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Wee Beasties

It was shortly after I moved to the new place that I found out about the wee beasties.  

My kids were all safely tucked away in their own pleasant little situations, I had officially been in mourning for a year, the financial chaos from Bill’s death was finally wrapped up, and I had left suburbia behind.  The new place was a new apartment block in the River North Art District of Denver, a neighborhood famous for its upscale eateries and artist community, very high on the walkability scale.  Rents were still reasonable, by Denver standards.  It was right off the light rail, too.

The building—I’ll keep the name of it to myself, thank you very much—is open and spacious in the common areas, and has a swimming pool, in-house café, outdoor patio with barbecue grills for resident use, a gym, extra storage, and even charging stations for electric cars.  If I like, I can check out a bicycle from the bicycle library and peddle myself over to the botanic garden, or to the zoo, or to the nature and science museum.  I can even take a jaunt down to the 16th Street pedestrian mall and go to the Tattered Cover bookstore for an afternoon.  

I work, usually from home, as a freelance copywriter for several local companies.  I don’t have fixed hours. My husband always said that he wanted me to be happy if anything happened to him, although I suspect he meant that I should remarry and not turn into a catless cat lady, but here I am, widowed and solitary and busy and content.  I mind my own business.  I have one, and it needs to be minded.

Everything went well.  I paid several young men to move what little I wanted to keep, told the kids to take whatever they wanted (which wasn’t much; kids these days don’t appreciate kitsch like they used to), and sold the rest.

No more yard work.  No more house repairs.  No more mysterious clunking sounds in the dead of night, and no more praying that it’s only burglars and not a problem with the pipes.  No more Denver gangs doing drive-through ransackings of unlocked vehicles parked along the street.  No more wincing every time a neighbor’s toddler runs out onto the surprisingly busy street.  No more schoolchildren leaving trash in the front yard on their way home from the bus.  No more pretending to get along with people who think that decorating their garages in neon beer signs is the height of taste.  No more living where I live—the middle-class anonymous whiteness of it all—so that my children can go to good schools.

Selling the house turned a tidy profit; I think I got out just in time.  I had the money to take a couple of years off to write the next Great American Novel, but I don’t really think I have anything that interesting to say, do you?  

First, I decorated with all the things I hadn’t been able to put up in the house because it would have started an argument.  Then I decided I didn’t need to be quite that contrary, and put up a few of the things Bill liked to look at.  Then I decided that I didn’t need to look at that sort of thing all the time, took a walk down to a few of the studios in the neighborhood, purchased some art that I liked, and put it up along with a few argument-starters and a few old things of Bill’s.
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