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Chapter One: A Life of Difficulty
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Eleanor is a fine woman who has made me a very happy man in the ten years we have been married. She sees to my needs here in the home while I go out and earn a living that is far better than the one I eked out while working on a ranch in Kansas. As a dock worker along Lake Michigan in Chicago, my wage is ten dollars per week, nearly double that of what I made in Kansas. This has allowed us to have a decent, yet unassuming home in the city. We are happy for the most part. Unfortunately, there are some problems we have encountered.

“I believe I am barren,” Eleanor says as she lies beside me in bed. “I’ve seen a doctor and he seems to agree that I might not be able to bear you a son.”

I sigh as I reach over and take her hand. “You know I love you no matter the circumstance, don’t you?”

“James, I am thirty years old and soon to be thirty-one. The older I get, the less likely I am to become a mother.” She turns her head so that her eyes lock onto mine. In the dim light of the moon through our window, I can just make out a tear as it rolls to the side of her face. 

“I’m very sorry, my love,” I say as I nearly begin to cry along with her. “If it were in my power, I would do something to help you.”

She smiles. “I know, James. You are the sweetest man I have ever known.” Moving closer to each other we soon kiss lightly. 

My body aches for her, but I do not attempt to take her at such a tender moment. Eleanor would likely see it as an attempt to take advantage of the moment, and she can be an angry woman at times. So, I simply embrace her and attempt to comfort her in any way I can.

“There are those children who fill the orphanage in Chicago,” I remind her. “They all need a home, and I’m certain we could give one or two of them a stable family life.”

“That’s not the same,” she replies with disappointment. “Certainly, they deserve a wonderful mother and father, but I wish I could give that to us.”

“We will keep trying,” I promise. “Surely we will finally be successful, Ellie. With prayer and hope, we might be able to bring a new life into this world. All I am saying in regards to the orphanage is that we should keep our hearts open to such an idea.”

I have pressed my lovely wife to take on one of the poor souls at the Chicago Orphan Asylum, but she has been steadfast in her determination to have a baby of our own. Though I understand her wish to have a child of our own flesh and bones, such a thing might not be within our grasp.

“What about your work? Will you be elevated to a higher roll at the docks?” It is often the case with my wife that she will attempt to change the subject of our conversation if it becomes too painful for her. I have no choice but to follow along with this move on her part.

“I am not sure as of yet,” I tell her. “There will be a selection for deck boss in the next few weeks and my name is in the hat.”

“Good. That would be a welcome bit of news, wouldn’t it?”

The new position would mean that I could move from the main dock to an office overlooking the docks from where I would exercise greater control of what is done on the docks. It would also bring along with it an additional fifty cents per day, which we would be grateful to see. The move would possibly allow me more time with a woman who lives near the docks with whom I have enjoyed twice-weekly visits to her home.

“You work long days, James, and it would be so wonderful to have you home earlier in the evenings. You stay out so late on Wednesday and Friday evenings as it is.”

“I go for a drink with the men from work,” I lie. “They insist that I go as it is a great camaraderie for the lot of us.”

In truth, I am going to bed a certain young woman on those evenings. Since my wife has learned that she might be barren, she has been less and less attentive to my needs physically. So, I have had to go to find my own means by which to empty my swelling balls of their seed. The woman I have been seeing has been more than happy to help me find relief in this way.

“You should not drink too much,” Eleanor warns. “Your father was a drunkard, was he not?”

“He was,” I say while nodding my head. “But that matters no longer, does it? His own vices have taken his life.”

My father died after falling into a ditch and drowning one night while being drunk out of his mind. Though we mourned his loss as a family several years ago, there was a distinct relief on my mother’s face once the man was buried. She had lived with his angry rants and physical abuse since I was a child. After his death she has probably had very many good nights’ sleep. 

“You would make a wonderful father, James,” she continues. “It’s a shame that my womb will not cooperate.”

I pull her even closer to me. “Stop speaking so terribly about yourself, Ellie. Whatever we have been given in this life is not your fault. Everyone has their burdens, and we are no different. Like I have already said, we will continue to try to have a baby. We must keep in mind those who are already here, though, if things do not work out the way we hope they will.”

My wife pulls away from me and rolls to her back. “You continue to bring up the orphanage and I don’t want to talk about it anymore. James, you know that isn’t an option for me.”

“Why not?” I continue to press though I know I shouldn’t. “You do remember Jack Kimble, right? He was given a wonderful home by his adoptive parents.”

“Jack is only one of very many,” Eleanor retorts as she becomes mildly perturbed by my insistence to carry on this conversation. “Most of the devil’s rejects become quite problematic for their new families.”

My wife has often referred to orphans as the devil’s rejects, even though they are just children. It’s a term that was put forward by her own mother years ago when they lived near an orphanage in Kansas City. Eleanor had some interactions with the parentless children from the home there and apparently they were not good. Our friend Jack Kimble has frequently told us of the importance of adoption, but all of his friendly prodding has been put off by my wary wife. She does not want to consider adoption just yet, though I think she might be convinced to do so if she becomes a bit older and her motherly instincts continue to press into her.

“Then we will simply exist together,” I say with a smile as I
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