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Party Central 

Ramona smiled to herself. 

She was going to retire in eight more days.  And two days after she retired she and her husband Wayne were moving to her dream home on a quiet island off the coast of British Columbia. Everything was going exactly as she had planed. 

She was a medium height woman with shoulder length brown hair, grey eyes, and a generous mouth. Her features were pleasing although a bit ordinary, but when she smiled her face lit up and her enthusiasm shone through her eyes. 

Ramona stood by the white front door closet and heard a soft meow. There was a soft bump of a small body next to her leg. She looked down to see, Susie her little chocolate Siamese cat. She quickly bent down and gave Susie a quick pat on her pillowy soft fur. 

Ramona gabbed her dark-blue wool jacket, her black leather shoulder bag, and the book she was currently reading, and quietly left the small neat townhouse. 

She could smell the tall fir trees that grew in the roundabout at the center of their driveway circle. It was such a strong refreshing scent she could almost taste it, and tangy scent always put a smile on her face. 

She walked the few steps to where her car was parked in its spot directly in front of her home. She paused to look at the rusted out car parked almost right on her bumper of her car. 

She took in a deep breath and tapped the side of her bag with her natural rounded fingernail as she decided what to do. 

Their neighbor, Max had parked right behind her again leaving a huge gap behind him, and now she couldn’t get out. 

Ramona really detested waking up her neighbors because it was always their young son who answered the door in the mornings while the parents slept in. But she had to get to work. 

It didn’t seem to matter how many fines they received, Max and his wife still didn’t follow the rules. 

Although this was one thing Ramona wasn’t going to miss. All the rules in this townhouse complex, and everyone watching everything you do. 



She was looking forward to the large piece of property she and Wayne had bought on Goat Island. It was a small island just outside of Vancouver between the Mainland and Vancouver Island. They would finally have the freedom and the quiet they both craved after living and working in Vancouver all their lives. 

It was a mild morning for the middle of February. At six forty-five the sun had risen and the increasing breeze was refreshing. 

The trees stirred and Ramona heard bird song. She hummed to herself as she walked up to the neighbors white front door that was identical to hers, except for the number. The only difference between their units was the neighbor’s door looked pitted, scared, and old. She and Wayne had always been careful to take good care of their property. 

Ramona knocked on the dented, scratched white door and sighed as she waited for it to open. She didn’t want a confrontation, especially today since she had been in such a good mood. She was happy. 

She started to hum to herself again when suddenly the door opened with a bang. 

The smell of stale smoke and stale beer wafted over her. As it entered her mouth she closed her lips to keep from coughing. Her stomach rolled and she almost gagged, but she swallowed and managed to stop herself from losing her morning cereal. 

Before stood an awful sight. 

Her neighbor Max in all his glory, unshaven, unkempt, with his hairy potbelly hanging over his grey striped boxers scratching his ass looking down at her. She shuddered as she looked up and kept her eyes fixed on his blood shot ones to avoid looking at the rest of the man. 

“Yeah, what do you want?” Max asked as he belched in her face. 

“Your car. Could you move it please?” asked Ramon keeping her voice level and trying not to breath to deeply. 

She had to focus on the remaining eight days after which she would leave this place with its looky-loos and it’s Maxes. That was her goal. Her pot of gold at the end of the rainbow. 



Max shook his head grabbed his car keys off a hook by the door, belched again, and walked out in his stocking feet. He opened the door of his rusty, green sixty- four Mustang got in. The old car rumbled to life and he backed up. 

Without waiting to thank him, Ramona quickly got into her little red Sunfire and drove to work. Thankfully they lived close to the office so she made it for her seven-thirty start time. 

She started to shred her soon to be obsolete paperwork first thing in the morning. 

Her copies of old files and information she had collected from the various jobs that she’d had in the organization. Years of training, information, and work she had done soon were all gone. 

She hummed to herself as she started feeding paper into the machine and watched as little strips of paper came out to fall into the bin. 

The air was kept cool in the computer printer room where the shredder was and soon Ramona was shivering in her light blouse and slacks. 

Ramona went back to her small, cramped cubical to get her sweater. She gazed at her plants. She had brought in her own variegated ivy and spider plants. 
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