Chapter 8

May sat high atop of the large paint horse. Ted and his father, Fred, settled Bea and Daisy on their mounts also. She looked at the faces of her companions and knew the fear they had in meeting up with their families after be lost to them for so long. Daisy caught the look on her face and managed a timid smile. “Be brave little May. We are safe now and Fred will get us to our families.”
May nodded. She looked down at her hands which were gripping the saddle horn. The words hit her as truth, but she had difficulty applying the happy reunion to herself. She was glad for Bea and Daisy, but she knew her mother would see her as ‘damaged’. The truth was that she was familiar with her mother’s view of this. Her favorite aunt had suffered at the hand of a rapist and she had continued to suffer ill-treatment from those who should have brought comfort to her troubled soul. 
As a result, Aunt Flossy was timid and unsure of herself. She only came alive around the children she cared for. May had been blessed to be one of the children placed in her care. Flossy’s laugh was contagious and her energy was boundless. Her eyes danced when she told stories and taught the children to dance. May loved Aunt Flossy at those times. 
A curtain of sadness fell across the beautiful face as soon as Mother came through the door saying, “Floss, where are you?” The blank expression returned as did the mechanical movements that everyone except her charges was well acquainted with. 
May had heard town gossips say, “Poor Floss. No good man will want a woman like her. Besides, she has passed the flower of her youth.”
May had no idea what the ‘flower of her youth’ was, but she knew that Auntie Flossy would be a wonderful wife and mother. Anyone who didn’t want her didn’t deserve her!
“May, are you ready to move out? We have a ways to go to get to the train station.” Fred asked.
“Yes sir, if Bea and Daisy are ready, I am too.”
Elk and Sara stood in the door with the other girls. Little Fawn ran close to the horses and took May’s reins. “May, you are my friend forever. Send a message if you need me. Know that I want the best for you in life and that you have a friend thinking about you.”
“Thank you Little Fawn.” May said.
Ted began down the trail holding the reins of a pack mule. Daisy followed, then Bea, May urged her horse forward, and Fred guarded the back of the line. “Good-bye Son, Sara, girls…!”
The responding ‘good-byes’ echoed through the valley as the group made their way down the mountain.


