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MOVING DAY

ONE

“The movers are almost done.” Adrian Michaels surveyed the few remaining boxes in the front yard of the large two-story home as he spoke to his wife. “Now the actual work begins.” 

Delanie Michaels lassoed their son, Trey, as he ran by them. “Hey, mister, make sure you stay out of the mover’s way, okay?” 

Five-year-old Trey dropped his right arm back to his side, toy airplane still clutched in his hand. He stopped making the whooshing sound effects of a jet engine and said, “I am, but I’m hungry.” 

Delanie smoothed his tussled hair into place. “We’ll eat sometime soon. Carry on, Captain Michaels.” He was the spitting image of his father with his dark, curly hair, brown eyes, and devil-may-care smile. He would break a lot of hearts in the future with his looks. 

Trey shook his head, “I’m not a captain mom, I’m a colonel.” He raced away, running around boxes, his jet airplane screaming through imagined clouds and falling bombs. 

“I wish he were older, just for today, like fifteen,” Adrian commented as he watched his son playing. 

“Why?” Delanie asked. 

“Because he could help us put everything away.” 

She agreed. “That would be nice, but I guess it will be the two of us. At least you got your time off approved.” 

Adrian said, “Yeah, if they wouldn’t have, I seriously would have considered quitting. I’m getting so tired of their bullshit, Lanie.” 

“Not with this new mortgage you’re not.” She pointed to the house. 

Delanie felt very fortunate. She and Adrian had spent months looking in the Greeley, Colorado area for a home that would give them room to grow, that was also affordable. It had taken months of looking. Finally, their real estate agent had called one day, urging them to look at the house. 

At first, it had made no sense. Not only was the home newer than the other properties in the neighborhood, but it was also enormous for the asking price. The homes near the University of Northern Colorado were expensive, and yet their home had been reasonably priced. 

A brief investigation had revealed that it had been a rebuild of the original home that had sat on the property for close to eighty years. The home they purchased was already thirty years old, but many of the surrounding homes were over a century old. 

The original home had burned to the ground, leaving only the foundation. They had learned that the house had a bit of a reputation with some neighbors for being ‘that house’. Many of the people living in the quaint neighborhood had been in the area when the original home had burned. 

Unfortunately, besides the fire, one occupant of the rebuilt home had some sort of mental breakdown. It had happened outside during a summer barbeque. As a result, the house garnered a poor reputation. 

None of the home’s history had mattered to Delanie or Adrian. The opportunity to buy a home with the space it offered at a price they could afford was too much to resist. Delanie figured they would spend some time reaching out to their new neighbors. She wanted to assure them that there would be no drama or fires with her and Adrian. All they wanted was a chance to start over. 

Delanie and Adrian’s relationship was far from perfect, but it was recovering. That made them luckier than many couples. At times, they almost seemed to operate like they had when they were first together. 

Delanie glanced around the neighborhood. Already, she had caught the old woman living next door peeking through her curtains at them. She had even waved at the woman once. The response to her friendliness had been snapping the curtains shut. 

Delanie glanced at Adrian. She could tell that he was happy. The home was exactly what they needed. They needed a change of scenery and a new start. Their marriage had hit a rough patch over the past year. She was still hurting from some things he had done and was desperately trying to rebuild trust with him. It wasn’t easy. 

In some moments, she forgot about the hurt he had caused. At those times, she slipped back into being the supportive, caring wife she had always been. It was when she remembered he had not been loyal that she withdrew and couldn’t resist the temptation to punish him. He insisted that his brief affair had only been emotional, and not physical, but either way, he had strayed for a while, and it had hurt her. 

Some days, she doubted her ability to recover. Other days, she slipped into her normal interactions with Adrian as though nothing had ever happened, but she never forgot. It was her opinion that Adrian should consider himself lucky. If not for her desire to provide Trey with the chance to be raised by both of his parents, she would have considered leaving Adrian. 

Sometimes she thought she was being unreasonable. She worried she had carried her grudge too far to resurrect their marriage. After all, he had not cheated physically, (at least he said he hadn’t) but his emotional affair with the woman from work had still violated her trust. She was left with lasting feelings of distance and abandonment. 

Adrian put his arm around her shoulders. She pulled away and then stopped herself. Adrian said to her, “Well, I’m going to settle up with the movers, and then it will be asses and elbows for a while.”

“At least we got this part done during the day. It’s been so chilly at night.” She looked at the mature landscaping that surrounded their property, forgetting her feelings of anger. The tree’s golden leaves shimmered in a slight breeze. 

Fall had settled into northern Colorado over the past few weeks. Winter was still far away, and the days were still warm, but the nights held the promise of the winter to come. She hated winter. It was cold and the vegetation all died out until the next spring. Winter was gray and dreary. 

Delanie breathed in the smell of the fall air and took in the front yard. The grass was still a vibrant green, but every other part of the landscape reminded her that soon, freezing temperatures and falling snow would overtake their world. Many of the trees were tinted with more golden leaves than green. 

In both the front and back yards, those trees towered over the house as though they protected it from an invisible enemy. If that enemy was winter, they would soon lose their battle. 

The detached garage was at the end of a long driveway that wound its way down the southern side of the house. Even the long driveway was buried under a shroud of trees. The large mass of vegetation reminded her of her childhood home at the edge of Acadia National Park in Maine. 

She shivered. 

“You okay?” Adrian asked.

“Yes, I’m good. Are the security people done yet?” 

Adrian removed his arm from her shoulders and checked his watch. “I better go inside to check on them. They told me a half-hour ago they would be done in forty minutes, so I’m guessing they’re close.” 

“Excuse me, I thought I should introduce myself.” 

Adrian and Delanie turned to face an older woman standing behind them. Delanie realized it was the woman who had been peeking at her from inside the house next door. The woman looked as though she were in her late sixties or early seventies. She wore glasses, perched at the end of her nose, a shawl over her shoulders, gray slacks, and what Adrian would call ‘granny shoes’. The plain brown leather footwear looked as though it had come from one of the popular orthotic stores. 

The woman brushed gray, tightly curled hair out of her eyes and extended a hand to Adrian. “I’m Elise Hollings.” She smiled at him, exposing a row of yellowed teeth that looked like dry little kernels of corn. 

He took her hand and smiled, “I’m Adrian, this is my wife Lanie, and somewhere around here is our five-year-old son, Trey.” 

Delanie extended her hand to Elise. Her outreach was ignored. Elise didn’t look at her. Instead, she kept her focus on Adrian. 

“Your son, he knows to stay in his yard?” 

Adrian looked at Delanie, seeing her instant dislike for Elise. “Yes, he’s a good kid. You’ll never even know we have a child.” 

Delanie had raised her eyebrows. “Yes, we are good parents, and we are also good neighbors. I hope we can say the same of you.” 

Adrian knew his wife was not happy with the rudeness of Elise. For the first time, Elise acknowledged Delanie. 

“That’s good.” She looked Delanie up and down and then turned her attention back to Adrian. “It takes a strong man to raise a son the right way. You look up to the task.” 

Adrian shrugged and looked at Delanie. “Well, Trey has two strong parents...” He noticed for the first time the necklace around his wife’s neck and frowned. It was the one on the gold chain with the small heart attached. 

Elise waved a hand in front of her face. “Well, I stay out of those things, but it’s a peaceful neighborhood so...” She turned away and made her way back toward her front porch, “Nice to meet you. Good luck with your move.” 

The woman made her way back inside her ranch-style home. 

“Well, I guess having children and the plague are the same.” Delanie stared after the old woman. “She seemed to like you. Looks like you have another fan.”

“Yeah,” Adrian walked away, noting that she had added ‘another’ to her sentence but refusing to acknowledge it. 

“Hey, what’s wrong?” She called after him.

He answered as he walked away, “I need to check on the security system.” 

TWO

Adrian made his way through the front door into the entry of the house. A part of him was infuriated by Delanie wearing the necklace, but he didn’t want to have another argument over it, especially with the movers and alarm system people still in their house. 

He shook his head while thinking about the many arguments they had over the necklace. It had been given to her by an ex-boyfriend, a guy who had died in an accident long before Adrian had met Delanie. 

Even though the man’s death was sad, he believed his wife should stop wearing the necklace and focus on her marriage to him. She insisted it was a way of honoring the dead man, and nothing romantic, but to Adrian, it was weird. 

His wife still harbored a grudge over his emotional bond with Sheila, who had been a co-worker of his. Her double standard was something that continued to amaze and frustrate him. According to the rule book his wife imposed on their marriage, she could cling to a piece of jewelry that had been given to her by a former boyfriend, but he could not have a close relationship with another woman. 

Yes, his relationship with Sheila had been growing beyond what was appropriate for a married man, but he had cut it off before anything physical happened. As a result, Sheila had resigned and moved to a competing architectural design firm. 

Delanie could not let go of her insecurity over the woman, often creating distance from Adrian. Meanwhile, she had no problem wearing and flaunting the necklace that he hated so much. 

Adrian accused her of still being hung up on the dead man, and she accused him of being insecure in their relationship. No matter how many times he asked her to stop wearing it, no matter how many other necklaces he bought her, she continued to wear it. 

It seemed a little more than odd that she would wear it on the day they moved into their new home. The move represented a new start. They had agreed to work through their issues as a part of the healing process. To that end, they determined to sell their home in the suburbs and move back into the heart of the town. 

He mumbled to himself, “So much for that.” 

“What’s that?” Clyde, the alarm installation technician, asked as Adrian entered the living room. 

“Oh nothing, just grumbling to myself a bit. How’s the install coming along?” 

Clyde pointed to the camera mounted in the entry's corner and said, “All done. That was the last thing I needed to do. Let’s look at that app on your phone now.” 

Adrian pulled out his phone. He needed to change to a new model. Not because his current Samsung smartphone was outdated, but because each time he looked at it, a part of him remembered the witty, slightly flirtatious messages from Sheila. He missed them and hated himself for missing them at the same time. Maybe a new phone, much like the new home, would help him move on. He needed to reconnect with Delanie before their relationship completely collapsed. 

He handed Clyde the phone. The man began giving him the tour of the new alarm system app, showing him the view of the three cameras inside of the home, and the one outside of the front door. “Okay, so here’s our view of the front porch from the camera at the doorbell. From your phone or your laptop, using our website, you’ll be able to see anyone at your front door and speak to them. As an example, if you are out of town, and don’t want anyone to know, you could answer someone ringing your doorbell from your phone and talk to them as though you are in the house.” 

Adrian responded, “Nice. This is going to be so nice for Lanie when I’m at work.” 

“Yup,” Clyde clicked through the app, switching to the other cameras, “and here are the interior views of the backdoor, kitchen area, and your master bedroom.”

Adrian lied, “Yeah, Lanie wanted that extra camera there. It’s better safe than sorry.” He had additional reasons for putting a camera in the master bedroom but was not about to tell Clyde about them.

“Absolutely, safety is the name of the game.” Clyde handed the phone back to Adrian. “The website offers the same features. The website is also how you access your archived video. All video is recorded and archived for ten days. After that, it deletes unless you move it to permanent storage. That way, if something happened, such as someone breaking in, you could save the video for the police. Under normal circumstances, the video will auto-delete after ten days.” 

Adrian nodded. “Well, thank you so much. I appreciate you coming out so quickly on this. It was something I hadn’t thought about until we had already closed on the house.” 

“No problem. If you need anything else, let us know.” Clyde tossed his tool belt over his shoulder and grabbed his ladder. “Have a great day and don’t work too hard. It’s a beautiful house.”

“Too late, but thank you.” Adrian glanced around the home’s interior. The rooms were large and stately with wood molding and built-in cabinets. He still couldn’t believe that they had been able to afford it, regardless of its history. 

THREE

Adrian moved a stack of empty boxes from the hallway into the living room. If he didn’t, Delanie would come through and trip over them. The movers had finished and left them with piles of boxes and out-of-place furniture. 

“Was that Clyde leaving earlier?” 

“Sure was. The security system is up and running.” Adrian answered Delanie. “I’ll help you set up the app on your phone later.” 

Delanie glanced at the camera mounted in the corner of the entry near the ceiling and then nodded to the entry closet. “Adrian, can you open the door for me? My arms are full.” 

“Sure thing.” He pulled the door open. Delanie entered the unusually deep closet and hung several of their jackets up. The shelf and rod were at the back. 

“It’s burning hot in here.” 

“Hot?” He asked. 

“Yes, the house is cool, and it’s not a hot day, but this closet is warm. You should feel it in here.” 

On her way out of the closet, he saw her stop and look near the floor. She stooped down, her brow crumpling. 

“Adrian, what is this?”

He walked over to the closet and bent down next to her. He noticed that the temperature of the closet interior was much warmer than the living room had been. Delanie was rubbing a finger over the door trim on the inside of the closet and the wall. 

“Ouch!” She pulled the tip of her finger away from the wall, a small dot of blood growing on the outside of her finger.

“Are you okay?” He asked.

“Yeah, I got a sliver.” She sucked on her finger. “But look at that, it’s all scuffed up.” 

Adrian leaned inside of the closet. He could see scratches in the door trim and gouges in the drywall next to the trim. 

“Huh. Maybe someone locked a dog in here or something.”

Delanie said, “It’s ugly.” 

He nodded, “Well, you can only see it if you’re inside the closet, but...” He noticed her frown deepen. “But I’ll grab the touch-up paint later. At least we can keep it from being so noticeable. 

She nodded and stood. “Okay, sounds good. Thank you.” 

“Sure thing.” He stepped to his left to move out of her way as she moved to her right. They ran into each other on the threshold of the closet. She pressed against his chest, and he put his arms around her, pulling her close. 

“Well, hello there.” 

She smiled, “Hi yourself.” 

He breathed in the strawberry scent of her shampoo. It reminded him of when they had first met. If he had been a thousand miles from her and smelled the scent, he would instantly think of her. It was a comforting smell, like being home. 

She nuzzled his neck and pushed closer against him. “This feels good, for a change.” 

He agreed but said nothing to her as he stiffened up. The heart pendant of her necklace pressed into his chest. It was as though a bug were trying to burrow into him to spread some type of deadly infection. He loved the feel of her against him, but he resented her for wearing the necklace. 

Adrian pulled away saying, “Well, we better keep moving I guess.” 

She grabbed his arm and turned him back to her. “What’s wrong? That’s the second time today that we seemed to get close that you pulled away.” 

He opened his mouth to mention the necklace, thought of all the arguments it had caused them over the course of their marriage, and instead said, “Nothing at all. We just have a ton to do.” 

He turned to leave, realizing that he had begun sweating. Delanie was right. The closet was warm. 

FOUR

Elise Hollings was sixty-eight years young, and still as full of piss and vinegar as the day she had moved into her bungalow home, at least, most of the time. Sometimes the past had a way of sneaking up and reminding her that being human was indeed a frail condition. 

Of course, she had many of the typical ailments of someone her age; sore joints (especially when it rained or snowed), achy bones, arthritis, as well as the scars of past accidents, and a couple of surgeries. Mostly, she was in good shape for her age. Despite feeling the effects of her advanced years, Elise knew it was not any of the minor physical ailments that reminded her of her fragility. 

She rubbed at a jagged scar that crossed the top of her thumb while she looked out her living room window. The new couple were moving in next door. They were carrying flattened cardboard boxes to the street for the recycling pickup. 

They seemed like decent people, but that hadn’t stopped her from establishing some firm boundaries for their child. Elise had no children of her own. If she had, she may have felt differently about the younger members of humanity, but from her perspective, children were germ-carrying disasters in waiting. As long as those disasters occurred at her new neighbor’s house and not in her yard or home, Elise was fine with a child living next door. 

She watched the couple stacking their cardboard at the curb. There was an underlying tension between them she couldn’t put her finger on. They weren’t aggressive toward one another, but there was something there. It could be the distance they seemed to keep from one another that she was picking up on. 

Her best guess was that whatever happened between them to cause issues was the fault of the woman. It usually was. Women either played the role of the victim, even when they weren’t, or they allowed their innermost insecurities to mess things up with their men. 

Elise prided herself on being neither a victim nor an insecure mess. She differed from other women, at least for the most part. 

The corner of Elise’s mouth turned up, and she shook her head. The woman outside had a good-looking husband at her side, and yet there she was, carrying on like a pouting victim. Hurt feelings oozed from the woman. It made Elise want to shake her and wake her up to the fact that she had a handsome man at her side. She should be grateful. 

Elise thought for a moment, recalling her brief conversation with them. He said his name was Adrian and his wife’s name was Lanie. Lanie was a pretty blonde with an attractive figure, but she had the look of a woman who demanded more of her man than she had any right to receive. 

Adrian appeared to be a man who was mesmerized by his wife’s attractiveness, but didn’t love the thoughts and ideas that percolated between her ears. 

Elise had never married. Her one chance at a lasting romantic relationship was not to be, it had turned out. Her sour attitude toward most couples did not mean that she had never wanted marriage. At one time she had, however, she was not prone to dramatics. Marriage and dramatics were things that went together like salt and pepper. 

While she was sad about all the years she had spent alone, most often, she was grateful. At one time, the drama that accompanied most relationships had almost buried her. 

She watched the couple walk another load of boxes to the street. They didn’t talk. They didn’t acknowledge each other. It seemed that they were going through the motions. 

Yes, something was off with them, and it was worth keeping an eye on. What was most definitely not needed next door was marital drama. The house had proven difficult for the happiest of couples to navigate. If the man and woman next door were stressed, the house, or what waited inside of the house, would eat them alive. She did not know her new neighbors, but no matter how good or bad of people they were, she did not wish them to suffer in their new home. 

The couple’s little boy came outside and joined them. He was jumping up and down and jabbering on about a toy he had found. The couple’s disposition had completely changed after their son joined them. They laughed with him as they walked across their yard. 

Elise let her black and gold curtains fall back into place, leaving her view of the smiling couple and their son. She moved to the living room’s smaller side window. It was the window that faced the new neighbor’s house, and it was the one window in her house she hated looking out. Despite that hatred, she did it over and over. It was the window that she couldn’t resist.

The side window was the one in her home that gave her the best view of the master bedroom window next door. The second-floor bedroom that Adrian and Lanie would share had a window that faced her house. Despite the sharp angle between her first floor living room window and the next-door upstairs bedroom window, it was not difficult to see what was usually there. Though it frightened her, she could not resist it. 

What most often occupied that window, what was there waiting for her almost every time she checked, was a reminder of her mortality. More than any physical ailment leftover from the indiscretions of her youth, the view of the window next door prompted feelings of her ultimate demise. 

Across from her house, in that bedroom window, the thing that waited for her was a reminder that she would not always live in her home in Greeley, Colorado, or even on planet earth. 

Eventually, death would claim her as it did everyone. Time escaped the living faster and faster. Her clock was ticking, and she did not like it. The past caught up with people, and eventually, hers would catch up with her too. 

The thing next door waited on her like a pacing father in a hospital delivery room.

Elise approached her window. She could hear Adrian and Lanie promising their son pizza delivery for dinner. The boy was as excited about his dinner as Elise dreaded what she would see upstairs in the new neighbor’s house. 

She reached for the left curtain, pulling it away from the middle of the window where it met the right curtain. It slid aside. She looked at the shrubs planted against the neighbor’s house and followed their reach toward the sky. She raised her eyes up toward her neighbor’s master bedroom. 

The dark shadow she knew so well stared back at her from inside Adrian and Lanie’s house. It filled the center of the window frame, its edges undulating as though it was composed of smoke. 

Elise blinked her eyes, and it was gone. 

It was gone, but it would be back. It would always come back. 

She thought about Adrian and Lanie. She shuddered for them and their boy as she pulled her curtain back into place. 

SETTLING IN

ONE

Delanie patrolled the front yard for Trey’s missing toy. Adrian walked with her. While they checked the lawn, she reflected on their first night in the house. She had been exhausted and sleep had come quickly. As tired as she had been though, she had woken at three in the morning to the sounds of faint sobbing. At first, she thought it was Adrian dreaming, but he had been sound asleep. That had prompted her to check on Trey. He also had been out like a light, so she had gone back to bed, reasoning that she had dreamed the remorseful cries. 

Fortunately, sleep had returned. Overall, she had a much-needed good night’s rest. 

She continued moving through the grass beside Adrian, looking for Trey’s lost Transformer. The poor little guy had been upset upon discovering it missing. It was his favorite toy, and he was dismayed enough that they had stopped unpacking to look for it. 

“Trey may need to find a new favorite toy, Lanie. I don’t see it anywhere.”

Delanie stopped near a row of bushes alongside the driveway. “Yeah, it’s not looking good. I don’t see it anywhere either.” 

“It may still turn up inside somewhere. Just because he thinks he lost it out here, does not mean that he did.” 

Delanie spoke to Adrian while glancing into the neighbor’s yard. “Hey, don’t look up right away, but Miss Curmudgeon is outside scoping us out again.” 

He glanced over his shoulder at Elise’s front yard. She appeared to be dead-heading a rose bush. “She’s doing yard work.” 

Delanie replied, “Well, she’s certainly no fan of mine.” 

“Oh, I don’t know, I think she was just being territorial, that’s all.” 

“Okay, watch this.” Before Adrian could ask her what she was going to do, Delanie made her way toward the neighbor woman. 

“Hi there, good morning, Elise. How are you today?” Delanie stood a few yards from the woman at the boundary between their two properties. 

Elise did not answer. The old woman kept her head down and continued snipping at the bush. Delanie looked over her shoulder at Adrian and raised her eyebrows. He shrugged his shoulders in return.

Delanie rolled her eyes and turned back to Elise. “Hello there!” She spoke with an exaggerated tone of friendliness. 

When Elise still did not respond to her, Delanie made her way back to Adrian. He was looking through the shrubs on the opposite side of the yard. 

Adrian stood up. “Alright, we’ll tell Trey that we’ll look for Optimus inside as we unpack. I don’t think it’s out here, but it should turn up.” He looked at the expression on Delanie’s face. “What?” 

“If you had gone over there, she would have answered.” 

Adrian chuckled, “Oh, I don’t think so. She’s older. Maybe she’s hard of hearing.” 

“My ass. I hate getting treated that way.” Delanie looked across the yard at Elise and said, “You go over there. See if she’ll answer you.” 

“I don’t know, Lanie. Let’s just let it go. I’m not sure what you’re trying to prove here.” 

Delanie shrugged her shoulders. He could tell she wasn’t going to listen to him. “Yeah, I guess you’re right, it’s perfect that you’d take her side. At least you won’t want to screw her, you know, since she’s older. She’s a little older than Sheila, isn’t she?” 

Adrian threw his hands in the air. “Seriously?” 

He stared at Delanie. She had folded her arms across her chest. She wouldn’t make eye contact with him. 

“I thought we agreed we were starting over. Why do you need to bring that up again? Will this ever end, Lanie?” 

She sighed and dropped her arms to her sides. “I’m sorry.” 

“Look, I know I made a mistake. I let myself get closer to Sheila than I should have, but you know I don’t work with her any longer. I have had zero communication with her since she moved on, and again, for the record, I never laid a hand on her. There was no cheating, and I never would.” 

She nodded, “I know, it’s hard to let go of sometimes, but I’m trying.” 

“I know you are. It’s my fault, and I appreciate you trying. Hopefully, we will use this fresh start to let go of our grievances with each other and move forward.” 

She looked at him. “Our grievances? What is your grievance?” 

Adrian looked away from her. “Well...” 

“Hi there, Adrian! Good morning.” 

Adrian and Delanie looked across the front yard to see Elise Hollings waving to him. He returned her greeting and wished her a good morning. 

“What a complete bitch. She did that on purpose.” Delanie scowled across the yard as Elise returned to her shrubs. 
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