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A Rose for Remembrance

The house and especially the garden held an air of mystery about them. All the curtains were closed, leaving one to wonder what lay inside.

The front garden path was straight and made of solid concrete. Uninteresting. But paths with stepping stones disappeared in between large bushes both to the right and the left. She could see that they wove around among the trees and more bushes. But to where?

She wanted to follow them, but now was not the right time.

There would be time later.

Rose Burns clung tightly to the railing as she climbed the wooden steps of the decades old green painted house. The railing felt solid.

She didn’t.

The sun blazed down on her. It felt hot and the air was humid. She was sweating and used her free hand to pat at her damp face. Even in her red sleeveless blouse, black skirt, hose and black heels, she felt too hot.

She just didn’t deal well with heat well anymore.

The young black cabbie followed her, carrying all her luggage. He was kind enough to give her time to wobble up the three steps to the large wrap-around porch.

At the top, she opened up her purse, with shaking hands. Her hands always shook these days. That hadn’t always been the case. Once she’d been strong and young. And stunningly beautiful.

Those days were long gone.

She took out the keys that had been sent to her by Dolores’ attorney and inserted the first one in the lock. It didn’t work. She tried the next one, which did.

Rose opened the door and cool air flowed out of the house at her. So did the smell of lemon furniture polish. Even though Dolores couldn’t possibly have cleaned for over two months.

Who knew what kind of shape she’d been in before the car accident killed her.

Rose stepped over the threshold and the cabbie followed her, bringing all her worldly possessions.

She pulled out her wallet for the cab fare and as generous a tip as she could manage. Which wasn’t much.

“Thank you Ma’am,” he said, in an accent she could barely understand.

Where had he said he’d come from? Barbados? Bhind? Brisbane? She couldn’t remember.

She used to be able to keep up with these young people. She used to be what was it? Hip? Cool? Awesome? She couldn’t remember what the word for it was these days.

“Are you going to be all right here? All on your own?”

“Yes, I’ll do fine,” she said, surer than she felt. “Thank you.”

He nodded and went out, closing the door behind him and leaving her in this large empty house. With a larger garden.

Well, at least she didn’t have to take care of any of it. She just needed to clean it out and put it up for sale. There was no one else, so she was stuck with the job. She could have had the lawyer take care of it, but that didn’t seem right somehow.

Afterwards, she could carry on her existence living in a hotel somewhere.

A cheap hotel. She didn’t have much money left and she didn’t yet know how much Dolores had left her. Might only be a dollar. The house was hers, but it might not sell for a while. Might not sell in her lifetime even.

If there’s one thing she had learned, it was that life held no guarantees.

She liked hotels. Someone else cleaned. You bought dinner, didn’t have to make it. She couldn’t cook much, had never really learned. Which had always annoyed Mama. Besides, Rose had always been on the road.

Dolores had learned to cook. Mama had seen to that. Dolores had done everything right.

Rose walked through the house, the low heels of her shoes clicking on the wood floor. Everything looked immaculate, except for a very thin layer of dust. The furniture was all antique, just like the house.

Just like her.

Dolores and Roger hadn’t had children, so it looked like they spent all their money on the house and garden. Dolores had been living on their money since Roger’s death, twenty years ago. Difficult thing to do in Seattle. Rose had heard prices were high here.

What Dolores had been doing was only a guess. Rose had no idea who her sister had been or what she did. She’d been completely out of touch with her family for over sixty years. How Dolores’ attorney had found her was a mystery.
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