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The Chair

The rasping of male frogs looking for a mate pierced the night. The noise had been nonstop since dusk.

Bibi rolled over wondering if moving out to the sticks had been a good idea. She’d lived in Seattle for so long, sleeping with the window open summer or winter, blocking out the constant noise from buses, ambulances, fire engines, barking dogs, even fireworks on the fourth. But out here, the frogs were deafening in contrast to the silence which permeated everything.

Why was it again she wanted to retire? And to the sticks? A whole half an hour from Seattle? Oh yeah, lack of stress. Time to herself. Feeling burnt out from years of helping everyone else heal, while she stayed disconnected from people.

Alone and lonely.

So how did moving to the country change that? How would she find people out here? Her nearest neighbor was an acre of wild blackberries away and he seemed as solitary as she was.

Finally, she got up, found her slippers, then her flannel bathrobe and walked across the creaking wooden floor to the kitchen. It was 5 A.M. She rubbed her eyes, yawned and put on some coffee. It must be time to get up.

She went outside to sit on the narrow deck. The air smelled fresh from the ongoing rain. Typical spring. The sun wasn’t up yet, maybe in an hour or so. She could barely make out the flowering bushes that edged the lawn. Since she’d never gardened, Bibi hadn’t a clue what they were. But she’d learn. That was the whole idea about moving out here. At least part of it. Gardening was supposed to be meditative and healing.

Start a new life and let Jenny, her daughter, have the store, Bibi’s Bargain Boutique. It was the least she could do for her, having kept her at arm’s length for her entire childhood. Being a single Mom and supporting two kids hadn’t made her a good mother. Merely adequate. She had a lot to make up for even if she didn’t know how. It was the same old push them away, pull them closer. Why couldn’t she just let them stay close?

So Bibi had retired and would live off her retirement savings, and possibly social security if it held out that long. And gardened and read and relaxed. That was the plan at least.

Except she wasn’t ready to relax.

She wanted to paint the inside and outside of the house in gaudy colors to brighten up the place. She had to wait till it got warmer and could open up the house and not be overwhelmed by paint fumes. And she wanted to refurbish the garage, turning part of it into a shop for repairing furniture, or whatever took her fancy.

The solitude was getting to her though. Well, solitude except for the damn frogs.

She sipped her coffee, savoring the rich bitterness.

It was Friday. She was used to haunting garage sales on Fridays. Her day to search for interesting things to restock the shop. No harm in hitting a few, just for entertainment. Yesterday she scanned the want ads out of habit. There were seven close by. She could eat a leisurely breakfast, dress and be to the nearest one by nine. With her new pickup.

The first two sales were uninspiring. Ten or twenty year old furniture, most of it really ratty. Not old enough to be antiques and none of them held any stories. Nothing worth buying.
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A Bibi Story





