
Someone always found her up a tree, a skinny, redheaded kid hidden 
in the shade of leaves, watching what happened below

Hazel stood looking into the 
deep canopy of the valley, saw the 
gravel road snake under the trees and 

through the crease in the earth. She settled into 
the arms of the king’s chair, above it all, looking 
down on the world as it rolled out beneath her, 
a carpet of summer greenery, rich and fecund. 
The branches enfolded her, making a sweet 
basket for her body to lie in, and the smell of the 
oak and summer swept over her. The sunlight 
dappled her fair skin. She loved the catbird seat.

Through the splayed limbs of the tree, she 

saw her home, a metal box on wheels properly 
skirted and sitting stoically in the yard between 
the driveway and the tree-lined edge of her 
parents’ property. A mobile home expanded to 
suit the family of seven sported a built-on deck 
with a tree sprouting up through the deck and 
its roof, as well as entrances created by her 
father into the large living room and master 
bedroom. The narrow tube with silver roof 
glinted and the wood resting against it seemed 
incongruous, a perplexing combination.

Underneath this nest where Hazel sat 

rested an old woody wagon with flat tires and 
hand-cranked windows. A glint of sunlight 
hit the mirror and sparkled. Someday, her 
Dad would fix it up, drive it out of its derelict 
resting place under the oaks and around the 
pig pen to Highway 28. 

In all her life, she never lived in a cracker 
box or a Victorian-type clapboard, not in a 
shotgun or row house, but always a mobile 
home somewhere near woods. Didn’t that 
sound adventurous? One could just suddenly 
unskirt the trailer, drop the wheels and 
hitch it up to a robust truck, and pull it off 
its moorings like a land yacht. She’d seen 
them lumbering down the highway taking 
up too much road, a whale of a house on 
wheels, blocking the way so no one could 
pass. Why should they pass? The land yacht 
commandeered the blacktop road.

This one, she thought, sat in regal, 
dilapidated splendor with rose bushes and a 
gravel drive. The one in Alaska reminded her 
of winter with snow piled everywhere and 
a wanigan for extra room. She remembered 
being outdoors, sledding down Blueberry 
Hill on a refrigerator cardboard box, wind 
stinging her cheeks. The neighbor kids, green 
with jealousy, watched as her box sped past 
them. The memory of sailing down that 
snowy hill made her smile.

The one at Fort Leonard Wood sat in a 
grouping of other trailers that surrounded a 
copse with a bowl meadow where kids played 
baseball or kickball, swing the statues, and 
red rover. Everyone lived in each other’s 
pockets there, side by side, catching fireflies 
and making mudpies and hearing mothers 
sing as they hung out laundry.

From her perch in the oak tree, Hazel 
saw down the gravel road, past the neighbors’ 
homes to the edge where the road ended and 

the Ozark forest circled around this small 
community. Another road far off snaked 
under the trees, and she wondered where it 
went, who traveled that path, and what they 
thought as they walked away and disappeared 
into the woods.

She and her sister got lost in the woods once, 
on a day similar to this one. They saw a coral 
snake in the dry leaves and moss on the trees, 
and only just barely managed to figure out 
which way faced home. She couldn’t remember 
a time when fear tickled her spine so annoyingly. 
Even so, it didn’t keep her out of the woods, a far 
better place than inside the tin can of a home, 
crowded and cramped with family. The world 
outside spread in spacious glory under her.

Someone always found her up a tree, a 
skinny, redheaded kid hidden in the shade of 
leaves, watching what happened below—her 
brother sneaking a smoke and reading porn 
magazines in the little burrow he’d made; a 
sister playing with Lonesome, the dog her 
father had found in the woods while hunting, 
the mother and other pups shot and killed by 
an owner who didn’t want the responsibility 
of animals. It still made her burn with anger. 
The beagle loved everyone.

Beneath her the world rambled on in 
golden summer shades of sunlight dappled 
by the spread of oak leaves and shadows. She 
looked down to see her little sister standing 
at the base of the tree, her dimpled cheeks 
pink with exertion and curly red hair damp 
with sweat. Hazel didn’t want to come down, 
so she beckoned for her sister to climb up 
and join her. She scrambled up the tree like a 
squirrel, smiled at Hazel, and sat in the cup of 
a smaller grouping of limbs that made a seat.

“I love this place,” she said, and Hazel 
took her hand, gave it a squeeze, saying, 

“Me too.” 
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