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Chapter One










Shovel full after shovel full of dark gray
dirt fell into the hole covering the dead body of my bastard
husband. The fool! If only he had listened to me, but of course I
was only a woman. His "squaw" he called me. My opinion never
mattered to him. With each added shovel full of dirt I counted to
myself the many ways he had belittled me, used me, but never really
recognized me as a human being. If only he had listened, though, I
might still have the horses, and he might still be alive.
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