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Chapter 1
Kimberlee’s memories of her birth mother were nonexistent. The only woman she would ever know as ‘mother’ was the kind-hearted female who raised her; her maternal grandmother, Lydia Murrel. From a very young age, Lee was made aware her birth mother had left her to be raised by this unassuming woman in her mid fifties. When Kimberlee sought answers, Lydia always told her what she wanted to know with one exception. The only question she would never answer was the name of the woman who left Kimberlee to be raised by this woman in her late stage of life. Lydia’s standard response; “The girl who bore you did not want to have children. She and I agreed you would have a better life with me.”
Lydia made a promise to herself to love and care for this child no matter what the future brought. She often questioned if this was the right choice for the two of them; especially when Kimberlee asked the woman she called mother why her birth mother never wanted her. Lydia responded with a pragmatic and straightforward answer; “The young girl was selfish and only wanted what would benefit her.” Kimberlee hoped she would not ever be like her birth mother.
Kimberlee had few memories of a white girl living in the home she was reared in, a sister of sorts named Blanch. The vague recollections of the girl she adored when she was a toddler faded by the time she was ready to start preschool. Her sister left home without cause or reason, as best Kimberlee knew. The one memory that would  stay with her for the rest of her life was her sister leaving without saying goodbye to her. Kimberlee didn’t know why this memory was important to her as the teenage girl spent her time focused on herself and had little to do with the young girl.
When friends would visit, which was rare, the toddler was banished to her bedroom and was never allowed to join the older children. The exclusion from Blanch created a sense in Kimberlee that she did not belong. Her assumption was that Blanch was embarrassed by her appearance; her skin-tone was much darker than her mother’s or her sister’s. For as long as she had been able to understand what people said, the color of her skin had always been a point of discussion.
Kimberlee had everything she needed but very little of what she wanted. At her young age she didn’t really understand why she was so different from everyone around her. She was the only child in her school with a dark complexion. People in the little town of Palestine, Texas, accepted Lydia’s tale regarding the young girl’s skin tone; “As a member of the Cherokee nation, my bloodline gave Kimberlee the deep coloring of her ancestors. Isn’t she lucky?” Lydia willingly accepted the stares and whispers from the women in the small town. She thought it best to be chastised for being an unwed mother at her late age rather than for people to know the truth about Kimberlee’s birth mother. Both she and Kimberlee were blessed with long straight flaxen hair; this attribute minimized the notion the young girl might be of a different race.
Lydia Murrel was fully aware that in this small East Texas town in 1965, if people had known Kimberlee’s father was Afro-Latino and delivered by a 15-year-old white girl, a scandal would have ensued. It was painful enough to hear people question how a woman in her fifties and unmarried produced this child; it would have been far worse had the truth been revealed. Lydia opted to keep the Native American-Indian narrative as the explanation. Her silence around the topic left most to believe she had been raped and chose to keep the child, an act she was commended for behind closed doors. Lydia sensed that life for Kimberlee would have its challenges; this simple white lie kept one issue at bay.
She struggled emotionally knowing her own daughter rejected this beautiful child. The constant guilt she carried wore on her, creating a large amount of angst in her. The outcome of this emotion caused her to dote on Kimberlee from dawn to dusk in hopes the young girl would find her purpose in life and, ultimately, happiness.
The method of child-rearing was indeed a mistake, as whatever Lydia did, the young girl rarely appreciated it. Kimberlee appeared to always be seeking more of everything. Her grandmother, nay her mother, failed to understand what Kimberlee most needed was to find where she belonged. The hole left in her heart from being abandoned at birth appeared as if it would never heal.
Having worked outside the home since she was fourteen, Lydia was now fifty-four and beginning to slow down. From a very young age, her life was filled with endless challenges she fought to overcome. The home she grew up in was full of love and hard work but was not without its issues. Her father and mother raised her as an only child after the death of her older brother, who succumbed to the Spanish Flu. Physically unable to perform the chores her brother did on the farm, Lydia began working as a maid in the nearby town to offset the cost of the farmhands who assisted her father. She was steadfast in focusing on family and doing the right thing for those she loved. Even though offers of marriage occurred, Lydia chose to help her family with their farm. After her father decided to sell a large parcel of their land and take life easy, Lydia decided she would accept a marriage proposal from a man who had recently moved to East Texas. The man she wed assumed Lydia’s family was of means and would provide for him and his wife. When Lydia realized her new husband was a drunk who did nothing more than provide small doses of companionship to her, she began looking for a way out of the marriage. Three months after Blanch was born, her wish was granted.
Blanch’s father packed his things and left the two women to fend for themselves. Lydia was not prepared for, nor did she expect to raise a child on her own in her late thirties, but with her husband gone, she and her family did the best they could to raise the young girl. Working, raising a daughter, and tending to her parents took its toll on Lydia. By the time her daughter was pregnant out of wedlock, Lydia was exhausted.
Knowing the hardships of being a single parent, Lydia didn’t want her child to endure the difficulties she had. Devising a plan to reduce the challenges for her daughter took an unexpected turn when Blanch announced she did not want the child and was seeking options to dispose of it. This declaration by Blanch brought the trials and tribulations of dealing with her to the point of no return for Lydia. 
Coming to an agreement to keep the child, before Blanch began to show she went to stay with her recently widowed grandmother in the Texas countryside. The explanation to all who questioned this abrupt change was simple; Blanch would help her grandmother run the farm now that her grandfather was gone. Lydia never tried to persuade her daughter to raise her offspring; she knew the child would suffer at the hands of her selfish daughter. The night Kimberlee was born, it became obvious Blanch’s desire not to acknowledge her baby was for the best. As planned, Blanch delivered Kimberlee at the farmhouse where her grandmother lived, far away from town.
When the trio returned to their home in Palestine, Texas, no signs were present Blanch had ever carried a child. Kimberlee came into the world far away from prying eyes. Lydia would raise Kimberlee as her own. Blanch’s little sister would be cared for while Blanch focused on her schooling. Even with rumors of the child’s origins running amuck, no one ever suspected Blanch of being the mother. The child, with its dark skin and black hair, could not possibly belong to the pale-skinned, blonde-haired Blanch.
The arrangement was ideal for Blanch; her mother busy with the baby, permitted her to focus entirely on what she wanted. Blanch’s entire purpose for living became focused on how to provide for herself. She wasn’t afraid of hard work and was certainly not opposed to doing whatever it took to get what she desired. Every decision she made from the moment the child was born included a means to an end. Self-focus to the point of being a sociopath. 
Lydia often quoted the tenth commandment in the Christian bible to Blanch, “Thou shalt not covet thy neighbor’s ass.” Even with the commanding nature of her mother’s voice, Blanch had little concern for what the directive meant; she would ignore the lessons to be learned and spend her life pursuing the next best thing.
As Kimberlee grew, life around the Murrel household was reasonably calm. Blanch focused on school and working towards graduation; she had plans for college immediately after high school. With the recent event she had participated in on her grandmother’s farm, she doubled down on her studies to ensure she was accepted to the university of her choosing.
While Blanch focused on her studies, Kimberlee developed into a nosey toddler who was very self-sufficient. While Lydia continued to work outside the home to make ends meet, it was with the help of good neighbors and her mother that eliminated worries about how the baby was cared for while she worked. Fully aware of how selfish Blanch was, Lydia made the conscious choice to hide finances from her daughter and make it clear to Blanch that if she chose to go to college, the expense was hers alone. Lydia had had enough of her oldest child’s antics.
By the time Kimberlee started school, her sister had moved on to her new life. Blanch would never visit the home she shared with Lydia and Kimberlee. She would avoid any chance of ever seeing her child again.
Lydia raised Kimberlee with love and compassion as her guide while her daughter moved along her path. Kimberlee would be one of many casualties Blanch’s self-absorption would leave in her wake and would eventually be her undoing.
 
Blanch
 

Chapter 2
Since the time of her birth, Blanch always had the desire to control everything. She had refused to breastfeed, preferring only bottled formula. Should the temperature of her meal not suit her palate, endless crying ensued. Her parents, Lydia and Frank, knew within a very short amount of time, their lives would be full of challenges with this child. With the constant crying from Blanch and Lydia’s complaints about his not working, Frank exited the women’s lives when Blanch reached three months of age. He decided Blanch was too much trouble and opted out of the family lifestyle. His clothes packed, Frank walked out the front door leaving mother and child behind to fend for themselves. 
In her late thirties, Lydia did her best to raise her daughter to be a decent member of society. Never managing to gain control of her willful offspring, Lydia found her child to be extremely tiresome. As she grew, only one time did Blanch question where her father was. Lydia’s explanation to her child invoked a disdainful retort. “I never needed him anyway,” the five-year-old child stated pragmatically. That would be the last time Blanch would ever speak of her father.
Blanch never developed an affection for men; in her opinion, they only served one purpose, sexual satisfaction. Becoming sexually active at the age of thirteen, by her own choice, she quickly discovered what her body desired. No discussion was had with her mother about sexual practices or preventative measures regarding pregnancy; it was not necessary as Blanch thought she knew what was best. The lack of communication on the topic left Lydia unaware her daughter was menstruating at thirteen years old. This secret was just one of the many ways Blanch maintained complete control of her life. She was incredibly private about how she managed her body. In her way of thinking, it wasn’t any of her mother’s business what she chose to do.
 
The End
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Lee never expected much out of life. As
a multi-racial child growing up in Pal-
estine, Texas, she was keenly aware of
her differences.

Abandoned by her birth mother the day
she was born, she always felt some-
thing was missing from her life. Raised
by her maternal grandmother, Lee re-
ceived everything a young girl needed,
love.

Shortly after her grandmother’s death,
secrets began to surface; letters found
in a desk reveal who her father was and
where he was from. As her search to find
him begins, other mysteries unfold.

Lee must make a choice to live honor-
ably, as her grandmother had raised her,
or seek revenge for being cast aside.

Thadeus Parkland is a writ-
& er and producer living in
Dallas, Tx. This work is his
~ third fiction novel. The Girl
. Who Stole My Chair is dedi-
8 cated to those who need to
~} find their family, literally
and figuratively.
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