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  Sally Murphy




  Sally Murphy is a novel about a New York orphan sent on a train to the Midwest and adopted by a preacher. The story chronicles Sally’s life from chaotic childhood to adulthood while she finds love for a man and stability in herself.




  Liberty Road




  Forced into her chaotic life, Ida Keller flees until she stumbles upon Barnhill and Christopher Trapp. Chris Trapp, saloon owner, secretly cherishes Ida.




  When the man who haunts Ida’s past arrives and threatens her, Chris risks his sheltered life to guard her. Ida and Chris put aside years of destruction and learn healing in their love for each other.




  Travis Pass




  The Eversby’s begin their quest to forge a new life in the west when hardship strikes.




  The Kubat’s, armed with only the barest necessities, travel toward the freedom of new America.




  Will each family, with so many differences, learn that distance and separation won’t dissolve the unbreakable bonds of freedom and love?




  Rock Creek




  Rock Creek is the story of Lindsay Hopkins-Pass and her struggle for survival and happiness. When her mother, Belle, is murdered during a bar room brawl, Lindsay’s only chance of survival is to live with her father, Travis Pass.




  Under his care, she learns love and security until Ernie Atkins destroys all that. Ernie’s evil act forces Lindsay to make choices that affect her life, the life of her fiancé, Luc Fricke, and the life of her unborn child. With the help of people who live on the shores of Rock Creek, Lindsay learns that love and commitment can turn even the worst of circumstances around.




  Albert’s Rain




  Albert plans to escape slavery until he meets Rayna. When Rayna is attacked by Master Bristol, Albert offers the support of friendship. When Albert’s life is threatened, Rayna forces him to run to save his life. This story chronicles their flight toward freedom and love and follows the pair as they struggle with life choices that accompany independence.




  Whiskey Shots Volume I: “Brass Star”




  Nate Horner rides from his troubled past. Personal exile and tormented regrets forge his path. Can he find solace and forgiveness through friendships from the people of Barnhill?




  Heart Forgotten




  Karlee Dorn tries to forget painful memories of years gone by.




  Tom Miller tries to remember a past forgotten. Can two lost souls bond to forge a new trail together?




  Arpetta Honor




  Lorenz Arpetta, a prominent attorney, struggles with daily life, an unbalanced wife, and a secret love.




  Jane Watson upholds the honor of her duties as a servant in Arpetta Manor, all the while loving a man she will never embrace.




  Misfortune brings Jane and Lorenz together. Is honor and strength enough to bring their love alive?




  Viveka’s War




  A historical romance set during the Depression through the sixties following the struggles of a woman as she uses learned abilities of strength, character and survival choices to build a life of independence.




  Intimate Flames




  Bradie Carpenter finds herself alone and pregnant after the sudden death of her boyfriend, Grant Blain, sole heir to his family fortune. Bradie survives the changes in her life after Grant’s death, the birth of her child and finally meeting a wonderful man and family who accept her for who she is.




  Travis Pass MegaBook I




  Sally Murphy, Liberty Road and Travis Pass, three great historical novels bundled as one.




  Eureka Springs




  Beginning life in a new direction is harder than Ruth Seidle realizes when hidden secrets surface. With an obscure past exposed, can Ruth forsake lies for honesty in effort to correct past mistakes?




  John Vickers loved one woman. Tragedy, and an affair uncovered, forces a new path for him. Can he put distrust aside and let another close to his heart?




  Travis Pass MegaBook II




  Rock Creek, Arpetta Honor and Albert’s Rain, three great historical novels bundled as one.




  For those who make hard decisions and consider the consequences toward family and friends.




  Chapter 1




  “Order up!” Marie spoke loud so the waiter on the other side of the counter heard over the noise of the sizzling grill the clang of dishes from the dish room in the back and the boisterous conversation of customers in the frontage. “Come on, Tony! This is ready.”




  “Nothing wrong with my ears, baby.”




  “Ease up,” the restaurant owner commented as he walked by. “It’s busy enough without the commotion of bickering.”




  Marie Packard took a deep breath. I’m not bickering. She kept her comments to herself knowing they wouldn’t gain any points with Tony and knowing Max wouldn’t appreciate insubordination. “Sorry, I’m tired. I hate double shifts. Why don’t you let me schedule more help?”




  “You know we’d have to hire. It’s summer and everyone’s on vacation.” Max surveyed the tables in the dining area and brushed past Marie to check the business at the drive-thru.




  Tony forgave Marie with a smile and grabbed the food, balancing the plates as he walked.




  It was Friday night at Rangers Barbeque in the city of Walter. At just over seventy thousand residents, the town could hardly be considered a metropolis, but Walter was the biggest town Marie ever lived in and the restaurant was busy enough to cause a half an hour wait seating customers.




  Marie looked at her watch. It was six thirty. She got to work for her double shift at seven that morning much to the discontent she felt when her alarm clock buzzed two hours before. As Kitchen Manager, it was her job to cover for workers on leave or for some who didn’t show up for assignments and, unfortunate as it was, both situations occurred on Friday more often than not.




  A waitress working the front end of the building edged past the staff and squeezed through to the cook’s line. “Can I get a kids number one and a side of cheese sticks? I forgot to take an order. Please and thank you.” She turned her attention away from the rush of food and customers and focused on Marie. “Can you believe this? I thought Walter was a small town. Doesn’t anybody cook at home anymore?”




  “Must not.” Marie wiped the sweat from her dark brow. What Suzie said seemed true. Marie didn’t know how people could afford to eat out as much as they did. She could barely make ends meet without saving every cent she had for essentials.




  “Are you going to Norm’s party tonight after work?” Suzie took a burger and fry plate and began back after throwing out her question. “It’ll be fun.”




  “Can’t,” Marie returned, “I have to pick Jessie up from Mom and Dad’s before nine and that’s an hour’s drive.”




  “Come on. You haven’t been out forever. Can’t your mom keep her overnight?”




  Suzie’s scowl conveyed disappointment that Marie couldn’t shirk her parental responsibilities. Marie couldn’t help it. Being a single parent didn‘t leave much room for the fun things like partying with friends without notice. “Not this time.”




  “Even the best mom’s take a break from raising their kids.” Suzie’s words disappeared as she moved farther into the dining room.




  She was right for the most part. Since Jessie was born, Marie didn’t have time to do much of anything besides work and mother. Raising a child was demanding and though all parents took occasional breaks, more often than not, Marie couldn’t. The demands of her job, the salary and her single parenthood didn’t allow for luxuries of nights off. She knew Norm’s party would be fun, but she couldn’t juggle Jess, her parents’ schedule and work.




  Suzie returned to the kitchen, plate-free. “One more chance. Cut loose. Come to the party. I’ll drive.” She looked to the customers and then back to Marie.




  “My folks have something going on tomorrow. Next time you ask, I’ll make an effort. I promise.” Was it a true statement? Marie didn’t know and she didn’t have time to think about it. The beep of the drive-thru speaker distracted from thoughts of schedules and parties and reminded her just how much work remained before she left for the day. She grabbed her paperwork and headed to the storeroom to finish orders. If she hurried, Marie could complete her tasks before picking up Jess and still return home at a reasonable hour. For about ten minutes, her plan worked, then Suzie interrupted.




  “What do you know about this movie they’re filming around here?”




  Suzie’s hair draped past her shoulders in a casual air; she’d changed her black and red Rangers uniform into a more comfortable tee and jeans and a bit of jealousy slid past the store room door and centered on Marie’s shoulders. Her friend was off for the night and ready to party. She’d have a great time and Marie still had half an hour’s work to do. She pushed overwhelming thoughts away.




  “I don’t really know any more than you. They’re filming in Walter and some big action film star is staying in Kipling. I only know what everyone else reads in the paper.”




  “It’s exciting! Max said half the customers tonight are hoping to get a glimpse of Ellis Donifan; that’s why they’re here for supper.”




  Marie felt her brow crinkle. “Who?”




  “The movie star!”




  “I doubt some movie star is going to walk into Rangers any time soon. He probably eats prime rib and smoked oysters at every meal.” Forcing concentration on work instead of a party, and remembering the long drive ahead of her, Marie knew her decision to go straight to her parents after work was the right one, movie star searching or not. “Have a good time tonight. Think of me working.”




  “And working tomorrow, too.” Max leaned through the doorway. “Marie, I need you tomorrow at nine and your mom’s on line one.”




  Suzie turned her back to Max and sent Marie a squinted, here-he-goes-again look.




  When Marie brushed past Max to go answer the phone, she made sure he heard her reply. “I can’t work tomorrow. I don’t have a sitter.” She missed his annoyed return and his impatient gesture as he moved on to bother someone else.




  In the corner of the kitchen office, Marie found the phone under a pile of papers cluttered on the desk. She pushed the blinking light of line one. “Hi, Mom. What’s up?” She hoped her greeting didn’t reveal her fatigue.




  “I’m glad I caught you before you left. Jessie is coming down with a cold. Stop somewhere on your way here and buy some decongestant.”




  Knowing childhood illness ran rampant that time of year, Marie wondered if Jessie was catching one and thought about Saturday morning medical clinic hours. “Does she have a fever or a sore throat? Lots of kids are getting strep.”




  “I don’t think so. Just a cough and runny nose. Do you have something at home? If not, the convenience store is open until eleven. You can stop there.”




  Marie balanced the phone against her shoulder and shuffled around a pile of papers until she found her purse. Unzipping the biggest compartment, Marie fingered her last five dollar bill. “Okay. I should be done here in a few minutes. Is Jess nearby? Can I talk to her?”




  “She’s playing in the living room. We’ll see you soon.” The other end of the line went dead.




  Marie finished her bookwork and gathered her things. She closed the door to the small office and waved to the cooks on line. It was after seven and the flow of the restaurant seemed to slow. Maybe the quiet break in restaurant traffic would last, but most likely it was the lull before the flurried storm of the second round of customers coming for supper. It didn’t matter to Marie. She had to go.




  “I thought you decided to stay all night.” Tony walked past her and deposited an empty tray into a three-vat sink filled with hot water and soap. “Suzie said you weren’t going to the party. It’s going to be a blast. You should reconsider.”




  “Mom called. Jessie is coming down with something. I have to stop and pick up some medicine. I would rather go. I have a great idea. What if you go take care of my sick kid and I go and party?”




  Tony held out his hands and raised and lowered them as if he were balancing two weights. “Sick kid...cute young women. Coed’s win. Sorry. I hope she feels better soon.”




  “Me too.” Marie walked out the back door to her car in the parking lot and wondered if she had enough cash in her checking account to afford a visit to the doctor.




  A cold, sleety rain fell from the evening sky. Marie wished the unusual late March weather away. As she dreaded the clinging winter season, she unlocked the car door. The door creaked on its hinges as it opened and, when Marie sat, she noticed how bad the crack in the windshield had gotten. The silver paint on her Chevy was beginning to rust and peel. The molding on the driver’s side was glued, she couldn’t remember how many times, and during an ice storm, a rock from a snow plow put a large divot in the windshield which spread into the enormous crack.




  Marie sighed. A newer car, or one that looked a little better, would be so nice. She turned the key. The engine revved. Thankful that her beat up car started one more time, she turned on the windshield wipers, pulled out of the lot onto the street and drove to the pharmacy.




  It was dark already. Marie was anxious for daylight savings time so the light lasted longer. She looked at her watch as she pulled into a parking space at the drug store. A quarter past seven and Marie had worked for twelve solid hours with only enough time to take a few breaks. It had been a very long day and if her daughter was sick, it would get longer.




  The bright lights in the store blinded Marie when she pulled on the polished handle of the glass store door. She squinted until her eyes adjusted. She walked to the back of the building to the long row of shelves holding cough syrup and decongestants and selected a usual childhood remedy then went back to the front of the store to pay.




  The cashier tallied the sale. The register beeped and clicked as the clerk ran the scanner over the bar code. “$5.25.”




  Marie looked in her wallet. She fingered the five dollar bill and sighed. Next to the register was the change kitty where people tossed unwanted pennies. Marie wondered if taking twenty-five cents was allowed. She felt weariness settle against her soul with the thought. “I have to go out to my car and get some change.”




  “Sure.” A returned sigh from the cashier conveyed little more than impatience and irritation.




  Marie ignored the attitude. There wasn’t time to worry if the clerk was having a bad day when Marie had to scrounge up twenty-five more cents. Was there loose change in the unused ashtray of her car? Probably pennies. She gave coins to Jessie the day before. Were any dropped on the floor of the backseat? Marie opened the back door and rummaged between the upholstered creases.




  “Thank God. Forty-five cents!” Her praise was absorbed by the uninhabited car and a roar of thunder overhead.




  “Pretty wet out there, huh?”




  When Marie returned to the store, change in hand, the clerk’s words were as dull and lifeless as her expression and mimicked the gloomy weather outside. The harsh glare of overhead florescent store lighting intensified the drab atmosphere. “It’s supposed to rain all weekend.” Marie was happy that Jessie had dropped enough change to pay her bill.




  When the clerk returned the few remaining cents, Marie mentally summed up her situation. A whole week until her next paycheck? Was there money in her checking account? Should she call Max and tell him that she would try and find a sitter for the next day just so she could work overtime? Even though working many double shifts tried her patience, the extra money was good on her bank account. Did it really matter? Marie wouldn’t find a sitter on such short notice and without a sitter, Marie couldn’t work.




  It was still raining when Marie returned to her car. She walked to the driver’s side and found something that intensified her already rotten day. “Damn!” A clap of thunder muted her words. Heavy drops of rain flattened already messy hair. She had worked late, her daughter was sick and Marie had to change a flat tire during a thunderstorm. The only bright side was that she knew her spare tire was inflated. Marie had it repaired at the convenience store her parents owned a couple of days before.




  She fumbled for the keys in her purse and unlocked the trunk, then searched for the jack and its parts. Because of the small size of her Cavalier, and because Marie had changed many tires before, she completed the job in minutes. She wondered if she might someday join a racecar pit crew as she lowered the chassis to the ground and threw her tire changing equipment back in the trunk. She brushed a wet tendril of hair from her forehead.




  Headlights reflected from the pavement just before a big truck raced by, music rumbling from inside the cab, wheels bouncing against the black top as if it were trying to float on the surface except…it didn’t float. As the truck roared past Marie, its tires gouged into a deep pothole and splattered mud and water everywhere, soaking any dry spots Marie had left.




  Marie stood in the rain, sent a glare to the occupant of the passing vehicle and growled. “Great. Just great.” Covered with mud, Marie crawled into the car, started the engine and backed out.




  The perpetrating truck, only a second before racing through the parking lot, now waited for a traffic light and Marie stopped behind it. She thought about getting out and leaning against the polished finish, smearing the mud it had splattered from the street to her on the paint. Instead, she stayed in her car. She turned the heater on to ward off the chill of her wet clothes. She looked at her watch. It was almost seven-thirty, still an hour’s drive to her parents’ house and another hour home. With the day at work, the stop at the pharmacy, the change of the tire and the long drive ahead, her day had turned from long to excruciating.




  As she waited in line for the light to turn green, Marie thought about the sanity of her situation and decided there was nothing she could do. If her life were the only one she had to worry about, she’d quit her job and start fresh. It wasn’t. She had Jessie to think about. As a single parent, Marie couldn’t abandon responsibility.




  The light remained red. Giant raindrops pelted against the metal roof of the car creating tinny, thudding sounds.




  Marie felt the strain of the muscles in her jaw tighten and knew it was from stress and worry and knew she could do little about her situation just then. Someday life would change. No one stayed stuck in a state of juggling a dead ended job and single parenthood forever. Not that single parenthood was bad. Marie knew she was a great mom and Jessie was a well-adjusted kid.




  The light turned green and the truck moved half a foot then stopped. The driver switched the turn signal on and began in another direction and Marie growled again. The indecisive driver behind the wheel annoyed her, but she pushed her anger away. Her day was almost over and…she jolted forward with a hard jerk when the car behind crashed into the bumper of her car. Marie gritted her teeth in frustration. “I should have stayed in bed.” She leaned against the steering wheel and thought about the new dent in her back bumper created by someone else not paying attention.




  After a second, she got out of the car and checked the damage.




  Headlights from the offending vehicle shined against the slick pavement and reflected in Marie’s eyes, making it impossible to see.




  There was a voice behind the blinding light. “Are you okay?”




  Marie looked in the direction of the voice and let her frustration show with a gesture from her right hand. No! I’m not okay! I’ve had a miserable day and you, you ass, just made it worse! What an idiot! She kept her thoughts to herself.




  The man approached. “I’m so sorry. My driver isn’t accustomed to this kind of weather.” The male voice floated an apology over the rain-swept road.




  Thunder rolled overhead followed by a streak of white-hot lightning that lit up the dark of night.




  “Driver?” Marie strained to focus past the voice to the car. A sleek outline of a limousine was what Marie saw. “Oops.” When she realized the quality of the car causing the accident and remembered the gesture she displayed, she felt the flush of embarrassment rise to her cheeks. Of course, added to her rotten day, the person who had run into her car on a late rainy night and she’d flipped off had to be one of the politicians who worked in the capitol city of Kipling a mere fifty miles away.




  Great! Do I have bail money? She brushed her wet hair away from her forehead and imagined the FBI storming her car and pushing her face-first into it. An amazing end to an amazing day. She felt her hands drop to her sides and waited, no longer caring what happened next.




  A second man dressed in dark clothes approached with an umbrella and sheltered the first man. Together, they took two steps closer to the car and surveyed the damage.




  Marie wondered just how rich someone had to be to afford salary for a man hired to hold an umbrella. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to flip you off. It was rude and I’ve had a terrible day. Now this. I just lost my temper.”




  The men said nothing and Marie wondered if perhaps they didn’t know what the gesture meant. Foreigners? “I… It wasn’t a nice thing to do. I mean…it means that…”




  The second man cut in, saying, “I know what it means.” He bent to get a closer look at the dent.




  His voice, the only dryness for miles, still held something in it that made Marie smile. Comedy? Couldn’t be, could it?




  When he stood upright, he readjusted the umbrella so it covered all three of them.




  “Still, I apologize. It wasn’t right. Sometimes I don’t think before I do things.” Marie wondered if her apology sounded sincere enough. The dent was the fault of the two men in the car behind her, but the rest of her day? That had nothing to do with them and she knew better than to take her annoyance out on strangers.




  “Ben, how much damage?” The first man turned from Marie.




  “About three hundred or so,” was his answer.




  Another clap of thunder echoed across the parking lot and the rain fell harder.




  The first man leaned closer to Marie. “Give me the name of your insurance company and I’ll have this taken care of tomorrow.”




  Marie looked across rows of parked cars, wishing the rain would stop. She looked to the line forming behind them and wondered how soon before the police showed. She looked back to the men and the limousine. “It’s not that big a deal. Your car looks a lot worse. On mine, the dent will just match the one in front.” She walked to the front seat of the car, grabbed a napkin from the seat and scribbled her phone number. She went back to the men and held out her hand. “I’m really running late. This is my number. If I don’t answer, just leave a message and I’ll get back to you soon as I can.” Without another word, Marie got back in her car and drove away. She missed the conversation between the man and his driver.




  “Call her tomorrow, Ben.”




  “Yes sir. Want to have her car fixed?”




  “Completely, of course. Set it up with the insurance company.”




  Only a nod came from the driver




  Chapter 2




  Marie pulled into her parents’ driveway at eight-thirty. Before she reached the front door, her mom met her. Impatience showed as she tapped her toe against the porch floor. “You’re late. I called work and Max said you left at seven.”




  “Sorry.” Marie scooted past her mom and through the front door. “I couldn’t help it. I had a flat tire at the pharmacy and then some rich guy rear ended me in the parking lot.”




  “What?” Elaine George didn’t bother to mask her shock.




  “Just a fender bender. Nothing serious. Where’s Jess?”




  “A car accident? Are you hurt? You’re soaked clear through. Get a towel and dry off.”




  A dark-haired five-year-old bounded from another room. “You’re late, Mommy.”




  “I know, honey, I couldn’t help it. How do you feel?”




  “Good. My nose don’t.” She fiddled with a half-used tissue.




  “I got you some decongestant. Go find a spoon and I’ll give you some.”




  “Does it taste bad?”




  “It’s grape. Go get a spoon.” Marie watched her daughter run to the kitchen.




  “Do you have a vaporizer for her, Marie? If not, you can borrow mine. And Mentholatum? That would help her breathe.”




  “I have it at home. She looks fine, but I’ll watch her tonight and if it’s more than a cold, I’ll take her to the clinic in the morning.” Marie hoped her daughter had nothing more than a cold. She knew her bank account was almost overdrawn, but if it had to be, it had to be. She decided not to worry until morning.




  “I fed her supper already. Tell me about the car accident.” Mrs. Packard watched Jessie approach with a spoon.




  “Nothing really. Just a little dent. I was stopped in the parking lot by the pharmacy and someone tapped my bumper. It really did more to his car than to mine, but I had such a rotten day. I think Max is going to fire the kid who didn’t show up for work. It was his third time in two weeks. If he does that, then I’ll be working more. How does he expect me to be able to work more?”




  “Some kids aren’t raised right.” Elaine Packard clicked the roof of her mouth with her tongue. “Why can’t they just realize that a job’s a job? Everyone wants to make the big money right away without struggling.”




  Marie knew the start of the conversation well. She and her mom had discussed money, or her lack of it, a thousand times since Jessie was born. The discussion always ended the same. Marie would explain that, yes, she knew she could make more money if she went to school and, yes, she was aware other jobs paid better, but the job she held at the restaurant allowed time for family when they were full-staffed. That, as far as Marie was concerned, was a lack of money well spent. Her mom didn’t understand the reasoning. She wasn’t a single parent.




  “Remember,” Elaine started as Marie gathered Jessie’s things, “I can’t babysit Monday. I have coffee with the ladies from my bridge group and I’m getting my hair done in the afternoon.”




  With the mention of Monday, Marie remembered and felt the weight of stress return. “I have to cover for the shortage at work. I’ll ask Mrs. Ferguson to watch Jessie.”




  Mrs. Rose Ferguson, Marie’s landlady and downstairs neighbor, was an older widowed woman. For a little more than five years, Marie had rented the upstairs apartment in the Ferguson house. Rose was a well-meaning, though quite nosy, neighbor. Marie smiled when she thought of Rose and how Jessie loved to play in her large first floor home. “If Rose can sit, it’ll work out.” Marie spoke as she piled Jessie’s stuff into the back seat of the car. “Where’s your shoes? We won’t be back until Tuesday and it’s your only pair.”




  “In my bag. Come on, Mommy! Let’s go! I want to take a bath with the bubbles Grandma gived me.” Jessie skipped past her mom to the passenger side door and crawled in then buckled the seat belt.




  “What bubbles?” Marie got in the driver’s door as her mom approached.




  “You should have Dad look at your car.”




  “I don’t have time. Maybe on Tuesday.”




  “Thanks for the bubbles, Gramma.” Jessie’s sing-song voice came from the back seat.




  “Yeah.” Marie’s tone wasn’t nearly as happy. “Thanks for the bubbles, Gramma. Now I’ll be up till midnight.”




  “She’s tired. She’ll fall asleep in the car and forget about them. Besides, they’re just a free sample I got in the mail today.”




  When the car started, Marie tried to put her bad mood aside. “I’ll see you Tuesday. Tell dad I love him.” She began to back out.




  “Oh! Wait! I almost forgot.”




  Marie stopped the car and listened.




  “What are you doing this weekend? Martha’s nephew is in town and he needs someone to show him around.”




  “I appreciate what you’re trying to do, Mom, but no more blind dates.” Marie didn’t appreciate it at all.




  “It’s not a date. A friend wants a tour and you live in Walter. I’m not trying to do anything more than entertain a friend of the family.”




  The only way around it would be to admit defeat so that’s what Marie did. “Okay. Give him my number and if he calls and I have time, I’ll show him around.” At least that put the ball back in her mom’s court. Marie began to back up.




  “’Bye, Gramma!” Jessie waved as they drove away.




  The concern Elaine Packard held for Marie was genuine and Marie knew it. Elaine Packard meddled in her children’s lives. All seven of them. It didn’t matter if it was her oldest brother George or the youngest, Andrew. Mom was overly involved in each and every one at any available chance.




  Elaine Packard especially tried to tinker with Marie’s life. Marie was probably their nightmare child and thought she needed more help than the others. Marie got pregnant before she graduated high school and didn’t pursue a higher education. She worked a mediocre job as a fast food kitchen manager and didn’t communicate with Jessie’s father. She lived in the city in a small apartment. There was nothing Marie could do about it. Her first priority was Jessie and she had little time to waste on anything else, men and meddling included.




  Chapter 3




  After unlocking the entry door, the pair began the trek up the narrow flight of stairs to their third floor apartment. The stairs twisted in a two floors up around a ninety degree angle and stopped at a heavy wooden door. Marie unlocked it and pulled backward, stepping two steps down to avoid the slam of the brass doorknob. Jessie ran with her things in tow under Marie’s arms.




  It was a small apartment, an old attic conversion. Tattered around the edges, the carpet needed replaced. The paint on the walls had faded past recognizable color and the out of date fixtures sent little light to spruce up the room. Converted after Mr. Ferguson’s passing, the one bedroom apartment wasn’t much, but it was enough for Marie and Jessie and the rent was cheap. After a long day, the walk to the top of the stairs seemed daunting, but the landlady was about as understanding as anyone could be. Marie traded convenience for affordability, guaranteeing a warm dry place to live. With the help Mrs. Ferguson gave of occasional babysitting, forgoing luxury was worth the daily jog to the top of the stairs.




  Marie plopped her purse on the small table just inside the door. It made a jiggled thud against the laminated wood. A basket of laundry beside the coffee table in the living room waited for folding. The vacuum cleaner stood silent in the hallway, waiting for use. Marie sighed when she remembered housework and laundry left undone then ignored the mess and went to the kitchen. “Jessie, are you hungry? Want a sandwich?”




  “I ate with Gram and Grampa.” Jessie beelined past Marie to the bathroom, bumping into the coffee table on her way.




  A tall glass of water teetered on the edge of the table then tipped and spilled right into the basket of clean cloths, saturating the entire load.
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