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Chapter 1

THE EARLY MORNING sun streamed through the win-
dow above the crib, waking Sandi. Getting no answer to 
repeated calls for her mother, she sat down to consider things 
in her baby way. She barely remembered living anywhere 
other than in this little cottage with her parents in Roseville, 
California. The trip from Oklahoma to the Golden State was 
only a vague memory. She considered only two facts: she was 
hungry, and she was imprisoned in the crib.

Wailing, Sandi lay down and kicked her little bare feet 
at the confining bars of the crib. One of the bars suddenly 
popped out of place and fell into the crib, striking her on the 
head. Shocked into silence, she lay looking through the hole. 
Instinctively, she realized a way of escape had been made for 
her.

Sandi wriggled backwards through the gap and landed 
with both feet on the floor. Knowing from past experience 
she could not reach the doorknob without standing on some-
thing, she pushed the crib over to the door, crawled back 
inside, and unlocked the door. Once more she wriggled out 
of the crib, pushed it back out of the way, and opened the 
door.
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Sandi padded silently through the living room to the front 
door. After pushing a chair against it, she could reach the 
lock. Clad only in a diaper, she walked through the open 
door and crossed the gravel to the cottage next door.

“Mama, Mama,” Sandi’s little voice piped through the early 
stillness as she banged on the door, calling her aunt.

The door opened suddenly, framing an astonished Aunt 
Carmen.

“Sandi! What in the world are you doing here?” she 
exclaimed. 

“I want brek-stast, Mama,” Sandi explained simply.
Aunt Carmen scooped up the nearly naked two-year-old 

and stepped back into her cottage. Grabbing her own son, 
Robbie, by the hand, she marched back outside and across 
the gravel to the cottage from which Sandi had come.

“Karin,” Aunt Carmen called loudly, knocking on the door 
of her twin sister’s bedroom. “Come out here and see what I 
found on my doorstep.”

Yawning and throwing on a torn housecoat, Sandi’s mother 
appeared from the bedroom.

“What’s the idea, getting me out at this hour?” she groaned.
“Your daughter didn’t think it was too early to get up,” Aunt 

Carmen shot back. “I found her outside my door calling me.”
“How did she get there?” Mama asked, amazed and sud-

denly awake. “She was in her crib and the door of her room 
was locked.”

The crib by the door and the missing bar explained Sandi’s 
extraordinary escape.

“She must have made an awful lot of noise,” Aunt Carmen 
observed. “I don’t see how you could have slept through all 
that. You must have been stoned.”
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“Oh, I was not,” Mama protested. “I declare, that child  
acts more like her father all the time. She can get into more 
trouble . . . Did you have coffee yet?”

“Yes, but I can always drink another cup if you’re going to 
make some,” Aunt Carmen said, sitting down at the kitchen 
table. “Just be glad she came to my door, or who knows where 
she might be wandering around in this town—and wearing 
only a diaper! Even if this is California, it’s the middle of winter.”

Mama reached for her cigarettes as soon as the coffee pot 
was plugged in. Taking some clean clothes from the pile on a 
chair, she sat down across from her sister and pulled a shirt 
over her vagrant daughter’s head.

“Did Ralph find a job yesterday?” Mama asked the daily 
question.

“No,” Aunt Carmen sighed. “Did Norman?”
“No,” Mama echoed the answer and the sigh. “I wonder 

where all these wonderful opportunities are you claimed 
would be here. You and Ralph dragged us out here where 
there’s supposed to be so much money, but I haven’t seen any 
of it yet. I’m getting sick of it.”

“You came of your own free will. We didn’t make you 
come,” Aunt Carmen disagreed.

“Yeah, but it was your idea in the first place,” Mama 
returned. “You were there trying to talk me into coming out 
here when the trailer caught fire. Remember?”

“How could I forget?” Aunt Carmen replied. “The heater 
was making that popping sound, and the men said they’d 
check it when they came back. All of a sudden, fire was 
everywhere. You only had time to run back to the bedroom 
for Sandi and jump out the back door. I was never so scared 
in my life!”
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“And all we could do was stand there and watch it burn to 
the ground,” Mama mourned. “All Sandi’s baby pictures . . . 
everything was lost.”

“So after that, you decided you might as well come to Cali-
fornia with us,” Aunt Carmen reminded her twin. 

“Well, it did seem like the thing to do since we had lost 
everything we had at home,” Mama admitted. “But it isn’t 
working out the way we had hoped. We’re thinking of going 
back home again if something doesn’t turn up soon.”

A loud bang and a screech from the living room interrupted 
the sisters’ conversation. They rushed out to find Sandi sit-
ting innocently on the sofa above Robbie. 

“Sandi push me down,” Robbie wailed. Blood dripped 
from his mouth where he had bitten his lip.

“I guess she didn’t mean to,” Aunt Carmen soothed, head-
ing for the bathroom to get a wet washcloth.

“I wouldn’t bet on it,” Mama muttered grimly, grabbing 
Sandi and giving her a whack with the back of her hand. 
“Didn’t I say this child is getting more like her father every 
day? She is so strong-willed and stubborn I hardly know 
what to do with her. She’s going to get herself into all kinds 
of trouble, just like Norman always did.

“I’m getting sick of him,” Mama launched into her list of 
complaints about her husband. “I thought I’d be living on easy 
street when I married him. He always had plenty of money 
to throw around. What a joke! His parents had all the money; 
he never has any. Any money he gets goes into gambling and 
partying. Other women see more of his money than I do. If he 
doesn’t shape up soon, I’m going to divorce him.”
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Chapter 2

THE SEARCH FOR a better life in California proved 
fruitless. Disillusioned, Mama and Norman moved back to 
Oklahoma. Mama, also hoping for a new beginning in her 
marriage, bluntly told Norman she would not tolerate his 
infidelity any longer. 

“Either you stop seeing other women, or our marriage is 
history,” she said grimly.

When he did not change, Mama carried through on her 
threat, filing for a divorce and moving in with her parents.

Sandi was the pride and joy of Grandpa Gilmore’s life, and 
she readily accepted all the love he lavished on her. Although 
she was too young to put it into words, she felt secure living 
in Grandpa and Grandma’s house. 

Taken along to court for Mama’s divorce hearing, Sandi was 
both confused and frightened by the proceedings. The judge, 
formidable in his long black robe, sat behind a high desk 
asking questions of Mama and Daddy who sat on opposite 
sides of the room. Sandi knew they were talking about her 
but could not understand the terms custody and child support. 

When they left court, Sandi heard Mama say, “Good  
riddance! We’ll see no more of him.” Sandi understood  


