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Synopsis: A destitute woman in New York gives
birth to a tiny baby and the orphanage there is unsure of the
newborn’s survival. After feeling that it’s the baby’s only chance
for a good life, a friend of the orphanage takes the baby out to
Indiana for adoption by a childless couple. This is the story of
that little one and how she made her way through life and how she
affected the couple that adopted her, with the help of the
Lord.

 


 



Prologue

 


Muirenn bit down on her lip hard as the pain
started again. It wouldn’t do to have anyone hear her cry out. No
one would be willing to help her, and she’d find herself out on the
street in the cold. She huddled in the dark room trying to will the
pain to stop. It was too early for the baby. She didn’t want to see
the wee one die even before it had a chance to live.

Her husband had disappeared the day after
they’d arrived in the New World with all their money and her
identification papers in his pocket. She wasn’t willing to believe
he’d abandoned her, not with his own child on the way. She knew him
better than that. She could only think that he’d been jumped by
thugs and taken aboard one of the ships at the dock, or killed for
what was in his pocket. Things like that happened to people all the
time in New York, or so she’d been told.

Now she was hiding out in a ghetto trying to
avoid the authorities, as she feared being deported. She didn’t
know anyone in this massive city and had no idea of how to find
someone to help her. The few women she’d tried to talk to, being
Irish and all, had given her dire warnings concerning her
situation. Her fears mounted day by day as she struggled to find
something to eat in trashcans and soup lines.

Her mind was starting to unravel with the
stress of being alone and pregnant with no safe place to sleep and
nothing to eat. Soon it would start getting cold and then what
would happen to her with a babe to feed. She dared not to try to
think that far ahead. It appeared that she had no future in this
place and her past had been erased.

As she slipped into a fitful sleep, she
dreamed of her father. He’d been a fisherman, born to a long line
of fishermen going back in time to as long as anyone could
remember. He’d been the one to choose her name, Muirenn, which
meant “born of the sea” in Gaelic. He and her mother had been a
happy couple, known in their little village for their devotion to
each other.

Muirenn had grown up in a little house by the
sea until a young man had caught her eye and stole her away from
home to bring her to America. They’d had big dreams of a life on
the frontier with land of their own, far from the wretched poverty
from whence they’d come. All of those dreams died with her husband
and now she had no idea of how she would survive until
tomorrow.

The pain woke her again and she struggled to
hold back the screams that rose up inside of her. Her body was
growing weak and the babe inside was fighting to stay alive. She
began to pray that somehow she would be able to find something to
eat before the end of tomorrow or there would be no way for the
child to live.

 


 


Elkhart, Indiana

 


Fiona turned over in the bed and stared at
the wall. She knew she should get up and make Clancy’s breakfast,
but she couldn’t bring herself to face him so early in the morning.
The haunted look in his eyes would cast a pall over her whole day.
She knew that he saw her as a failure as a woman and a wife and his
opinion mirrored her own. She’d never expected to fall so short in
either category. Her mother had done everything in her power to
prevent such a thing by raising her with all the skills she would
need in life. She decided it would be better to pretend she was
still asleep until she heard him leave the house.

She didn’t have to wait very long. The
slamming of the door reminded her of the passing time and she
hurried to get dressed. Mara would be over soon with her three
little ones in tow. She was scheduled to take care of them while
Mara went to visit the doctor. It wouldn’t do to be caught sleeping
in as Mara’s tongue would spread word of it throughout the
community before the end of the day. Fiona didn’t need any more
strikes against her.

 


 


A sharp knock at the door before it burst
open with the weight of the three little ones behind it caught
Fiona by surprise. Laughing, she knelt down to sweep up Mara’s
children in a hug as they cast themselves into her arms. They were
all talking at the same time as they vied for her attention. She
struggled to make some sense from their chatter.

Mara, following in the wake of her brood
looked down at them from the doorway. Her rounded belly strained
the fabric at the front of her dress. There was talk of twins this
time around for the young family and she groaned inwardly at the
thought. She’d just finished potty training the littlest one and
soon she’d be looking at washing diapers again. The idea of having
to wash double diapers was overwhelming.

“I’m thankful for your help Fiona,” Mara
said. “I’ll be back as soon as I can.”

“Don’t worry about anything. I’m sure we’ll
all be fine,” Fiona replied. “You can take your time.”

The children called out their good-byes even
as they searched for the cookies they knew Fiona had hidden away
for them. She was always turning things into a game and they loved
her for it. There was no one else in their small town that treated
them like Fiona did. Visiting her was high on their list of
favorite things. The sound of the door closing behind their mother
barely registered with anyone in the room.

 


 


Fiona spent the rest of the morning and a
good part of the afternoon taking care of Mara’s children. She
managed to put together a picnic lunch for them to eat in the park.
The weather was still a bit cool for spring, but the children
didn’t mind.

After the long winter, they were happy to
have any excuse to be outside. Winters in northern Indiana could be
quite harsh. The wind would sweep down across Lake Michigan and
bring snow and ice that buried the town for at least four months.
Spring was always welcomed on its return.

There were a few other mothers out in the
park with their children. Noticing Fiona with the children, they
would stop to take a good, hard look at her. When they would
realize that she was once again taking care of Mara’s children,
they’d go back to their own business. It was well known around
Elkhart that Fiona and Clancy didn’t have any children of their
own. Within the Irish community where they lived, it was almost
treated like some kind of scandal.

Fiona carried the weight of their judgment on
her shoulders. She’d followed all kinds of strange counsel from
women she knew, said hundreds of prayers and seen the doctor for
his advice. Nothing had made any difference in the size of their
family. The only option she found that was left to them was to
adopt. The problem was Clancy wasn’t too keen on that idea. He
never wanted to even talk about it.

 


 


After their picnic, Fiona brought the
children back home and sat down on the floor to play with them. She
liked to teach them the games and songs she’d learned when she was
a little girl. They were busy clapping and singing loudly when the
door opened and Mara stepped inside. Everyone looked up in
surprise.

“Sorry, I’m so late,” Mara said. “The doctor
was called away on an emergency and it seemed like I had to wait
for hours. I nearly gave up and came home without seeing him.”

“Is everything okay,” Fiona asked looking
pointedly at Mara’s belly.

“Ah, yes. It’s all good,” Mara replied. “The
doc is pretty sure he’s hearing two heartbeats.”

“That’s wonderful!”

“Aye, if you’ve got nothing against washing
diapers,” Mara groaned.

She began to round up her children for the
trip home. They all chattered at the same time trying to tell their
mother about the picnic and the walk to the park. She shushed them
repeatedly as she herded them out the door.

 


 


The sudden silence as the door closed behind
them caught Fiona in its grip. With the children barely gone, she
missed them already. She looked around the room at the muddy
streaks from their little boots and the cookie crumbs that littered
the table and chairs. Picking up the broom, she sighed as she
started to clear away the precious mess of the little ones.

The sound of Clancy’s boots hitting the porch
reminded her of the late hour. With a start, she realized that
she’d prepared nothing for supper in the excitement of playing with
the children. He wasn’t going to be pleased with a cold supper, but
it was going to have to do. She scrambled to the kitchen to pull
something together.

 


 


Setting the sandwich and a glass of milk down
on the table in front of him, she avoided meeting his gaze. He
stared at the plate for a moment. She slipped into the chair across
the table from him and waited.

Clancy sighed. He picked up the sandwich and
began to eat. The noise of him chewing was the only sound in the
room. He finished his sandwich and drank the glass of milk before
setting it down on the table with a thud.

Fiona jumped at the sound.

With barely a glance in her direction, he got
up from the table and headed outside to the porch. She knew he’d
sit out there until it was time to go to bed. It didn’t seem to
matter how warm or cold it was out there. It was always warmer on
the porch away from her.

She cleared the table and washed the few
dishes before heading off to the bedroom. It was too early to go to
bed, but there was nothing else she wanted to do. Sometimes, sleep
was the only way to escape the ache that she carried in her heart.
She didn’t even feel like trying to pray anymore. She only wanted
one thing and that wasn’t happening for her.

God didn’t seem to hear her prayers.

 


 


New York City, New York

 


Bridgette was late for prayers again. She
hurried up the steps of the church hoping she could slip in the
back pew unnoticed. An odd sound caught her ear just as she opened
the door. She paused to take a look around. A large basket was
pushed off to one side of the entryway. The sound seemed to be
coming from there.

Hesitantly, she walked over to the basket and
peeked inside. It almost looked like a basket of rags, but a sudden
movement from them caused her to jump back in surprise. A mewling
cry came from the basket and in that instant she realized there was
something alive inside. She reached over and pulled the rags aside.
Instantly her heart melted at the sight of the tiny face looking
back at her. She knew Father McKilligen wouldn’t mind her being
late this time.

 


 


Sister Marion looked around the nursery in
dismay. Every bassinet was holding a baby and there were so many
crammed into the room, there was barely space to walk between them.
The latest arrival was still in the basket of rags as they awaited
the doctor’s assessment of the baby’s health. It wouldn’t do to
bring sickness into the nursery.

The orphanage was full and the directors were
pushing for increasing adoptions and soon. The cost was quickly
moving beyond the budget with all of these mouths to feed. Infants
required far more staff than the older children and sickly, weak
infants were even more demanding. This new baby was extremely small
and under-nourished. They needed to find a home for this one
quickly or it wouldn’t survive in an institution.

Sister Marion was considering her options
when the doctor arrived. She watched as he lifted the tiny baby
from the basket and laid it on the examining table. The baby barely
reacted and she knew the prognosis wasn’t good. Even she could see
that the child’s hold on life was tenuous at best.

He made a cursory examination of the child
and wrote some notes on the clipboard. He determined the
approximate date of birth and then weighed the baby on the scale.
He shook his head sadly at the number as he wrote it down. Babies
weighing in at less than five pounds rarely survived without
extreme measures, in his experience, and the orphanage wasn’t
equipped for that kind of care.

“She’s not had the best start in life,” he
said quietly, “but she’s got a good strong heart and clear lungs.
That at least gives her a fighting chance.”

He handed the
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