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      The house wasn’t much to look at, what Katy saw from the street anyway. The pics sent by the estate agent had obviously been years old—the two moss-covered, old apple trees that leaned together like a couple of old grannies (internal chuckle) conspiring—weren’t nearly as bushy in the photo. In the pic, they looked like they had been pruned in the past couple years—but the trees in the front yard were obviously years past when the pic had been taken. Likewise, the grass (those parts that weren’t weeds) wasn’t the knee-high mess it was now. The images attached to her email, showed grass that had been mowed, not recently, but sometime in the last month or two. Past the wide front yard stood the house itself—a single-story ranch house from the Seventies. Nineteen Seventies, not the Eighteen Seventies, but that was still well over fifty years ago. The asphalt singles on the north—street-facing—side of the house were lost beneath a thick carpet of moss that also grew thick on the red brick of the chimney. The color of the house was indecipherable given the thick mats of ivy growing up the walls and the out-of-control spruce bushes that reached nearly to the mossy gutters. Surely there were windows behind the vegetation, somewhere. Possibly boarded up, she couldn’t see. No garage. No car. Not even a carport. Only a couple faint tracks through grass showed where the driveway was located. It ended at a sagging wood gate. The backyard was fenced with gray, mossy boards, leaning and braced in places with other deteriorating boards. A small covered porch jutted off-center from the front of the house. If there was a walk to the porch, it was overgrown. It was a neglected, forgotten house, looking long abandoned, like something from a post-apocalyptic show. Even the mailbox across the street leaned back from the street like it was trying to get away from the house.

      A soft whimpering cry came from the small carrier on her left. “It’s a new opportunity, Edgar. You’ll see.”

      Her only opportunity right now. She had Edgar, her five-year-old Chihuahua, and a scratched hard-shell, pink suitcase with “Hello, Kitty” stickers from the previous owner. She’d gotten it at Goodwill for five dollars and had lived out of it for the past year.

      “We have our own house, Edgar! Isn’t that exciting?”

      It looked like far more than she was prepared to handle, but it was a roof (mostly) over their heads. Her great aunt Virginia Neff had left the house, property, and contents to her, along with a small amount of money, all of it in a trust that had now passed to her since Ginny hadn’t had any children. She didn’t quite understand how all of that worked. The agent had offered to help her establish a new trust, if she wanted. She told them she’d think about it, after she had a chance to check everything out, not wanting to get into her precarious living situation with a stranger. She and Edgar were basically homeless until this news came about an aunt she hadn’t even known existed.

      How much a difference a year made. A year ago, her life seemed to be turning around. She’d met Jasper and fallen hard, despite living in different cities. They’d talked about moving in together, getting an apartment, in six months when he finished school for the year. She’d been happier than ever, even though the distance between them was hard. She got down to Olympia from Seattle when she could, having more flexibility with her schedule since she wasn’t in college and could swap shifts at the bookstore. Everything appeared to be going fine, until that last visit, a month before they were supposed to find a place together.

      When he’d broken her heart. She hadn’t seen it coming. He had feelings for a friend of his. She seemed sweet, but why her? Jasper said it wasn’t her, of course, like she believed it. Sure, they’d had a long-distance relationship, but they fit so well together. Had since the beginning. And yet, he ended it. And she’d already told her roommate she was moving out at the end of the month. Which led her roommate to promise her best friend that she could move in. Alicia felt terrible about the whole thing. She’d offered to let Katy stay on the couch until she found a place, if she didn’t by the end of the month.

      She hadn’t. It was too awkward to crash on the couch, with Lindsey moving into her room. She’d packed Edgar and left. Six months of imposing on friends (or sleeping outside when she couldn’t), trying to find a place that she could afford on her part-time income at the bookstore, that would also take Edgar.

      She shook herself free from the memories. Things didn’t always go as planned. She ignored the ache she always felt when she thought about Jasper. Instead she focused on the house in front of her.

      Thank you aunt Virginia, whoever you were. She didn’t have much in the way of family history, but apparently Ginny had been her grandmother’s sister. Something like that. Obviously she hadn’t been able to keep up the place, plus the months that had passed since her death. The agent, Ms. Ridley, said that they’d had a hard time tracking her down. They’d finally found her through the bookstore, which led to a whole other scene because the address in her employee file wasn’t current and she didn’t have another one to give them. That, and having Edgar in his carrier all the time in the back room had bothered “Paul,” the store manager. It didn’t bother her co-workers. They loved Edgar. When Ms. Ridley gave her the keys to the house, Katy had enjoyed giving immediate notice at work and seeing the sudden desperation on Paul’s flushed, round face. She enjoyed it. Ironically, Ginny’s house was in Olympia, so the job in Seattle wasn’t an option. Between low pay, no benefits, and a dick of a manager, it wasn’t a great loss.

      Katy reached into her coat pocket and brought out the keys. Just two plain brass keys, identical except one had shinier edges, on a tarnished metal ring. Her house now. It needed work, but that fit with the rest of her life. Edgar would have a backyard and house to run around in instead of spending his days in the carrier or on a leash. There wasn’t much money, but it’d cover the property taxes for the year and was enough to pay her expenses for a few months. She knew how to be frugal. And a lot of what the house needed was work—she could do that.

      She reached down with her free hand and picked up Edgar’s carrier. “Let’s go see our new home.”

      Holding the keys, she took a hold of the handle on the suitcase and plunged into the yard. Soft earth beneath her feet. Grass and weeds brushed against her jeans up to her knees. It hadn’t rained for a few days, so the weedy yard was only damp. She’d had her share of damp. A hidden hole collapsed partly under her foot. She stepped aside onto a mound of loose earth. Voles? Could be, she supposed. She didn’t know much about them. Maybe it was gophers?

      Edgar panted with obvious excitement as she reached the porch. The ground felt harder beneath the covering vegetation on the last steps, and she thought there might be a glimpse of a paver beneath the moss.

      The porch was a simple concrete slab, maybe four feet by six feet. Thorny vines (roses?) covered the once-white posts that supported a slanted roof. It was almost chilly on the shaded porch. The door hadn’t been visible through the overgrowth from the street. It turned out to be a perfectly ordinary white door with a small, rectangular glass window. On the left side of the door was a door bell, black metal numbers “363,” and a porch light covered in cobwebs and dust. The whole porch had drifts of dried leaves along the wall, and moss and vines had spread out onto the slab from the sides. They hadn’t gone far—probably didn’t get enough light. More spider webs made dusty lines along the ceiling and wall above the door. Cocooned moth bodies dangled. She saw a couple of the fat bodied spiders lurking in their dusty webs.

      “You’re going to be the first to go,” she promised the spiders, before turning back to the door.

      Just a door knob, no deadbolt.

      She released the suitcase handle and inserted the key that looked most used. It slid smoothly into the lock. She turned it right and felt the release as the lock disengaged. Katy withdrew the key and turned the knob.

    

  

OEBPS/images/gtp-22-logo-only-filled.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/product-3-4-image.jpg
SPAEEQ

WILLIAME







OEBPS/images/cover-art.jpg
WCAN M.
WILLI A







OEBPS/images/qr_https___ryanwriterlink_othkme.jpg





OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png








