
Chapter 5—Kylee’s Story 
I opened my eyes and for a moment I was panicked.  Was I awake or was the dream returning?  

Bob was lying beside me with his arm draped over me, snoring softly.  I closed my eyes again and 

relaxed.  Then I smiled.  After he had rescued me from my nightmare, he’d shut down everything and 

come to bed.  He did seem to be terror repellant to the night; and he’d apologized over and over again 

for not having come sooner—as if that might have made a difference.  After I’d calmed down, I told him 

it wasn’t his fault.  I probably would have had the nightmare anyway.   

Poor fella, I thought, rolling over to look at him.  He stirred slightly.  I reached out and placed my 

hand softly on his rough cheek.  I didn’t want to wake him, but rather try to convey to him secretly what 

I was feeling but was not yet ready to share with him openly.  A trace of a smile touched his lips and he 

turned his face and kissed my palm, then settled into a deeper sleep. 

Pulling my hand quickly away, I looked at him suspiciously.  Was he awake and just messing with 

me?  No.  He was totally gone.  I placed my hand on my cheek and covered my lips, kissing the same 

spot he had.  There was a sudden desire welling up in me, so I slipped out of bed.  Putting on a robe, I 

went out into the family room to see what kind of damage the three stooges and gang had done. 

Looking around I was fairly surprised to find the room in decent order.  Boxes were piled up next 

to the door to be taken to the dumpster, but Bob had kept the fella’s reigned in from destroying the 

place in spite of the beers they had apparently consumed.  I knew Bob had refrained.  He hated rowdy 

drunks too much to be one.  He got a lot of ribbing from his friends because of that, but I was glad.  I 

didn’t drink alcohol either and somehow, I knew I never had. 

I shuffled over to the coffee maker and started to make a pot.  Pulling the canister out, I opened 

the lid and inhaled deeply.  I absolutely loved the smell of coffee before it was drowned to make the 

sweet elixir of life.  A few moments later the pot was brewing away.  Something caught my attention.  I 

looked over to see my cell phone, fully charged, and ready to go.  I picked it up and noticed several 

missed calls, voice mail, and text messages.  I set it on the table and then pulled out a loaf of bread and 

started to make some toast.  I left the loaf out in case Bob wanted any toast when he finally woke up. 

I then poured myself a cup of coffee mid-cycle, knowing it would be pretty strong (that’s the 

way I like it).  I doctored it with flavored creamer, and then sat down at the table.  I’d retrieved a piece 

of paper and a pen to make notes.  Dialing my voice mail, I began to listen to all the messages.  There 

was a one from Roza advising she would be praying for me, and that she and the kids wanted to help.  I 

smiled.  They had, and so much more. 

The next message was simply a hang up.  I looked at the phone number.  The area code was 

unfamiliar to me.  I shrugged.  Most area codes were now unfamiliar to me.  I wrote down the number 

making a mental note to look it up later.   

There was a message from someone at the Redwood Memorial Hospital where I spent two 

weeks after the accident.  I didn’t think anything of it.  I often had messages from them, and would call 

them later when I was a little more awake.  Bob usually liked to handle those calls, but I didn’t really 

want to bother him with it.  At this point, it was about time I took responsibility for myself. 

The next message was from Roy telling me he didn’t want to see my face before next Monday.  I 

laughed at the terminology he used.  He was pretty rough around the edges but I was used to it.  There 



was a message from Hank.  He sounded angry about the situation and was ready to go on a rampage 

looking for the “knuckleheads” that would dare mess with his girl.  Apparently, Bob had gotten him 

calmed down because he wasn’t nearly as upset yesterday evening. 

There was another hang up from the same number as before.  So odd, I thought.  I put a check 

mark next to the phone number indicating two calls.  I then proceeded to the text messages.  There was 

one from Roy’s phone but it was signed Jeffrey.  He wanted to know if there was anything he could do 

like run errands or something.  I shook my head.  You’d think I’d been in the accident all over again.  I 

looked at the next one.  It was from Kathy stating that she was thinking about me and to let her know if 

there was anything she could do.  Then there was the text message I received on the night of the break-

in just as I was leaving the restaurant—the random series of numbers and letters.  It also came from the 

same number that I didn’t recognize.  I wrote them down:  C114—24L—18—6—10.  Who had sent this 

message?  I could call the number but the thought made me a little nervous since the break-in.  I 

decided to set it aside for the moment since I heard movement in my room and a stumble followed by a 

few choice words that usually indicated pain. 

I got up to put some bread in the toaster.  Then I pulled a jar of strawberry preserves out of the 

new refrigerator and set it on the table in anticipation.  I heard water running and, a few minutes later, I 

greeted Bob with a cup of coffee just the way he liked it. 

“Morning sunshine,” I said, giving him a kiss on his rough cheek and smiling.  His eyes lit up as he 

took the cup. 

“Thanks,” he said, sipping gratefully.   

I led him over to the table saying, “My turn.” 

Raising his eyebrows in surprise, he acquiesced.   

“Don’t get too excited.  You know I’m not a morning person and I don’t do breakfast very well.  

So I’m making you some toast and there is strawberry jam on the table.” 

“Sounds wonderful,” he said savoring his coffee. Then he sat up straight and waved a hand at 

the entertainment system.  “What do you think?” He was obviously proud of their work.   

Not wanting to disappoint him, I said, “It looks like NASA was here.  I’m afraid to touch it.”  The 

toast popped up and I buttered it quickly because I knew what was coming.  He would not be able to 

wait to show me everything.  As he stood and walked towards me, he opened his mouth to start 

explaining the complexities of the system.  I shoved the toast in and said, “It can wait.  Breakfast first.” 

Bob sputtered and laughed.  He had butter smeared on his cheek and he was chewing furiously 

so he could swallow.  I pushed him back towards his chair and said, “Sit.  You can tell me all about it 

after breakfast.” 

He gave me a petulant look.  “You’re going to love it!”  His face became animated again. 

“I’m sure I will.”  I knew the only way to get his mind off the thing was to do something drastic, 

so I leaned in and kissed him on the mouth until he responded fully—which didn’t take very long.  As I 

pulled away, he looked at me in wonder as if I had never kissed him like that before.  I knew at least that 

I hadn’t since the accident.  Now that I had his complete attention, I said.  “Eat.” 

He sat there holding his breath for a few seconds, and then let it out loudly.  “Well, all right 

then,” he said with a grin, complying with my demands. 

Laughing, I said.  “You’d think I’d never kissed you before.” 



Bob looked away briefly, then said, “I was thinking about running over to the diner to check on 

Roy.  Will you be okay?” he asked, spreading jam on his toast. 

I nodded, “Yes.  Go.  Check on your friend.  I’ll just be busy cleaning.” 

“I’ll only be gone for about an hour.”  Bob looked up, concern in his eyes. 

I tilted my head at him.  “Bob!  I’m fine.  If I weren’t so exhausted, I’d go back to work 

tomorrow.  It’s not like I was hurt.” 

“But the dreams, the nightmares—” 

“—are just nightmares that will fade.  We’ve talked about this.  Don’t worry.  The break-in has 

set me back a couple of steps, that’s all.” 

He hesitated.  “Did you remember the dream this time?”   

The usual response up until this point was always a frustrated “No!”  This time I had 

remembered the dream, and it terrified me.  I didn’t say anything for a moment staring at my hands, at 

the table, at the floor, anywhere but into Bob’s eyes. 

“Kylee?” 

I looked at him, my expression serious. 

“You remembered, didn’t’ you?”  It was more of a statement than a question. 

“Yes.” 

He starred at me with worry in his eyes.  “Do you want to talk about it?” 

I shook my head.  I couldn’t speak.  The terror of the dream was pretty disturbing, and I didn’t 

want to relive it. 

“But—this is a break through.  It’s important.” 

Always the optimist, I thought.  Shaking my head again in disgust, I said, “That’s not what the 

doctors have been telling me for eight months.” 

“Kylee, don’t give up.” 

Suddenly angry and bitter, I said, “Don’t you get it?  I’m never going to get my memory back!  

I’m a different person.  I’ll never be like the girl you fell in love with.” Standing, I carried my dishes over 

to the sink. 

“Kylee.”  Instantly, he was behind me resting his hands on my shoulders lightly.  “Where’s this 

coming from?” 

“I don’t know.  I guess that I just can’t seem to get out of victim mode today.”  I said softly.  

Turning to him, I gazed into his eyes.  “I’m not the Kylee you’ve known for all these years.  I’ll never be 

that girl again.  Yes!  I remembered the nightmare and it was horrible, but that’s all it was—a nightmare!  

It didn’t have anything to do with the accident.”  I choked out with a half sob.  I knew that my anger 

directed at Bob was incredibly unfair.  He’d been loving, kind, and patient.  He was a good man, but 

there was something missing.  He’d awakened feelings in me that I don’t remember having felt before 

but still—something was missing. 

“There’s more to this than just the dream, isn’t there?” 

“Yes,” I said.  “But I can’t put my finger on it.” 

“Kylee, look at me.” 

I raised my eyes to his.  He wasn’t angry or frustrated.   He looked at me tenderly, and it made 

me want to kiss him, but I waited.  “Don’t you see?  We’re creating new memories every day?  New 

opportunities, new adventures.”   



I tried not to look skeptical. 

“Here’s a question for you then.  How do you know that you’re any different from the Kylee 

we’ve known, that I’ve known? 

That thought never occurred to me and I looked at him.  He cocked his head and raised his 

eyebrows as if to say, “Ah, you didn’t think of that, did you?” 

“No one has changed here.  Everyone loves you just the way you are.  You just have an 

opportunity of getting to know everyone all over again.  We continue to get to know you too and do you 

know what?  You’re just as kind, just as loving, just as strong willed and stubborn as you’ve always 

been.” 

He pulled me into his arms and I snuggled close.  Oh boy, did it feel good! 

“I’m going to tell you something that I want you to remember.  From the day I met you, I’ve 

loved you.  Every day, I fall in love with you all over again, and with each passing day I’m more in love 

with you than I was the day before.  You could be a stranger that I just met at the Piggly Wiggly and I 

wouldn’t be able to help falling in love with you.  Kylee before the accident or Kylee after the accident—

it makes no difference to me.  I’ll love you for as long as I’ll live.” 

I asked quietly, “But why?” 

He held me tight.  “I can’t help myself.” 

Tears of remorse trickled from my eyes.  Why couldn’t I tell him I loved him back?  What was 

holding my heart hostage?  A name flickered to my mind but as quickly disappeared.  The speed in which 

it flitted almost made me dizzy.  It’d happened before but the end result had always been the same—

frustration from struggling to bring it forward—so I let it pass. 

Taking a deep breath and smoothing his shirt with my hands, I stood on tip toe and gave him a 

gentle kiss.  Then I said, “So, what’s so special about this man cave you’ve created in my living room?” 

His eyes lit up.  “Come on, I’ll show you.” 

––––––––––––◊●◊–––––––––––– 

Bob left two hours later after a crash course on how to work the entertainment system.  After 

he walked out the door, I promptly turned the system off.  I didn’t use the remote but rather pushed 

every “off” button I could find.  I might have launched a rocket with that remote, so I wasn’t about to 

touch it.  After I was satisfied that everything was off, I put a CD in the little player that was sitting on an 

end table.  The label said Hall & Oats.  I couldn’t remember the group, but thought I would give them a 

try. 

There was a knock on the door.  The peep hole revealed my neighbor, Rita.  I opened it and she 

came in quickly.  It was still cool outside. 

“How are you, Kylee?”  She asked with a smile.  She held in her hands a bucket loaded with 

cleaning supplies.  Heading for the kitchen, she set the bucket on the table. 

I looked at her amused.  “So, is it your turn to babysit me?” 

She stopped and looked at me with a smile.  “Do you need it?” 

“No!” I said emphatically. 

“Then I’m just here to help you straighten up and clean.  You get to make me lunch.” 

I nodded.  “Okay.  I can handle that.  Where are Tracy and Troy?” 

In a musical voice of relief, she sang, “Grandma!”  She looked at the ceiling like she was listening 

to a choir of angels. 



I laughed.  Tracy and Troy were twin two year old boys that kept Rita on her toes.  Bob and I 

babysat them a couple of months ago and decided it was very effective birth control.  I actually sent him 

home to his own apartment that night and he did not argue. 

Don’t get me wrong.  They’re absolutely beautiful little boys, but we chased them the whole 

evening—literally.  Their favorite pastime was running and by the time Rita and her husband got home 

from a romantic anniversary dinner, we were utterly exhausted. 

“Now,” Rita said.  “Where do you want me to start?” 

––––––––––––◊●◊–––––––––––– 

About two hours later she finished the kitchen and started on the bathroom.  I told her I would 

clean the spare room and guest bath since Bob was occupying them.  I was sure he would rather I do it 

than Rita, simply for privacy’s sake. 

I hadn’t been in the room much since he’d moved in.  And it had been several months.  I started 

with the closet and hung up stuff that had been tossed all over the floor.  That job didn’t take me long.  

He’d been dumping his dirty clothes in a basket.  I topped it off with the rest, quickly carried it out, and 

started a load of laundry.   

After the load was going, I went back to picking up and folding things I knew to be clean.  It felt 

good straitening things up and putting them away.  I pulled open a drawer on the bottom of the dresser 

and pushed in two pairs of clean jeans and a couple of sweat shirts.  Bob was a pretty big guy with broad 

shoulders and long strong arms.  The sweat shirts took up quite a bit of space.  I pulled another one off 

the bed that he had worn for a couple of hours that morning before he left the house.  Putting it to my 

face, I inhaled deeply.  It smelled like Bob, like the aftershave I bought him for Christmas.  He loved it 

and wore it every day.  He didn’t put it on strong—just enough for me to smell it when I got really close.  

I think he did that on purpose.  I smiled carrying the shirt into my room, folding it neatly and setting it on 

my chair next to my window.  I’m not sure why. 

On my way back to his room I picked up some furniture polish and a dust cloth intending to wipe 

down the dresser and night stands.  Since he’d put most of his stuff away, it didn’t take long to 

straighten the room.  So I decided to surprise him and dust even though I despised it the chore—that 

and ironing. 

As I wiped down the nightstand, I noticed a couple of papers and some pictures under the bed.  

They must have been scattered when the intruders trashed this room.  I picked them up.  The papers 

were actually bills from Redwood Memorial Hospital.  I gasped when I saw the bottom line.  The total 

was almost two hundred thousand dollars for the hospital alone.  Unbidden tears forced their way up 

and I placed my head in my hands.  How could I ever hope to pay it?  It was wrong for Bob to carry this 

alone.  I had been wallowing in self-pity long enough.  I scooped up the papers and pictures, carried 

them to my bedroom, and dumped them on my desk.  Anger filled me.  I was not helpless!  If that was 

what he thought, he was wrong.  I may not remember who I was, but I knew my personality.  I was 

strong, I was a fighter.  Picking up the phone, I dialed the number on the invoice. 

 “Hello, this is Sandra Hiller.  How may I help you?” 

I cleared my throat, “Sandra, this is Kylee Dawn McKay.  You left a voice mail on my cell phone 

yesterday.” 

“One moment please.” 

I waited impatiently.  Finally, I said, “Is this about my hospital bill?” 



“No ma’am.  Do you have a question regarding it?  Can you give me your invoice number?  I will 

also need to verify the last four digits of your social security number.” 

I gave her the information she asked for.  After about sixty seconds, Sandra said, “Ah yes that 

was for your first week here at the hospital.  It has been paid in full.  So has the second week.  The 

invoices were mailed to the same address—824 Grand Reserve Circle, Shelter Cove, California.” 

“That’s correct,” I said.  “So this is not about the money?” 

“Oh no.  Those bills were settled shortly after you left the hospital as well as your other 

outstanding bills.” 

“I don’t understand.  Who paid them?” 

“Mostly insurance.  The balance came from an anonymous donor and any bills since have been 

sent to the same address per the donors’ request.” 

“By anonymous, you mean you can’t even tell me who the donor is?” 

“I’m sorry, Ms. McKay.” 

“Why did you call me then?” I asked in exasperation. 

“You’re scheduled for a CT scan on March 21st —tomorrow.  I was calling to confirm your 

appointment.  It’s scheduled for 1:00 p.m. at the hospital with a follow up with Dr. McCallie at 3:00.” 

I wrote down the information.  “Thank you, Sandra.” 

“My pleasure, Ms. McKay.” 

I hung up. 

Puzzled, I put the bill in the top drawer of my desk.  I really couldn’t fuss at Bob.  I had been like 

an ostrich with my head in the sand.  I never asked about the bills.  I never questioned his explanations.  

I basically let him take care of me arranging all my appointments, my schedule, and my life.  No more.  

We were going to have a long talk when he came home this evening.  I was going to thank him and tell 

him I was ready to take care of myself. 

I started to slide the drawer shut when the corner of one of the pictures caught my attention.  I 

touched it, sliding it sideways from under one of the bills.  Dread crept up my spine making me shiver.  It 

was a picture of a man.  Picking it up, I stared at it.  I didn’t know the name but he looked familiar.  I 

turned it over and saw some kind of symbol stamped on the back but no writing, no date, nothing else.  

It was like an explosion in my head, a flash that was painful.  He was behind the wheel of a car that was 

moving erratically.  His hands weren’t on the steering wheel—he was either unconscious or dead.  I 

clutched my head as I became dizzy, dropping the picture.  Another flash and I saw the same man 

struggling with an assailant I couldn’t see.  I heard a child crying.  I stumbled backwards over the edge of 

the bed onto the floor.  My head hit hard and stars danced before my eyes. 

When I opened them, he was hanging over me shaking me by the shoulders and shouting, 

“Wake up!  We’ve got to get out of here.  They’re coming and they’ll kill us all.  Come on!”  He shook me 

again and then slapped me with a stinging blow.  “Come on!”   

I closed my eyes tight. “Come on!”  I pressed my hands against my ears.  “They’re going to kill 

us!  Come on!”  I still heard the desperate voice.  Then another voice intruded on my mind.  “Trust him.”  

Familiar!  That voice was from someone who cared.  Who was it? 

“Who are you?”  I screamed. 

“You know me.  You love me, not him!” 

“Kylee!” 



I opened my eyes.  Rita was kneeling beside me with a frightened look on her face.  “What’s 

wrong?” 

I sat up exhausted.  “I don’t know.  I—I think I just remembered something and it wasn’t great.”   

Rita helped me to the couch where I sat down gingerly.  My head was aching from hitting it on 

the floor—at least I hoped it was from hitting it on the floor.  Rita made me a cup of tea and brought it 

to me.  She sat down next to me and said, “You know I can make lunch.  You don’t have to throw 

yourself on the ground to get out of it.” 

I smiled and placed my head in my hands.  It hurt.  “Where’s your aspirin?” she asked.   

“In the medicine cabinet in the bathroom.” 

She brought me a dose then asked, “What happened exactly.” 

“I was looking at some papers, actually my hospital bills.  Then I looked at a picture of a man and 

it triggered something.” 

“Well that’s good isn’t it?” Rita asked. 

“I guess.” 

“What do you mean? 

“It was like remembering a nightmare—painful, disjointed.  Like flashes of scenes from some 

movie that was scary.  Not my life.” 

“What did you see?" 

I shook my head.  “It’s already starting to fade,” I lied.  “That’s the problem.  It doesn’t last long.  

You know how you have a dream and within seconds of waking up you forget what it was about?” 

“Yeah, I hate that when it’s a really good dream.” 

Suddenly, there was the sound of a key in the lock of the front door.   

Rita leaned forward with a very serious look on her face.  “You tell Bob about this or I will.” 

I didn’t even have time to respond before the door opened and then Bob pushed in with bags of 

groceries.  I started to get up to help but Rita pushed me back down and said, “Sit!  I’ll help Bob.” 

“Hey Rita!  How are you?” Bob flashed that smile of his at her and she smiled back, taking some 

of the bags from him.   

“Anymore?”  

“Nope, this is it.”  He said, setting the last bag on the kitchen table.   

He walked over to the couch and leaned down to give me a quick kiss.  “I hope you don’t mind.  

Roy sent leftovers and a pie.” 

“Sounds great.”  I said.  “What kind of leftovers?” 

“Pot Roast.” 

I did a mental calculation.  “Today is Wednesday, right?” 

Bob grinned, “Yes.” 

“Those aren’t leftovers then.  How much?” 

“Two bags full.” 

I shook my head.  “He is such a sweetheart!” 

“I’ll say,” Rita had pulled out a container and was putting a forkful in her mouth.  “This is 

scrumptious!  Forget Antonio’s!  Next time Al wants to take me out I am going to check with you to find 

out when Roy is making pot roast!  Yum!” 

I laughed.  “Take some.” I urged. 



Bob agreed.  “I’m going to have to put most of it in the freezer anyway.” 

“Really?  Thanks,” she closed the container.  “I’ll tell Al I made it.” 

“No good comes from lying.”  Bob laughed at Rita when she stuck her tongue at him. 

I found myself really bothered by that statement.  Why did Bob have that picture in his room, 

and who was that person.  What did he have to do with me or was it all my imagination. 

There a knock on the door again.  “Grand Central Station,” I thought, my head still aching.  Bob 

answered the door.  Roza was standing there with all four kids.  Before they could be invited in, Rick and 

Matt saw the new entertainment system.  It was almost a “Jack and Jill” moment as they tumbled over 

each other to get into the living room. 

“Dude, look at that flat screen TV!  Sweet!  How big is it?” Rick exclaimed, looking over every 

piece of new equipment.  They both slobbered all over it as Bob happily gave them a tour. 

Robin and Tim were a little less anxious to come in but when Robin saw me she ran in and 

jumped over the back of the sofa to land next to me and wrapped her arms around my neck.  I didn’t 

think such a little person could hug so tight.  Tim followed and Roza stepped in scolding.  Bob was 

laughing and sharing his enthusiasm about stuff like amplifiers, speakers, surround sound, digital 

something, amazing remote with Rick and Matt while they ooo’d and ahhh’d.  Tim joined the “menfolk.” 

“Hey, Robin!” I said holding her close.  “You did the best job I’ve ever seen on my book shelf.  It 

looks better than a library!” 

Robin smiled with pleasure and laid her head on my shoulder. 

Roza leaned over the couch and hugged me.  “How are you, girlfriend?” 

“I’m fine,” I said.  I reached up and squeezed her hand.  “Thank you so much for helping Bob 

yesterday.  It was so kind.  You and your kids are the best.”  I turned my gaze on Robin and said, “I’m so 

lucky to have such a wonderful family!  You’re my family you know.” 

The little girl beamed and kissed my cheek.  Roza smiled tenderly at the girl and then at her 

boys.  “We were on our way home from church when Robin saw the complex.  I thought she was going 

to jump out of my car if I didn’t come over here and let her see you.” 

Robin nodded.   

“Well, I’m glad you did.  Why don’t you stay for dinner?” 

The little girl clapped her hands and gazed at her mother. 

“Robin, what is today?” 

She looked down at her little shoes with disappointment. 

“You can say it.” 

Robin shook her head. 

“Okay.  It’s a school night, and I believe that you have a written spelling test tomorrow.  Right?” 

Nodding, she sighed.  Leaning over, she kissed my cheek, hugged me fiercely, and got off the 

couch.  She then wandered over and took hold of Bob’s hand.  I watched her curiously.  Such odd 

behavior for a little girl whom I’d been told used to be such a chatterbox.  She seemed quite attached to 

Bob.  “Who wouldn’t be attached to that guy,” I thought uncomfortably.  He was very likeable, even 

loveable. He suddenly turned a puzzled expression to me, then knelt down to have a one-sided 

conversation with Robin.  After a moment she hugged him and gave him a kiss on the cheek. 

“Any news,” I asked Roza.  She came around the couch and sat next to me.  Rita joined us.   



Roza watched the kids but focused on Robin.  “The doctor still insists there is nothing wrong 

with her physically.  It was a traumatic experience that caused this.  It may take a traumatic experience 

to bring her out of this self-imposed silence.”  She smiled.  “God’s in control and it will come when He 

ordains it.”  I reached out and grabbed Roza’s hand.  “You should see how her brothers take care of her.  

It’s amazing.  They don’t let anyone tease her or pick on her.  Tim’s the most protective.  All of their 

friends look out for her, too.  I’ve never seen anything like it.  Kids are usually so cruel.  Not this group.  

We’re so blessed.”  She wiped a tear from her eye. 

I felt like crying too.  I felt responsible for Robin’s condition though I didn’t know why.  I did 

know that she started this silence the night of my accident.  After the nightmare I had the other night, I 

began to wonder if she saw something.  I wanted to talk to Roza about the part of the dream that only 

involved Robin, but I didn’t want to discuss it in front of Rita.  I had a feeling this would be deeply 

personal for both of us, and there was no need to burden Rita with it when she had a difficult enough 

time raising two-year-old twins.  So it would have to wait. 

“When is your next day off,” I asked softly. 

“Well, probably not till next Tuesday.” 

“What?  Where’s Kathy?  Are her kids still sick?” 

Roza patted my arm, “Oh they’re much better.  She’s coming back tomorrow.  We’re down a 

waitress, you know.”  She smiled.  “Actually I’m scheduled to be off on Saturday.  I was going to 

volunteer to work to help Roy.” 

“Do you think that Robin might enjoy some girl time with me on Saturday?  Is she up for 

something like that?” 

Roza smiled, “Let’s ask.  Robin?” 

The girl jumped up and crossed the room.   

“Hey, Girlie-girl,” I said.  “Would you like to spend some time with me on Saturday making 

cookies?  Maybe we’ll watch a movie and make a nice dinner for Bob?” 

Robin jumped up and down, clapping her hands for joy and nodding. 

“It’s a date!” I said.  “That okay, Bob?”  

“Hey!  Spending the day with two of my favorite girls is fine with me.” 

Robin grabbed my face and directed it at Bob’s.  Then she led by example, batting her eyelashes.  

I did the same thing, making him, Roza, and Rita laugh.  

“Let’s go, boys,” Roza said, corralling the young people. 

“I have to go, too.  Mom will be bringing the twins back in a little while, and I have to mentally 

prepare myself,” sighed Rita with a smile.   

Within minutes the apartment was quiet.  Bob leaned over the edge of the couch and kissed my 

lips lightly.  “It’s nice to have the place to ourselves.” 

I nodded, feeling exhausted.  Head still aching, I simply did not feel like moving.  So, I sat on my 

butt while Bob prepared dinner—so much for taking care of myself.  He didn’t seem to mind at all, and 

by the time dinner was ready, he was shaking my shoulder.  I had fallen into a dreamless sleep.  At least I 

think it was dreamless because I wasn’t tense. I hadn’t clenched my jaw, and I didn’t remember any 

horrible scenes.  I stretched as he walked around the couch to help me to my feet.  My head still had a 

dull throb going on which was irritating. 

Bob looked at me thoughtfully, sensing my mood.  “Are you okay?” 



Closing my eyes and tilting my head to the left and right until there was a popping sound (I 

hated that!), I murmured, “Headache.” 

“Well, maybe Roy can fix that.” 

––––––––––––◊●◊–––––––––––– 

After dinner, we sat down and watched a movie during which I fell asleep in Bob’s arms again.  

My head still hurt, but not as much.  Whatever was going on, though, was exhausting me.  I totally 

forgot to tell him about what happened to me during afternoon and awakened in my bed in the middle 

of the night alone.  I went back to sleep and woke up in the morning without incident.  Bob was next to 

me, snoring.  I noticed he had settled me in wearing the clothing I had on the night before except my 

jeans.  How did he do that without waking me up?  I must have been more tired than I thought.  My 

head wasn’t hurting anymore; which was a relief.  I crawled out of bed, got some clean clothes, and 

headed for the shower. 

The warm water felt so good on my skin.  I scrubbed my hair and massaged the scar on my scalp.  

It was a little tender.  That was odd.  I must have cracked my head there when I fell—although I only 

remembered hitting the back of it.  Today was the day of my appointment at the hospital; I hurried 

through my morning routine.  When I peeked out into the bedroom, I saw that Bob was up and gone so I 

dressed quickly.  This sleeping together was a little awkward, but it beat the alternative of nightmares.  I 

don’t know what it was about him that seemed to keep me from being afraid.  Oh well, I thought.  I’d 

figure it out somehow. 

When I walked out of the bedroom ready to leave, I didn’t see Bob, but I heard the water 

running in the guest shower.  I poured some coffee that he’d made before he’d gone into the bathroom.  

I put some flavored creamer in the liquid and sipped on what Bob referred to as “snobby coffee.” 

Suddenly, I realized that I hadn’t set foot outside the apartment in three days.  I walked to the 

door and opened it.  It was sunny and cool.  Grabbing my key, I walked over to the gazebo where the 

mailboxes were.  Breathing the crisp air, I enjoyed the sunshine on my face.  There was nothing but junk 

mail in the box.  I slowly walked back to the apartment feeling like I’d been cooped up for weeks.  I was 

glad to be going to this appointment.  Maybe I would even tell the doctor what happened yesterday.  As 

I approached the apartment, the door flew open.  Bob, with a panicked look on his face, leaned against 

the door doorpost with relief when he spotted me.   

I looked at him amused.  Did he think I’d been kidnapped or that I’d run away?  When I saw his 

face, the mirth vanished.  “I didn’t mean to scare you.  I was just checking the mail.” 

I walked into the apartment.  He didn’t say anything as he closed the door, but he finally took a 

deep breath. 

“Bob?” 

Slowly he looked at me.  His eyes were full of fear.  “Sorry.  I just had visions of the night you 

disappeared.”  He walked shakily over to a chair and sat.  “I haven’t been that scared in a long time.”  He 

was actually trembling. 

I walked over and plopped on his lap.  “Why are you scared?  What could possibly happen to me 

while I’m going to the mailbox?” 

He slid his arms around my waist and laid his face against my chest.  He settled down quickly 

and looked me with a sheepish smile.  Then he shook his head.  “Did you know that you took self-

defense courses a few years back?” 



I looked at him skeptically.  “Really?” 

“Yeah.  You used to be able to kick my butt.” 

“Really?”  I laughed at the thought. 

“How would you like to have me teach you the basic moves?  Who knows?  You may still 

remember them down deep.” 

The thought appealed to me.  “I think that’d be cool.”  I agreed.  “But doctor’s appointment 

first.” 

Bob nodded.  He looked at his watch.  “I’ll be ready to go in about fifteen minutes.” 

I knew he’d want to go.  He’d been to every appointment I’d had since the accident.  “I think I’ll 

go by myself this time.”  I said slowly. 

He looked at me, alarmed.  Pressing his lips together for a second, he pushed me off his lap with 

an exaggerated groan and stood.  “Don’t go getting all independent on me right now.  Wait until I’ve had 

a chance to refresh your memory on self-defense, okay?” 

I considered this, having sprung it on him at the last minute.  I held out my hand to shake on it.  

“Deal.”  

 He grabbed it, pulled me to him, and kissed me until I was breathless.  Then he let go and 

headed to the bedroom to put on a shirt and his shoes with a smug look on his face.  “Deal.” 

I shook my head and retrieved my cell phone and purse.  Someday, I was going to let him know who was 

boss, but after that kiss, it wouldn’t be today.  I smiled. 


