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Escaping Her Past is dedicated to my husband, for without him, I wouldn’t be the person I am today. He is my rock and I am thankful he came into my life. I also dedicate this book to my children and grandchildren, for they bring inspiration to my life. Though this story is about cutting ties from one’s past, it is my past that makes me who I am. I thank everyone who molded me to become the author I am today. Thank you!



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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Kathy Webber opened the door to her new home. She inhaled the aged scent of wood and exhaled a sneeze as dust found its way into her nose. 

“Bless you,” John said as he carried another box.

“Thanks, honey.” She swirled in the living room, in love with the comfortable, generations-old, elegance. Ceiling beams topped aging plaster while the worn floors paved the way to the kitchen. She shivered as her finger skimmed the stone of the fireplace. She was home. “I can’t believe we got this house!”

“It wasn’t like there were other offers, Katherine.”

“I know.” 

John set the box on the floor in the large open space.

“Are you sure you want to bring those in before I clean the house?”

“Do you want me to pay for another day on the truck?”

“No.”

“All right, then. Help me unload and I’ll take it back.”

“O-kay.” She was reluctant. “If we put everything in this room, I can put things away as I clean the house.”

John was the smarter one between the two, being eight years older than Kathy—he was 28. “Sounds like a plan. Let’s get this done.” He hurried through the front door, propping the screen door to keep it open. 

Kathy fumbled right behind him. They headed out to the street and stopped at the back of the boxed truck.  It was mostly her belongings inside the truck, things she couldn’t bear to throw out after they got married. 

John leaped into the back of the truck and handed Kathy a small box. She carried it toward the house as he grabbed a heavier box. As they returned inside, Kathy noticed a door in the hallway leading to the kitchen.

“I didn’t notice that before,” she said as she stood there holding the box.

“What?” He almost bumped into her.

“That door.”

“Which door?” he asked. He set the box down next to the first box in the living room and circled back to Kathy, still standing in the opening of the hallway.

“That door.” Kathy pointed at the door next to the stairs. It was a unique door, didn’t quite fit with the rest of the house. It was old with white crackled paint. The black iron hardware and doorknob appeared antique, and covered with rust. The other doors were clean with a maple varnish, which had been part of the reason for choosing this house.

“Hmmm, I don’t recall ever seeing it before. I promise you can explore the house once we get all these boxes inside. Come on.”

“Fine,” she sighed.

They returned for another armload of boxes. “I wish your family would have come to help us,” John told her.

“Me too. This would have been so much easier. Mom said she wouldn’t be off work in time, and you know my sisters wouldn’t have come without her.”

“Yeah, I know that all too well. Why did you need to bring so much, Katherine?”

“Hey, that’s my childhood. What’s left of it, anyway. We might have children someday. That stuff will save us money.”

“Whatever you say.” He placed the box on the floor and moved a smaller box to make room for the others. He put the smaller box on top of the large one. “I think we can do this in a hundred more trips.”

“Haha, very funny.” They returned outside for another load.

“I’m not trying to be.” He handed her a box and quickly grabbed another one. They returned to the house. “You got a lot of stuff,” he told her.

“You didn’t say that when you loaded it into the truck, John.”

He laughed.

“What’s that suppose to mean?” She stood in the middle of the yard, holding the box with both arms.

“We had an army helping us load this stuff up. Even with your dad helping.”

“He’s not my dad!”

“Sorry, step-dad.” John walked past her, giving her a kiss on the cheek. “I’m sorry. Can you please keep moving?”

“I don’t know if I like your attitude.” Kathy stood there as she tried to argue.

John placed the box on the top of the steps and circled back to Kathy. He pulled the box away from her arms and placed it by his feet. He wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her in as he gazed into her eyes. His voice was gentle as he spoke slowly. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean anything bad by what I said. Can you ever forgive me?” 

Kathy lowered her eyes. Her voice was in a whisper as she held back the tears. “This is hard for me. You know that. It’s the first time I’ll be on my own.”

“But you’re not alone. I’m right here and I’m not going anywhere.”

“You promise?”

“I would give up my life to make sure you were safe and happy. You know that.” He pulled her chin up and gazed into her eyes. “Katherine, I love you with every fiber in my body. I will always love you. You mean everything to me.”

Kathy’s cheeks reddened as they warmed. “You always know how to make me feel better.”

“I know you.” He turned his head to look at her sideways. “So, are you okay?”

She nodded.

John picked up her box and handed it to her. They walked toward the house. He picked up the box he left on the porch, and they brought them inside. It took them a few hours to get the remaining boxes out of the truck.

“The rest of our things will be here tomorrow. Are you okay with sleeping on the floor tonight?” John asked her.

“I won’t have a choice, but yes. It’ll be like camping. I haven’t done that since we were kids.”

“Your mother told me stories about those days,” he said as he smiled.

“Oh my God, did she tell you about the tent falling down around us?” Kathy asked feeling embarrassed.

“Yep. It was cute.”

“No, it wasn’t.”

“Yes, it was. Are you hungry?”

“Famished.”

“All right. I’m going to refuel the truck, drop it off, and grab something to eat on the way home.”

“Home. I like how that sounds.”

“Me too.” He leaned in for a kiss. “What sounds good?”

“Surprise me.”

“All right.”

The moment John closed the front door behind him, Kathy rushed to the white crackled door and tried to open it. It was jammed tight. She tried turning the knob and pushed with her shoulder like she’d seen John do many times. The door was more stubborn than she was.

Kathy knelt and peeked through the large keyhole. She only saw darkness. “I wonder what’s inside.” She straightened and examined the door. The hinges were old and the rust covered the screws. She wouldn’t be able to use a screwdriver, so that idea was out. She took in a deep breath and walked away. She had the rest of her life to get inside that room, whatever type of room it was. It would wait for her. She only hoped she wouldn’t have to wait that long. Mysteries like this always intrigued her. The more she was intrigued by something, the more she wanted it. It was like waiting for Christmas morning to come—the anticipation was murder.
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Chapter Two
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​​​​Kathy opened a box. She looked inside and moved to the next one feeling frustrated.  

“John?” she yelled out.

“Yeah?”

“Which box did we put the cleaning supplies in?”

“Didn’t you mark the boxes when you packed them?” he asked as he entered the living room.

“I thought I did.” She turned the box. In black marker, the box in front of her read, bathroom things. She laughed. “I guess I did.”

“Well, there you go. I need to get moving. Are you going to be all right while I’m at work?”

“I thought you were going to take today off?” she asked as she straightened her back.

John inched toward her and pulled her into his chest as he smiled, and wrapped his arms around her waist. “I tried but Alex said they were too short and I wasn’t able to take the day off. He promised me a longer weekend. I told you there would be days like that.”

Kathy gazed at his shoulders as she tried to reveal a smile. “I know. I thought since this was our first full day in the house...”

John pulled her chin up. “I will make this up to you. Alex knows we were just married. He’s promised me a raise and a bonus. But I must work if we’re going to make this happen.”

“I know. I’m sorry. I’m just feeling a little nervous.”

“I can understand that. This is our first home, our first big purchase together. I’m nervous about it too. But we got this.”

Kathy smiled.

“Look at it this way. I’ll be out of your way as you make this house our home.” He kissed her. “Are you good?”

She pulled back with her eyes closed and nodded. She opened her eyes, looked up, and smiled. “By the time you get home, this house will look amazing.” Her eyes widened. “What time will the truck be here?”

John looked at his watch. “They should arrive around ten or eleven. That gives you time to clean the house and get these boxes moved out.”

“All right.” 

John turned as one arm remained on her waist.

“Will the movers bring in the furniture?”

John turned back around. “Yes. They were instructed to put everything exactly where you want it.”

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. I’ll bring dinner home with me when I get off work. What sounds good?”

“Chinese?”

“Chinese it is.” He gave her another kiss. “I’ll see you tonight.”

“I’ll be here,” she told him with a smile. Kathy stood there as she watched him walk away. Her eyes followed him to the door, to the front porch through the open door, and out of sight as he walked to the driveway to the left of the house. She pushed forward and stood by the screened door as she watched him back the car out of the driveway. She sighed and waved as he drove off. 

Kathy locked the screen door and kept the inside wooden door open to let in the warm fresh air. She could hear the birds chirping as they flew by. Their cheerful sounds perked her up a little bit. She turned around and faced the boxes in the living room. At one time, this room would have been a fancy sitting room where company would enjoy a little small talk as they visited the homeowner. She would be that homeowner now as her friends came by to share gossip about other women. As she surveyed the room, she imagined how this new life would be like.

Kathy searched through the boxes and found the one that was labeled cleaning supplies and picked it up. She turned and left the room, holding the box against her hip. She stopped at the white crackled door. “I’ll come back to you later,” she told the door. She walked past it as she headed through the hallway leading to the back of the house. There were two more doors along the way. The first was the downstairs bathroom and the door was open. The second door led to the dining room, which was fancy with built-ins to display expensive China that she didn’t own. She continued walking until she reached the kitchen. Kathy placed the box on the island in the center of the kitchen and opened the top. She pulled out a bundle of rags and a spray bottle.

She cleaned the house, saving the kitchen for last.

***
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THERE WAS A KNOCK AT the door. Kathy looked down at her watch. 10:30 AM. Kathy rushed to the door and looked through the screen door. “You’re here!” She unlocked the door.

Two men stood on the other side of the screen door. They were dressed in grey uniforms with a white badge sewn on the shirt that read Greg’s Moving Crew. The man on the left held a clipboard in his hand. “Are you Katherine Webber?”

“Yes.”

“We have your furniture. Would you like us to bring them in?”

“Yes, please.” She opened the screen door and stepped onto the porch. There was a large box truck parked in the driveway with three other men. “Looks like you brought enough people to help. Do you need me to do anything?”

The man on the right spoke up. “Just tell us where you want everything, we’ll do the rest.” He smiled.

“Okay.” She watched the two men walk away, go down the steps, and approach the truck. All five men unloaded the truck starting with a long sofa. They carried it in. “That goes in front of the bay window. Would one of you help me with the curtains?”

“Sure.”

She handed him the sheer curtains and he stood on a ladder that was sitting next to the large bay window in the front of the house. A man brought in a matching chair. Kathy turned and pointed in front of the fireplace dressed in stone and Mahogany wood. “Angle it to face me.”

“All right.” He set it down and turned it to face the center of the room. There were two built-in shelves on either side of the fireplace. The chair was directly in front of one of them. 

“Push it forward so there’s room behind it.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said as he made the adjustments for the chair.

“Don’t call me ma’am, please. I’m twenty years old, I’m no ma’am.”

“What should we call you?”

“My name is Katherine, or you can call me Kathy.”

“All right.”

During the next hour or two, Kathy told them where everything went as they walked the furniture through the front door. Piece-by-piece the rooms were coming together. The design of the house looked much better with their furniture in place. Most of the pieces were old and had been in either family for generations. Some of the pieces were yard sale finds, completing the “had forever” look. Kathy smiled as she walked through the rooms making minor adjustments to the placements. She returned to the living room before the final piece was brought in. The grandfather clock would be amazing by the front entrance but she couldn’t decide where.

“How about next to the white door,” one of the movers suggested.

“I guess it’ll work there.”

“Well, you can see this stretch of the wall from the living room. Let me show you.” The man walked into the living room and stood by the coffee table in front of the sofa. “Come over here and stand facing the front door.”

“Okay.” Kathy stood where he was standing and turned around. She looked at the front door, then turned slightly and faced the entrance to the living room. To the left, she could see the clock next to the white crackled door. She couldn’t see the door because the wall to the living room blocked it, but the clock was fully visible. “You’re right. I like it there!” She faced the man. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome. You know I moved the last owners in maybe ten years ago, I think it was. The woman had trouble finding a place for a small table. I offered the same suggestion to her. It was one of the things I remember about them.”

“You’re good. What was the last owners like?” Kathy asked.

“They were young—like you.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Didn’t you meet them when you bought the house?”

“No. The realtor said they didn’t want to meet us.”

“Okay. Well, that doesn’t sound odd. Most people have the realtor do everything these days. It makes it less personal that way.”

“I guess I can understand that. Do you know why they moved out?” Kathy asked.

“Nope. I only handle the moving, but they didn’t live here very long.”

The screen door opened and one of the men stepped inside. “That’s everything, Michael.”

“Well, that’s my cue. If you need anything else, give us a call. Here’s the paperwork. I understand your husband has already made the payment?”

“Yes.”

“All right. Have a good day.”

“Thank you, you too.” Kathy walked him to the door and closed the inside door after him. She turned to face the living room. As her stomach growled, she smiled at the work they did. She walked to the kitchen, rummaged through a box labeled snacks and opened it. She pulled out a box of little cakes and ate a couple as she sat at the dine-in table. The table didn’t quite go with the design of the house but it was better than nothing at all. The metal table was square with four chairs to match, one of the yard sale purchases. One chair was missing—it had been lost for years. The red cushions on the chairs were cracked and ready to be replaced. She made a mental note to replace it somewhere down the line. She thought a small round table would be more fitting for the space.

Feeling a little refueled, Kathy tackled the kitchen’s cleaning. It was the only room that hadn’t been cleaned yet. She pulled open a drawer next to the sink. It opened half way and stopped. She fidgeted with it and pulled. The drawer still didn’t open. Giving up, she moved to the other drawers. She pulled them out, wiped them clean, and filled them up. The only thing left was that top drawer that was stuck. She put the tray of silverware to the side and went outside for some fresh air. The back door wasn’t as nice as the front door, but it didn’t matter to Kathy. She sat down on the back porch and looked at the yard. 

“Hello, neighbor!” someone yelled from next door. Kathy leaned forward and looked in the direction of the man’s voice. Someone’s head was sticking over the top of the fence.

“Oh, hello!” Kathy stood up and approached the fence. “Nice day, isn’t it?”

“Yes, it is. So, you’re our new neighbor. I heard someone bought the old place.”

“Yeah. My husband and I bought it.”

“Married, huh?” the man asked as he pushed his head up. It looked as though he was standing on something but Kathy couldn’t tell what it was.

“Yes, we were married a few days ago.”

“Well, congratulations.”

“Thank you.” Kathy smiled at her new neighbor.

“I’m Katherine. What’s your name?”

“Gerald.” His white hair was neatly combed and parted on the side. The round metal glasses sparkled as the sun hit it just right.

“It’s nice to meet you, Gerald. Have you lived here long?”

“40 years.”

“Wow, that’s a long time. I hope we stay here that long.”

“I don’t see why you couldn’t,” Gerald said.

“Thank you.” She looked at the house and back to Gerald. “I need to get back inside. There’s so much to do. It was nice meeting you, Gerald.”

“Same here. Listen, if you need anything, don’t be afraid to come over and ask. This is a great neighborhood and we’re all good neighbors.”

“All right, thank you.” Kathy returned inside the house and closed the back door. As she was finishing things up in the kitchen, the doorbell rang.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





