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Chapter 1

	

	

	I took her. 

	Since she was a baby she had been out there crawling all over the grass, getting smeared in green. 

	When I took her she was seven. 

	

	I lost my wife, Ingrid, four years ago. 

	We used to sit in the yard, actually my yard is more of a garden; there’s many flowers that I still keep alive after my wife. 

	She loved flowers. I’m not as good as her, she really had green fingers and when she was around, our garden looked like a state-owned botanical garden. One of those places where you can walk around for hours and still see new flowers or new plants on trails you have already walked. 

	Like a walk in the garden of Eden, I can only imagine. 

	

	I got lonely when she died. 

	We had been married for forty-five years. 

	Life without her is barely life. We had no children, couldn’t have children, it wasn’t for lack of trying. 

	The doctor had used a medical word I barely remember now but Ingrid had something with her ovaries I believe it was, so she wasn’t able to bear a child. 

	I told her, “It’s okay, Ingrid, I love you. We just weren’t meant to have children.”

	She didn’t much listen to that. She blamed herself and told me to leave her; she said she’s a broken woman and I should have me a new wife, one that could reproduce as she called it, one that could give me the children I deserved. 

	“Ingrid, don’t talk foolish now. I would never leave you.”

	“You should, you really should. I’m broken. Am I even a woman if I can’t get pregnant?”

	That irritated me. I’m not an angry person at all, not even close to it, I believe. But that one day I got angry, but calmed down before I said what I had to say. 

	“Ingrid,” I spoke in a hard tone and grabbed her wrist while she was cooking. I turned her toward me. “Never, Ingrid. I would never leave you because you can’t get pregnant. It is what it is, Ingrid.” The last part could sound harsh but it wasn’t. My voice was calm and caring as I said it and I meant it.

	

	Surely I had always wanted children and Ingrid too. It had been the obvious thing to do all along. Have children, be a family. 

	Now that we couldn’t, of course it was a sad thing, but it didn’t really matter. It did matter, but I would never leave Ingrid for someone who could bear me a child. Never. 

	Ingrid forced a soft smile back at me, accompanying her was her tearful reddish eyes and she said, “I’m sorry, I can’t get pregnant.”

	“You shouldn’t be, darling, it’s okay.”

	I wish it was me that couldn’t have children, that I was shooting blanks and that Ingrid’s parts worked. Only so she couldn’t blame herself, but blame me. If she felt like it she could leave me for someone else and have a child with him. I would be hurt. Heartbroken. But I would have to respect it.

	

	When she said that I should leave her and marry someone else, she meant it, she really did and that saddened me even more. She knew how much a child meant to me, and I knew how much it meant to her. 

	“We could adopt,” I said one day, not even thinking about it and I had not the slightest inkling of how it had occurred to me. I didn’t even know if I wanted to adopt. 

	She turned to me when I said it, having just taken out a roast from the oven. “Do you want to adopt?” She asked. 

	Our faces met in a short glimpse, where it was like we both—without words—communicated that adoption wasn’t really for us. We chuckled it off and she said, she had to make sure.

	“I mean it though. If you want, I’m willing to adopt,” she said.

	“No, no, I don’t think it’s for us, unless you think so?”

	She squirmed sideways, hesitant, “Not really.”

	“Settled then, we are not adopting.”

	I got up from the chair and my newspaper, set the table and we ate. How she could cook wonderful meals. 

	

	 


Chapter 2

	

	

	When I took the little girl, Samantha, I had to be careful. I was careful. 

	Ingrid and I had seen Samantha grow up. It was wonderful seeing a happy child play in the yard next to our garden. 

	We had babysat little Samantha quite a few times, and allowed her parents to have a night out. 

	They were good parents, they spent a lot of time with their daughter. 

	Samantha’s father—seeing how much we enjoyed spending time with Samantha—asked if we wanted to have a little gate in our white-picked fence, to allow Samantha to play in our garden. But only when we were at home, otherwise little Samantha would uproot most of Ingrid’s flowers without a second thought.

	Samantha did tear up a few roses at some point, pricked her fingers and cried violently. So violently, like her hand had been cut off. Ingrid had comforted her, saying it was okay and blew on her pricked fingers where the thorny roses had drawn blood. 

	

	We were really happy playing with little Samantha. 

	One day Ingrid said, “Maybe this is our way of being parents, by taking care of little Samantha.” 

	“Maybe it is,” I confirmed. 

	It stung in our hearts that we couldn’t have a child of our own. It could have been someone Samantha could play with, although, if we had had a child it would have happened many years ago and not now, well into our—my sixties, nearing seventy. 
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