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Chapter one

I am a Baby


[image: ]


In the grand scheme of the universe, I am a baby. Well, at least in this vessel I am. I, as an entity, have been around from the beginning of time itself. Within the realm I come from, I am King! I have been King for millennia there. I dwell in the nether along with those that existed before me, as well as those that came after. I can't tell you how we came to be. We just were and are. We fought, we thrived, and a few of us became beyond powerful while the rest lived to serve. The only downside to any of this, the nether, the power, and the existence, is that we cannot go where we pleased on the upside. We were trapped in the nether world with no chance ourselves to be free in the above. We had to wait to be called by those who thought they could control us.

HA! 

Little did they know how powerful one must be to have even just an inkling of control over us. For we are the power they use to call us, the hate they thrive on, and those who shall live forever.

This vessel is still young and beautiful. Even though in human years, she would be considered ancient, well, that might be an exaggeration, some of your grandparents might be her age, but since you refer to them as ancient, that's how I refer to myself, well ourself. It might be a bit overwhelming once you realize there are two of us in here. But listen to our story, and you will come to understand. 

I came into existence in this form in the modern year of 1935. It was in the middle of what was being called the Great Depression and the Dust Bowl. These were great times for my kind. We thrived on the suffering of mankind. There was no food or work. Money wasn't just tight, it was nonexistent. We trolled the netherworld waiting for some unsuspecting soul to summon us, to ask our assistance to make their lives better. But I digress; let's have the girl tell the story of the before.

You see, we share space, her and I.  We. When we are working together, we are...well, We. Otherwise, she is her, and I am me. Do you understand? Good, I am so glad. Okay love, step up, and tell your story. That's it, good girl. Our voice will become quieter, and our thoughts will become calmer. She always has a way of bringing calm to our storm. 
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Chapter Two

The Family
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We was, I mean were, he doesn't like when I don't talk correctly, we were farmers, or trying to be farmers I should say, in Cimarron County, Oklahoma when it happened. My father had passed away from excessive drinking. He liked the hooch. He liked the hooch more than he liked most anything else. I was not sorry to see him go. He was not a good man, but since we are being honest right now, mamma was not a good woman either, and she was who I was left with.

I will never forget that day. It started on a typical day; I was sixteen years old at the time. Nothing particularly special about me except I had been told I had an hourglass figure. Many people called me voluptuous. I just thought it was annoying. People stared, boys mostly, but girls did too. The girls whispered loud enough to hear them. "Whore." Honestly, I didn't even know what that word meant. I had heard people say it about my mamma, so I thought it just meant a mean, nasty person. Of course, I knew I wasn't mean or nasty, but since mamma was in loads, both mean and nasty, maybe they thought I was too. 

I was average height with dishwater-colored eyes and mousy brown hair that hadn’t been washed in way too long. My dress was made from leftover cloth scraps from when my mamma had made her own wardrobe. She always did her best to look above her station, even in what should have been her grief after daddy passed. She had to have as close to fancy clothes as she could make. She knew she couldn't just pass on clothes to me; I was not the same shape as her. I had to have things made or bought, but nothing was purchased new anymore. No, we were lucky to have anything at all, let alone new. She never made me anything, but she would pass the dresses that she didn't think were in style to me. She would cut them up first, so even if I had wanted to try to put one on, I couldn't, nope. She didn't want me to wear anything similar to what she did. So I would take the cut up dresses and piece together something for me to wear when I could.

There were four of us kids, we had to share the leftover cloth and hope it was enough to cover us. It was always easier for me to make my little brother and sister clothes. I could make smaller things for them; honestly, they didn't care much about what they looked like as long as they could go out and play. For me, it was harder to make clothes. My breasts were so big it never felt like there was enough fabric to cover them. It was always stretched tight over my chest. The buttons always gaped so you could see right in my shirt. I did my best to wear under clothes, but sometimes I didn’t have any, or one of the littles needed them more than me. 

Mama said it was indecent, yet she never held any fabric aside to make sure I was modestly covered. I constantly pulled and tugged at my clothes, trying to stay covered as I marched around the farmyard doing my chores. We had lost all our crops, and our hog had been killed by wild dogs. All we had left was a garden and chickens. I tried my best to make eggs in as many different ways as possible, but without anything else in the pantry, we often fell back to scrambled eggs with whatever vegetables I could salvage. It was a wonder I wasn't just skin and bones, The way my mamma went on and ate as much as she wanted, leaving us to split the rest. I always made sure that the littles had enough food, then tried to eat what was left, if there was anything. I would try to eat things directly out of the garden since this was the only time I didn't have to share with anyone, and sometimes we would catch a big fat rat or a squirrel. If we were really lucky, we would find a rabbit. But mostly, it was just eggs and vegetables for us all to split. 

I wasn't the oldest, my brother, Peter, was. He took after our father, which meant that he was wholly unreliable. He made sure his hair was greased just right, his clothes looked good as could be, and he always had some smokes. I wasn't sure where he got the money for them, but I wasn't about to ask. He would have smacked me halfway across the house if I had questioned him. Then he would have laughed about it as he lit a smoke and left. On the other hand, maybe I should have asked him more, then he would've left us alone and not come 'round much.  

Peter never took care of anything around the house. He just got in the way, ate, and got things dirty. It was up to me to tend to the little ones and make sure there was food on the table. I'd spend all day watching the babies and the animals and cleaning up. It was how life was; there was no way out that I could figure. I was just gonna spend my days cleaning up after people forever, either here or someplace else. I had no education, no money, and mamma said I had no looks. I was stuck in this ungodly life until the man showed.
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