let her talk you into letting her handle
it. I know she is trained for this type of situation…she’s one of
my best deputies…but you and Molly are her family and she won’t be
objective. Not to mention she doesn’t know how violent Trina can
get. Do you understand?”

Agreeing to do what Jake instructed
Ollie hung up the phone.

“Hey, I didn’t hear you come in. Who
was on the phone?” Maria asked from behind him.

Turning at the sound of her voice,
Ollie smiled and said, “I was talking to Jake. Just making sure
they were still coming to Molly’s party.” Seeing Maria standing in
the doorway looking so lovely, he didn’t have the heart to tell her
about Trina. Deciding it could wait until tonight after everyone
had left, he walked to her and embraced her. She responded to his
embrace with one of her own and kissed him soundly on the mouth. He
whispered in her ear, “The cake looks good, but not as good as
you.”

Pushing him away from her, Maria
looked at the clock and exclaimed, “Oh, no! Ollie, why didn’t you
tell me what time it is? I still have a thousand things to do and
it’s almost four now. Everyone will be arriving soon, and I still
don’t have the tables set up outside!”

Laughing, he caught her around the
waist again and said, “Calm down, sweetheart, I’ll go do the tables
right now. I’m sure the other ladies will help when they get
here.”

Knowing Ollie was right, Maria took a
deep breath and said, “You’re right, but I still need to wrap
Molly’s present and give her a bath.”

Teasing her, Ollie replied, “Well, get
to it woman!” Taking a dishtowel from the counter top, he swatted
the air behind her as she turned to leave the room. Pretending that
he hit her, she teasingly yelled at him in Spanish. Ollie had no
idea what she was saying, but he laughed in good humor and went out
the back door.

* * * *

Trina found the old farmhouse with no
trouble. It had taken her only about twenty minutes to walk from
MacKinstry Farm to the house she had once shared with Ollie. The
farmhouse hadn’t changed much. Built in 1948, it stood just as
solid today as it had then. She was standing behind a tall pine
tree at the edge of the forest that grew to the north of the
property. The pines that once had covered the land around the house
had been sold to a lumber company years ago. Now open fields lay
all around the farmhouse, and Trina could get no closer without
being seen. The house was a different color now, but she was
certain she had the right place. She noticed that someone had
planted flowers out front and a swing-set was in the back yard.
Trina used to think that the farm looked barren and lonely with no
trees around it, but now it had a homey look to it.

Remembering that Ollie said he was
re-married made Trina’s blood boil. She was about to let her anger
take control by storming down to the house and demanding to see her
daughter, but just before she stepped from the safety of the trees,
she noticed the deputy sheriff’s car in the driveway next to
Ollie’s truck. So, she
thought, even angrier than before, he
didn’t waste any time calling the
law! Reassuring herself that she had a right to see
her child, she said out loud, “You’ll be sorry you treated me this
way! I’ll get even with you!” The sudden cry of a hawk above her
reminded her to be quiet, so for the next few hours she watched and
waited, like a panther stalking its prey.

The deputy sheriff’s car never
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