
	 

	Reviews

	 

	I finished the book because I couldn’t stop reading. I love the story, I love the characters, I love the message, I love the writing style, I love it all. I want to go back so I can better appreciate the character development and story arc. I cried multiple times throughout the book.

	—Betty, missionary and missionary wife in Kenya

	 

	A good read! Very realistic about the messiness involved in trying to help and love people who find themselves in difficult circumstances. 

	—Leslie Walt, missionary and missionary wife in Austria

	 

	I love to read books that bring me into the story and I ask, “What would I do in that situation?” I found myself thinking—do I only spend time with people who are “like” me? Or do I want to help others, but only a certain amount, so that I don’t get uncomfortable? These (plus many more) were questions that came up from this book and are excellent questions to ponder and respond to. Well done, Christine!

	—Jill, Plains, MT

	 

	The book was hard to put down until it was finished. Dorothy is an empty nester, encouraged by her son to volunteer at a pregnancy center. She does, but struggles a bit since her gifts to help are not typical of other volunteers. She connects with one woman, Bailey, who has made some bad decisions and needs a role model. The book answers the real question about what is more important in life. It shows how both family and church work together through the difficulties of helping others.

	—Carolyn, Austria

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	This book was one of the quickest reads I have ever had an opportunity to enjoy. The day after finishing this story, with all of the meaty, fun conversations, my son came over for lunch. As we talked, I found it helpful to consider Dorothy’s (your?) example of how to listen to, trust, and respond to an adult son. For one thing, I was reminded to ask God for His wisdom before speaking. Dorothy’s Gift breathes with compassion and practical wisdom in a modern setting. I also found it true to reality regarding much of what it takes to help damaged women. At the same time, it offers a lighter approach to addressing serious matters lovingly and matter-of-factly.

	—Rona, Las Cruces, New Mexico
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	Showing compassion is always right. We may have to show it wisely, but compassion is always right. —Connie
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	The questions did not seem to bother her.

	“Bailey Austin. I’m twenty-one.”

	The questions bothered me. It was the thing I liked least about working at the pregnancy center. I tried to be gentle, but the questions were so personal.

	“Bailey, do you smoke?” None of your business! I would say.

	Her answer was soft. “Sometimes, but probably not now.”

	Check. “How ‘bout alcohol? Drugs?” Would she honestly tell me?

	She shook her head, the auburn twist of hair wobbling precariously on the top of her head.

	Check. “Are you on medication for anything?”

	“Sometimes for allergies, but only in summer.”

	Check. “What makes you think you’re pregnant?”

	She told of her nausea, tiredness, and insatiable hunger.

	The only way for me to continue was to blame the questions on someone else. “I need to ask you these questions. I know they seem very personal, but we want to help you.”

	She nodded, and the haphazard twist of hair unwound and fell down around her face. A friend of mine once said he could tell if a woman was pregnant or not by the dullness of her hair. I’m not that astute.

	She ran her fingers through her locks and then folded her hands neatly in her lap.

	“Have you ever been pregnant before?”

	She took a deep breath to aid her hesitation. Ah, if I had only known that our future was written in Bailey’s past! She deliberately looked me in the eyes. “No.”

	I smiled, my lips feeling stiff and mirthless. “So you’ve never had a miscarriage or an abortion.”

	She said nothing, and I wrote a question mark.

	Next question: “If this pregnancy test is positive, what would be your plans?”

	“Oh, I’ll keep the baby,” she said with a cheerful lilt in her voice. “I’d never have an abortion.” I crossed off the question mark and wrote “no.”

	I explained to her that she would conduct the pregnancy test because the nurse wasn’t here today, and I wasn’t authorized to do the test. I handed her the cup for the urine sample, and she went into the bathroom, while I wrote impressions and comments on the clipboard.

	I had told Connie, our director, just how I felt about the intrusive questions.

	“The girls expect it,” she assured me. “When they come in for help with something so intimate, they know there will be questions. Besides,” she added as encouragement, “You haven’t a threatening bone in your body. These girls look at you like a favorite aunt.”

	I shook my head, unwilling to be flattered. “I would never answer questions like these. I’d say ‘It’s none of your business.’”

	Connie shrugged. “If a girl ever says that, then just give her the test.”

	Bailey returned. Her trembling hands held the dropper as she squeezed five tiny drops of urine into the tester.

	Four minutes is a long time to wait for your life to be permanently and irreversibly changed. I read again from my clipboard. “Does the father of the baby know you might be pregnant?”

	She picked at her fingernails and admitted, “I don’t know who the father is.”

	Before I could say anything, she continued. “I work at the casino and . . . well, you know.”

	At least my imagination knows.

	We both bent over the tester.

	“Nothing’s happening,” she murmured.

	I looked at my watch. “We have to wait the whole four minutes.” I glanced at my clipboard again and decided to ask my own question. “This is kind of nerve-wracking, isn’t it?”

	She tried to giggle, but her eyes strayed back to the tester.

	Ask another question. “If the test is negative, what changes might you make to keep this from happening again?”

	“Changes? I . . . I don’t know.”

	“There are worse things than being pregnant. Like STDs: sexually transmitted diseases.” I looked again at my watch. “Can I give you some literature?”

	She nodded, but her gaze stayed fastened on the tester.

	I rummaged in the cupboard, choosing appropriate leaflets: “How to Avoid STD’s”. “The Secret to a Happy Relationship.” I closed the cupboard door and returned to my seat on the sky blue chair. “Do you have any religious beliefs that might give you support or comfort during this time?” Perhaps I could reword the questions so they don’t sound so stiff and sterile.

	“Religion?” She looked at me suddenly.

	“Like church or a Bible study. Have you ever read the Bible?” My question. Better.

	“No. My life’s been much different than yours.” Surprisingly, her eyes suddenly filled with tears.

	I did not need to be reminded. Every time I counseled someone, I was confronted with my trouble-free life. Guilt always wrestled with gratitude. My life was probably smoother than this girl could ever imagine. I glanced at the tester, where two faint pink lines were forming.

	Suddenly embarrassed, she blinked the tears away, and took a deep breath. “Looks like I’m pregnant.” Determination strengthened her voice. She marked her form and signed and dated it. “Now what?” A hardness had come over her, probably a mechanism for coping alone.

	I helped her figure out approximately when the baby would be due.

	“A Christmas baby,” she said without expression.

	“You ought to go to a doctor to get this confirmed and to begin prenatal care. You need to take care of yourself and the baby. Can we schedule you for an ultrasound in a couple weeks?”

	She shrugged as she stood and fished around in her purse. “I s’ppose so. Could you throw these away?” She handed me a partially empty pack of cigarettes. “I won’t be needing them anymore.”

	“My pleasure.” I sat at the desk and scheduled her ultrasound. “Would you mind if I called you next week to remind you?” Standard question. A girl’s standard answer: please don’t call.

	She surprised me. “It would be nice if you called.”

	I would. We would talk once on the phone. A few weeks later, she’d borrow some maternity clothes from the clothing center. The baby would be born, and we would give her a pretty layette. She would come in for a few teaching DVDs to earn disposable diapers and her child’s wardrobe for the first year. That’s what we’re here for: to help and support. When you volunteer once a week, that’s all you can do.

	Bailey buttoned her coat against the March wind, “Thank you, Dorothy,” she said, actually remembering my name.

	I always wished it wasn’t legally risky to give hugs. She needed a hug badly.

	 

	That was Tuesday. On Thursday, I was at home, putting the finishing touches on a bridesmaid’s dress, when Connie called.

	“We just got a rather incoherent call from Bailey Austin. We got her file out. You talked with her on—“

	“Yes, I remember her. What did she want?”

	“She wanted to speak with you, but of course I didn’t give her your phone number.”

	“Did she say what she wanted?”

	“She wanted you to meet her at 14 Green Street.”

	I looked at the billows of rosy satin on the ironing board. “Connie, I can’t go right now and meet her. I’m in the middle of things.”

	“Do you know what’s at 14 Green Street?”

	I had a sudden, sick feeling that I did. “No.”

	“I think she’s going to have an abortion.”

	I didn’t know what to say, so I just held the cell phone to my ear and listened to the silence.

	“Dorothy?”

	“I’m here.” More silence. My brain would not kick in.  “I won’t know what to say.”

	“That’s part of your charm - you’re quiet.”

	Really? 

	Connie spoke again. “Do you have the car today?”

	“Yes.”

	“Turn off the iron, get your coat and keys, and go get the girl.”

	I’d never fainted. Was this how it felt to faint? “I’m not a brave person, Connie.”

	“Did you like Bailey?”

	“Well, yes, but—“

	“They’ll ruin her for the rest of her life if they kill her baby.” She paused and then delivered her final word: “She asked you to come.”

	My hands were shaking, but this was why I had volunteered in the first place. “Fine. I’ll go.” The brain finally began to function again. “Any legal details I need to know?”

	“Don’t go in. Wait for her across the street. I told her Aunt Dorothy would come.”

	I had to laugh. “Pray for me,” I said as I hung up.

	Turn off the iron. Get your coat and keys. Go. I went.

	 

	I parked the car across the street from the clinic and decided against the umbrella, although the drizzle was fairly heavy. What a miserable day to be out rescuing people! On the pavement in front of the building were parallel lines drawn to keep protesters the correct distance from the entrance. Heart thumping, I reminded myself that I was not a protester. I took a deep breath and marched between those lines to the front door.

	A bell jingled as I opened the door. I took in the room at a glance because there wasn’t much to look at: simple furnishings, burgundy walls, dim lighting, the smell of incense, and fake candles flickering from alcoves in the wall.  It seemed peaceful enough.

	A young woman behind a desk smiled. “May I help you?”

	I glanced around the waiting room. Not peaceful. Two girls waiting on a corner couch looked frightened and unhappy, or was it just my imagination? 

	Bailey had been sitting opposite them, and she was already on her feet. “Aunt Dorothy?”

	I went to her and took her hand. It was cold and trembling.

	“Sorry I’m late,” I said, surprised at how strong my voice sounded.

	“It’s okay, but I think I’ve changed my mind.”

	From behind her, a young man stood up, his dark, Italian head looming over both of us. “Now Bailey, honey,” he soothed, “we’ve been through all of this. Let’s just get it over with.”

	Bailey, honey?

	“Aunt Dorothy, I want to go home.” Her misery caused my throat to close, and I swallowed to clear it.

	“You live with me, Honey,” the young man protested.

	“Not always!” Bailey’s sudden volume startled everyone in the waiting room.

	The receptionist came out from behind her desk. “Is there a problem?”

	I shook my head and pulled Bailey by the arm toward the door. “None. She just needs to talk first.” I waved in the direction of the desk. “Can we just leave the papers here?” The receptionist glanced around. “Well, yes, but you’ll have to make another appointment.”

	“By phone?” I asked, hoping to convey unconcern.

	The girl sat down again. “That’d be fine.”

	The young man had other thoughts. “But we’ve already filled out the papers for the . . . the . . . this.”

	Ever helpful, the receptionist suggested, “I have it all in the file..”

	He looked at Bailey and me, my hand on the doorknob. “I think I’d like the papers back,” he decided.

	We closed the door behind us. The rain was coming down hard and it intensified my shivers. Bailey had looped her arm into the crook of mine, and in matched strides we crossed the street.

	She ran around and slipped into the passenger’s side, and then nodded at the clinic. “Here comes Kent.”

	“Will he follow us?” I suddenly thought of all those horror movies I had never seen. Where could I go to be safe? “I’m not a good driver, Bailey. You’ll have to watch him to see if he follows. I have to concentrate on driving.”

	“He won’t follow us.” She turned around. “He went the other way.”

	I pulled into a supermarket parking lot and left the car running to warm us. “Bailey, what’s this all about? Who’s Kent?”

	“Kent’s my boyfriend.”

	“I thought you said you didn’t know who the father of your baby is.”

	“I don’t. It ain’t Kent, though.” She talked at the windshield wipers, avoiding my eyes. “I thought maybe I could pass the baby off as his, but it turned out he don’t want a kid.” She dared a glance at me. “Thanks for coming to get me. Thank that other lady too.”

	I still did not feel up to driving, but I said, “So where should I take you?”

	“Here’s fine,” but she didn’t move.

	“Here’s fine?” I echoed. “It’s raining. Where do you live?”

	“With Kent.”

	“Don’t you have family or friends or . . ..” A plan was forming in my brain.

	“I’ll be fine.”

	“I’m not fine!” I exploded. “I hate to drive, and I’m a coward. I just came and got you, and now you say you’re fine? I’m not going to put you out on a rainy parking lot. It’s suppertime. I need to make supper. Do you drive?”

	Her eyes widened in disbelief. “Of course.”

	“Would you please drive me home?”

	Looking slightly amused, she traded places with me, and I directed her to our house. She was a remarkably good driver.

	 

	Bailey did not, however, know how to cook. She told me so, but after I watched her dissect an onion, I excused her to look around the house. I didn’t want blood in the spaghetti sauce.

	She returned to the kitchen quicker than I expected.

	“What’s with the pink satin?” she asked with challenge in her voice. She pulled up a stool to the counter.

	“It’s a bridesmaid’s dress.”

	She rolled her eyes and made a face. “I’d never be, like, caught dead in something like that.”

	I said nothing and poured boiling water over the teabags.

	“I went to a wedding once, where the bride wore jeans. Now that makes sense.”

	I smiled. “I’m glad some people like satin; otherwise I’d have no job.”

	“You sew dresses? For money?” Her astonishment was surpassed only by her embarrassment. “Sorry. Didn’t know you sewed it. You can, like, sew?”

	“I can. Real people sew.”

	She fiddled with the cucumber, picking off the tiny prickles. “I crocheted an afghan once.” Her voice grew soft with the memory. “My grandmother helped me. It was bright red and royal blue. When it was finished the colors rocked.”

	“I never learned to crochet,” I admitted. “Sewing usually goes faster. But my grandmother taught me how to sew.”

	She nodded and reached for a sharp knife. “I think I can cut up the cucumber if you like. How would you like it cut?”

	“Peeled, in slices.”

	Her shoulders sagged. “Peeled?”

	I took the cucumber and knife and nodded at the lettuce. “You tear up the lettuce, and I’ll do this.”

	Later, we drank tea, and I had the feeling tea was not a familiar part of her life, either, although her grandmother had given her tea once. I invited her to supper.

	As we sat down, Daniel, our twenty-four-year-old son, pulled out a chair so Bailey could sit down. My husband, Gary, said grace, and we began to eat. My family was used to young women—brides-to-be, prom debutantes—staying for dinner. My volunteer work had always stayed neatly at the pregnancy center, a topic of conversation, censored by confidentiality. Bailey fitted into none of the usual categories, and I had had no way of warning them before they met her.

	“Nice to meet you, Bailey,” said Daniel. “Is mom making your prom dress?”

	“No, Daniel,” I said quickly, “She’s just a friend, staying for supper.”

	Daniel politely refrained from giving her another once-over, but his curiosity had not been satisfied.

	My husband was equally stumped. “What happened to the salad?” Gary asked, serving himself some very limp, bruised greens.

	Bailey stopped chewing and gave me a look filled with self-disappointment.

	It was obvious that any deviation from my normal routine confused my family.

	Gary, ever hospitable, though, tried to make conversation: “So, Bailey, is Dorothy doing your wedding?”

	Bailey swallowed her food. “No. I doubt I’ll ever get married.” Her emotionless answer silenced all further conversation.

	Later, I explained to Bailey that my clients sometimes stayed for supper; therefore my family had just made the obvious assumptions.

	“It’s okay,” she reassured me, “Your family’s not used to people like me.”

	I couldn’t argue with her. I was having trouble myself.

	I kept our conversation on the weather and the city’s new bridge project while I hemmed the rosy satin, and she chipped the nail polish from her nails. At seven she glanced at her watch. “I have to go to work. Could you take me back home?”

	I looked around for her jacket and thought about Kent. “Will you be all right?” I didn’t know how to phrase my fears for her. “I mean . . . Kent . . . will he. . .?”

	“He’s at work too,” she assured me with a nonchalant wave of her hand. “We have these spats, but we’ll be okay.”

	On the way to Kent’s apartment, we were silent, as I couldn’t drive and talk at the same time. The apartment was not in the nicest neighborhood; next time I would bring Gary – if there were a “next time.” I gave her my phone number.  “If you need anything, please call.”

	“Don’t worry. I won’t let him talk me into an abortion.” She got out and then leaned back into the car. “Thanks for coming to get me. Drive safely.”

	And she was gone.
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	A few days later, our son, Daniel, popped in between classes. I was finishing the details on the sixth – and last – rosy satin bridesmaid’s dress. “Weren’t you in this very same position the last time I saw you?” he asked.

	I had to squint to bring him into focus after so much close-up work. “Probably. I’m definitely sick of pink.”

	He dropped his backpack by the door. “I needed a break.”

	I looked at the backpack. “I assume there’s not a computer in there.”

	He shrugged. “It’s padded. What I really need is some hot chocolate and pistachios!”

	“And lunch?”

	He grinned and hugged me. “That, too.”

	He grilled tuna salad and cheese sandwiches while I assembled hot cocoa from a package. The pistachios were hidden in my sweater drawer in the bedroom.

	When we sat down to eat, Daniel peered into his cup as if a frog were swimming around in it. “What, no marshmallows?”

	“Nope. There’s this little boy who keeps coming to my house and eating them when I’m not looking.”

	“Oops.”

	I watched him crunch into the grilled sandwich. Daniel, the computer geek; Daniel, the law student; Daniel, the little boy I used to cuddle. I would kiss the top of his head, and his hair smelled spicy, like windy days at the beach or cozy evenings in front of a crackling fire. I would beg God to guide him to a godly wife someday. Now, of course, when Daniel hugged me, he could rest his chin on the top of my head. How blessed I am!

	“I love you,” I said, out of the clear blue from his viewpoint.

	He laughed.  “Love you, too.”

	“So how’s the computer business?”

	“Slow. I need to find more clients.” He sipped his cocoa and then added, “Although, I’m not going broke.”

	“And your studies?”

	“A lot of work. I may have to take a break from computers when I begin studying for the BAR exam. I hope I can find a law firm to hire me before then.”

	We ate in silence for a few minutes, and then he asked, “So besides looking at pink dresses, what have you been doing?”

	My life was so ordinary that it was usually difficult to tell even my family what I did all day. “This is an early May wedding, so I’m pretty much just sewing pink stuff. Of course, on Tuesday, I was at the Pregnancy Center, and – ”

	Daniel snapped his fingers. “I just remembered.” He went to the living room and brought his backpack into kitchen. “I saw something in the newspaper a couple of days ago. I meant to show it to you sooner.” He found the spot and folded the paper to a manageable size. “Isn’t this the girl who was here last week for supper? The one from the Pregnancy Center?”

	 

	POLICE:

	City police reported the following:

	Kent Smalley, 32, of 1588 Willow Street,

	was arrested Sunday on domestic assault charges.

	Smalley allegedly assaulted Bailey Austin, 21,

	of the same address.

	 

	“Mom? Are you all right?” Daniel’s voice penetrated the sickness that had surged over me.

	“I’m fine,” I assured him. “Yes, that’s her. She told me he wouldn’t hurt her.”

	Daniel sighed. “People really mess up their lives.”

	“So many bad choices,” I pulled the crust off my sandwich. “You wouldn’t believe the bad choices. The worst is the girls who keep coming back. You’d think they’d learn.” That sounded terrible, even as it came out of my mouth

	“I’m sorry, Mom.”

	I shook my head. “No, it’s okay. I need to – want to – know.”

	“I mean, I talked you into this in the first place.”

	That was partly true. He had encouraged me to step out of my comfort zone to avoid empty-nest syndrome: “You need a new cause in your life, Mom,” he had told me at Christmas break two years before. “You need people in your life.”

	“I have people in my life,” I had protested. “I have brides and bridesmaids and mothers-of-the-bride and flower girls and –”

	“Now that I have my own apartment, you’ve got a big empty house. You need something that has more meaning than sewing fancy dresses for people who can afford you.”

	He was right. “How’d you get so wise?” I asked.

	He grinned. “I had a year of college.”

	I chuckled. “Yeah, well, that’s why I can’t stop sewing fancy dresses for people who can afford me.”

	“Don’t stop. But find a cause. Maybe you could buy a telescope and start hunting for new comets.”

	That would be his dream.

	“Or you could volunteer at the library. Or be a teacher’s aide. Or start helping at the kid’s club at church.” He ran his fingers through that beautiful blond hair. “I don’t know.  Isn’t there something you feel passionate about? Like politics or –”

	He kept throwing out ideas, but I already knew, and the idea scared me. I hoped it wouldn’t occur to him.

	“You and dad have a great marriage,” he went on. “You could do marriage counseling. You also raised two fantastic kids. You could go back to college and become a child psychologist. Or –” I could tell by the look on his face that it had occurred to him.

	 

	When I mentioned the idea to Gary, he thought I was sick of sewing. “The Pregnancy Center? Are you looking for a different job?”

	I was wrapping Christmas presents at the time, and he was handy to hold the knots in the ribbon. “The Pregnancy Center doesn’t pay its volunteers,” I reminded him.

	“Well, we’ve got a kid who’s in law school. We need your paycheck.”

	“I know. I’ll keep sewing, but I love being a mother, and I don’t get to do it much anymore, now that Abby’s married and Daniel’s on his own.”

	“So you want to smother – I mean, mother – the girls who come in to the Pregnancy Center?”

	He grinned at me, and I tightened the knot around his finger with a snap.

	“Ouch!” He pulled it away. “What makes you think they are going to let you mother them?”

	“Why not? They probably have horrible mothers.” The moment those words popped from my mouth, I was sorry I had said them.

	“That sounds pretty chauvinistic.”

	“I didn’t mean it that way.”

	Gary carried the stack of presents to the tree. “You’re a great mother. The girls will be lucky to have you.”

	“So you don’t mind?” I had almost hoped he would think it was a bad idea.

	“Just don’t get too much on your plate.”

	“It’ll only be one afternoon per week.”

	“Oh. Well then,” and it was settled.

	 

	“The girl’s not your problem.” Daniel said, dragging my thoughts back to the present. He carried the lunch plates to the sink.

	“No, there’s nothing I can do.”

	“Nope.”

	“Pray. I can always pray.” Even as I said it, I cringed. Think about that later.

	Daniel tucked a handful of pistachios into his pocket. “Gotta run.” He bent and I kissed his cheek. It still smelled spicy. Some girl is going to just swoon!

	“Have a great day,” I told him. “See you on Sunday.”

	“Sooner.”

	And he was gone.

	I wiped up the crumbs and picked up the folded newspaper. Pray. Oh, Lord, I’m so bad at praying, so undisciplined and lazy. I threw the newspaper in the recycle bin.
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	Human beings are so self-centered that they don’t realize that earth-shaking things are happening to others. Bailey’s life was careening out of her control, even as I was feeling sorry for my poor prayer habits.

	It had been a long night at the riverboat casino. Bailey let herself into her apartment building and threaded her keys through her fingers as a nasty weapon against any attacker. The stench of the building intensified her nausea.

	The landlady, Mrs. Angeli, lived on the ground floor, and although it was after 2 a.m., no one was asleep. Bailey could hear her shrill voice, scolding – more than likely – her son, Mark. Every time Bailey had paid the rent, Mrs. Angeli would once more pour out her annoyance concerning her good-for-nothing son, who took drugs and probably sold them as well. Bailey had never understood why she would let her good-for-nothing son still live at home. It was, of course, because of Mark’s son, Arlie. Mrs. Angeli doted on the little boy, and she was usually his babysitter by default.

	Bailey tiptoed past the door. There was a large crash, as if someone threw a soup kettle, and two men were yelling obscenities at each other. She hurried up the stairs, being careful to step over the board that seemed on the verge of disintegrating. She never touched the walls because of the filth, and two tiny piles of plaster dust on the steps warned of the unstable banister. Bailey reached her third-floor landing, out of breath and trembling. Her keys were ready to unlock her door,

	A light burned in the kitchen. “Kent?” A quick glance around reassured her that Kent was not there. She turned the light off and went into the bathroom. God, I feel awful, she thought. The light in the bathroom revealed that she looked awful, too. She leaned her aching head against the doorframe, feeling as if she would vomit, but knowing the relief would not come. She got ready for bed and then glared at the front door, trying to decide if she should hook the chain or not. If she did, and Kent came home, she’d have to wake up to let him in. If she didn’t, there were probably drug dealers downstairs. She chained the door.

	Once in bed, she buried her throbbing head in the cool pillow and tried to rub away the pain. Stupid baby. She needed a cigarette, a beer, something that would relax her. She couldn’t even take an aspirin for her back and headache. Eventually, she dozed off.

	Morning came before sun-up – much too early. It arrived with loud voices and banging somewhere in the lower levels of the building. Red and blue lights flashed against the walls of her room. She had not heard sirens. Bailey crept from her bed and stood beside the window where she could not be seen. Several police cars were parked in the street. In the eerie, changing light, police personnel, dressed in protective gear, moved about slowly like mustard-colored moon-walkers.

	Bailey looked at her watch. Four a.m. What’s going on? An officer led someone – she thought it looked like Mark – from her building. After them came her landlady with another officer.

	Where’s Arlie?

	Just then, another officer – a woman – emerged from the building, carrying the little boy. Someone fetched a blanket from one of the cars and wrapped it around him. Were they arresting the landlady?

	Bailey realized that her heart was pounding hard and that she felt hot and breathless. The headache persisted. Slightly disoriented by the confusion of lights reflecting off her walls, she found her way to the kitchen and poured a glass of water. She sat at the table in the semi-dark and pressed her head into her hands. Would the pain never stop? The aspirin bottle was amongst the clutter on the table, and she fingered it, wondering if the risk was really that great.

	A knock at the door saved her the trouble of figuring it out.

	“Police here,” called a woman’s voice. “We need to evacuate the building.”

	Evacuate? Bailey pushed herself to her feet, turned on a light, and unlocked the door, although she kept the chain hooked. She squinted into the light on the landing.

	The officer was the same one who had answered her call last week after Kent had roughed her up. “Hello again,” the woman said, “We need to clear out this building. It’s not safe to stay. Do you have anyone you can stay with?”

	Bailey sighed and nodded. “Yeah. My mother.” She had a key to the mobile home. “What’s going on?”

	“We have arrested the man and woman downstairs. You need to get dressed. You may take your personal I.D., but for now you’ll have to leave everything else.”

	Bailey could hardly think. “Um. What about my clothes for work tomorrow – I mean, today.”

	“Bring them. But hurry now.”

	Bailey could hear the police waking the other tenants on her floor as she dressed herself. Her hands were shaking, and she could hardly manage the buttons. She glanced around the apartment, wondered if she should take anything of Kent’s, and then gave up the idea. At the moment she couldn’t even think of what she needed. Kent would be so angry!

	Once outside, one of the police officers took her name and cell phone number, and then the same woman drove her to her mother’s house.

	Her mother was grumbling about Bailey’s bad timing when she had to get up to unchain the door. “It’s so early, yet. What are you doing here?”

	“I had no choice, Mom; the police made me leave.”

	Her mother turned on a light and before Bailey could shield her eyes, she caught a glimpse of her mother in a huge pink negligee with feathers and sequins.

	“You’re not in trouble with the police, are you?”

	“No, Mom. They made everyone in the building leave. I just need a place to stay – just for a while. I have a roaring headache.”

	Her mother enveloped her in a large, feathery hug. “Poor dearie,” she cooed. “You can sleep on the couch. When I get up, I’ll clear out the guest room, and you can stay there.”

	Bailey nodded, her eyes still closed.

	“Do you want an aspirin?”

	Bailey shook her head.

	“Josie?” A man’s deep voice called from the hallway, and Bailey’s eyes snapped open. He was as round and dumpy as her mother was, and he was tying a robe around himself. Bailey wished she were anywhere else on the face of the earth except here.

	“Go back to bed,” her mother snapped, “I’ll be there in a minute.”

	He ignored her command. “Who’s this?”

	Her mother sighed and made the introductions: “Carl, this is my daughter, Bailey. Bailey, this is Carl. She’s staying here because the police cleared out her apartment building.”

	“Meth lab?” he asked.

	Bailey shrugged.

	“Leave her alone!” her mother barked, “She’s got a headache.” To Bailey she coaxed, “Are you sure you don’t want some aspirin?”

	“I’m positive. I just want to sleep.”

	“But if you take something, you’ll sleep better. I’ve got sleeping pills. Why don’t you try them?”

	“Josie, you leave her alone,” grumbled Carl. “She said no.”

	Bailey had never thought she’d be grateful to one of her mothers’ loser boyfriends.

	Her mother twirled around in a swirl of chiffon and perfume and shoved open the guest room door. “The blankets and pillows are in there.”

	“Thanks, Mom. I’ll get the lights.” She went into the cluttered guest room and pushed enough of the junk from the bed so she could sleep there. She had no intention of sleeping in the living room with a boyfriend in the house. She turned off the lights, locked the guest room door, and lay down on the bed still fully clothed.

	Whatever am I going to do? She pulled a blanket over her, turned on her side, and let the tears flow.
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	I actually took the flower girl’s dress with me to the Pregnancy Center on Tuesday. I hoped to have time between clients to sew the hand-gathered rosettes onto the neckline. When I had first volunteered at the Pregnancy Center, I had had too much time on my hands. Connie, whom I already knew from Christian Women’s Club, seemed to understand my fears right from the start and scheduled me for Friday afternoons. By spring, I was ready to quit.

	“But we need you.”

	“No,” I had told her. “All you need is a recorded message and a bulletin board. Hardly anyone comes in on Fridays. I volunteered because I thought I could make a difference in a girl’s life. I rarely see any girls, except the few that come in to watch a DVD to earn disposable diaper and baby clothes points.”

	“Do you talk to them?”

	“They don’t talk to me. They walk in; I say hi; they tell me their name and that they’re going upstairs to watch a DVD. They watch it, come back downstairs, and tell me the name of the DVD. I mark their file; they leave. That’s Fridays.”

	“I didn’t want to overwhelm you.”

	“Honestly, Connie, I’m so scared of what God might ask me to do if I switched days, but Fridays are a waste of time.”

	“You’ll need more training,” Connie warned.

	Training and another year’s experience, however, had not prepared me for rescuing Bailey from the women’s clinic.

	Instead of sewing on pink rosettes, I told Connie about my afternoon with Bailey, while we sorted and packed the children’s winter clothing for storage. When it was finished, we would sort and hang up all the summer clothing for the new mothers to choose from.

	Connie seemed only to be half-listening to me until I described my fear as I stood at the front door of the clinic. “You went into the clinic?” she interrupted with a sharp edge to her voice.

	“I did.”

	Still holding a yellow snowsuit, she rested her wrists on the edge of a box and looked at me for a moment, obviously choosing her words. “Very risky.” She seemed visibly shaken.

	“Why? All of my fears didn’t happen.”

	“For that we can be thankful.” She folded the snowsuit and then shook her head as if something had finally been revealed to her. “Your brain really does freeze when it hits new situations, doesn’t it.”

	“It does.”

	“Do you remember me telling you on the phone to wait for Bailey across the street?”

	Suddenly, I did.

	“There are legal reasons for that. You’re lucky we didn’t have to get your husband to bail you out of jail.” She held the box flaps closed while I taped them. “Did they ask you to leave?”

	“No. Bailey called me ‘Aunt Dorothy,’ and I guess they believed it.”

	Connie laughed. “Thank goodness for small blessings!” She piled mittens and hats into the next box. “Let me explain: If they thought you were in their building to interfere with their business, they could accuse you of trespassing. We might do the same thing if they came here and tried to take a girl away.”

	“Oh.”

	“Yes: oh.” Connie took a deep breath. “So. What was it like inside?”

	“Very different from ours: deep red wall, candles, incense, leather furniture. Lots of money there.”

	She nodded. “I’ve been thinking for some time that we need to redecorate here. We could paint the walls.

	“Not red.”

	“No. Soft colors. Maybe a furniture store would donate some decent chairs. You could make curtains, and we could get rid of those office building blinds.”

	“We could hang pictures – maybe prints of little children and mothers.”

	She shook her head. “No,” she said slowly, “I think that would be hard on any woman who’s coming to get counseling after an abortion.”

	“Right. Well, then, flowers and gardens – something pretty and peaceful.”

	Suddenly she changed the subject and reached over to squeeze my wrist. “Don’t ever go into the clinic again. Okay?”

	“Okay.”

	 

	The rosettes would have to wait. We unpacked and sorted children’s summer clothing – such brightly colored, cheerful little things. We had so much fun imagining the joy some young mother would have, dressing her child in the pretty summer outfits. In between our unpacking, we took turns answering the phone and helping some of the clients who came in for advice. We doubted that pretty little outfits could fix the difficult lives of some of the young women.

	It was almost closing time, and I had just hung up the phone, when the front door bell jingled. Bailey stood before my desk, looking gray and ill.

	“Hi. Are you all right?”

	“Well, no-o.” She drawled, as if I were an idiot.

	“Have a seat?”

	She flopped onto the chair and pushed her limp hair out of her eyes. “Are you a nurse or something?”

	“I’m sorry I’m not. Connie is. Shall I get her? What’s wrong?”

	She looked at her hands in her lap. “I just feel horrible. And I know I shouldn’t take any medicine.” She looked up suddenly and said forcefully, “I haven’t taken any medicine!” Her gaze returned to her lap. “But I need something for my head and my stomach.”

	“Have you been to a doctor yet?”

	“Not yet.”

	“You need to go to the doctor.” I pulled out and gave her a sheet of paper with the names, addresses and phone numbers of medical clinics. “Choose one near where you live. They’ll help you.”

	She read the list for a minute and then asked, “They won’t make me have an abortion, will they?”

	“No. And if they bring it up, let us know and we’ll cross them off our lists. We like to save the lives of babies.”

	Bailey looked at me for what seemed a very long time, a smile playing around one corner of her mouth. I had no idea what she was thinking. Finally, she said, “You’re a very nice person.”

	I laughed, embarrassed, yet realizing that I might, at least, be the nicest person she knew – which was very sad. “What do you need, Bailey?”

	The smile faded. “Nothing. I’m staying with my mother at the moment, although I’m looking for another place to live.”

	“Kent?” The question was very courageous for me.

	“It’s over, I hope.”

	“Did he ask you to leave?”

	“No. The building’s been condemned. There was a meth lab downstairs.”

	Words failed me. That reckless idea flitted through my head again, but I discarded it quickly.
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