
God’s Children 

By Abby Rhoads 

Kristie Bears Heart came to school today with a “shiner,” 

A perfect green and blue circle where the small fist of her brother 

Hit the soft skin. Her mother was 

Too drunk to stop him. 

“Her is her baby” Kristie said, 

“She wouldn’t have stopped him anyway.” 

 

I am told that Donny Iron Cloud – 

Quiet Donny who asked me to drop him off at the children’s home last week – 

Is in jail. Word is that he is innocent, but his Auntie 

Won’t bail him out because she wants him to 

Learn a lesson. He is in 8th grade. 

 

Today Father John told me to keep an eye out for the new girl – 

“Both parents are alcoholics,” he tells me. 

“She has seen too much for her age.” 

I say, she has seen too much for any age. 

These are children of nine and thirteen, 

They are just like any other kids. 

They love to have Big Secrets, to laugh, to ask me questions: 

“Have you had sex?” “Have you ever been drunk?” 

Sometimes they hang on me, letting me take their weight, but 

Trust does not come quickly. 

You know, touch does not have to hurt, there is such a thing as 

Good love. 

You are smart, I say, You are good. You 

Can go places. 

 

But, really, how far can they go carrying so many broken pieces of 

The walls that they have had to build to protect themselves? 

Is it harder to leave here than it is to believe that this is 

As good as life gets? 

Who am I to say? I will leave when my work is done. 

 

This is God’s country.  Land of the big sky, and the sacred eagle. 

These are God’s children. Strong and so beautiful. 

God’s children. Keepers of the secret 

Of strength and pain. 


