
Ella haunts this place.  I don’t know whether she died or left or was kidnapped, but she’s gone, at least in body.


But Ella was always unpredictable.  She moved to this miniscule farming town in 1927, when she was sixteen, with every intention of leaving within the year.  She could talk for hours about her precious Chicago, where she planned to return to after her stay with us.  Or perhaps she had always planned to stay here with me.  That was the thing with Ella- you just never knew.


Even when I asked Ella to marry me, most of the town was certain she wouldn’t show up for the wedding.  But Ella was unpredictable.  I was foolish enough to believe that she came because she, a beautiful and wealthy girl, truly loved an impoverished farm boy called Henry.  Ella married me simply because everyone said she wouldn’t.


This is not to say that we didn’t have a good life together.  I was always happy, even when the farm failed and I had to sell most of it to make ends meet.  Ella certainly seemed content.  The children were healthy and she always smiled and played games with them.  She got a job at the local general store just because our society didn’t accept it, but I never minded.  She seemed to keep the house clean effortlessly and charm the neighbors without leaving her living room.  Everyone loved her, and she was mine.  That’s why I’m almost certain that Ella was murdered.


I miss her these days.  Though she never learned to love me, I did love her and I think she liked me in return.  That was always enough…
