Chapter 10

Anne woke up slowly, unaccustomed to the light in the room.  She sat up and looked around, remembered last night had been too bizarre for words, and wondered how she would ever act calmly and normally today.  

The robe had gotten wrinkled from her wrapping up in it, and her cotton dress also had creased in a variety of patterns.  She stood up and shook it out, and made an annoyed sound.  The dress was torn in front.  She fingered the tear.  Well, not irreparable, but certainly annoying, and it meant she’d better get home and get another one on so no one would be looking for explanation.

She looked down at the ring on her finger, and wondered what to do about that.  Not just in front of everyone today, but for tomorrow.  She shuddered slightly, remembering Mark’s holding her for that few minutes.  

She didn’t want to end up another Mrs. Barr.  

He wasn’t always like that.  And he’d stopped when something finally happened…

Am I starting already?

Anne turned for the door, saw the paper on the floor, and picked it up.

Just a short note, in very bad writing.

I’m sorry, honey.  Talk to me when you can.  M

She folded the note in her hand, smiled, and turned the ring on her finger so the stone was on the palm side of her hand.  She opened the office door, and looked at her clock.  She had half an hour before people began coming in to church.

Her purse sat on her chair, half under the desk.  She felt pretty sure  that Mark had put it there; she didn’t remember touching it last night.  She grabbed it and went outside into the bright sunny morning.  Maybe things really were normal in the world, she thought, stopping to breathe in some fresh air and admire the blue sky.  Encouraged, she walked casually up to her house, and stopped short.  A policeman stood at the door.

“Good morning,” Anne said, making sure one hand covered the torn spot on her dress.  “So what ended up happening last night?”

He looked at her blandly.  “Not much.”

“Ah, I’m Rev. Moore, and this is my house.  That won’t wash.”

“Oh.  Sorry, Pastor.  Well, uh, all the windows on that side –“ he pointed towards the slightly steaming house next door – “are broken.  Siding’s pretty warped, too, in places.”

“But I can go in and get my medicine and some clean clothes, can’t I?”  Anne asked.

“Well, ma’am, I don’t think so.”

“Can you get in touch with Pat Evans?  I will talk to him.  I really need to get my medicine.  And I need something to eat.  I don’t think he’ll object.”

“Well, let me call.”

Anne sighed softly, and sat down on the lower stair while he got out his radio and called the office.  It seemed to take a long time, as he talked to at least two different people, and told them both the whole thing.  Anne kept herself from tapping her fingers while she waited, and tried to remember some helpful verses from Psalms, though her memory didn’t seem up to the task.  It gave her “dogs have surrounded me,” before it gave her “be strong, take courage, and wait.”

“Ma’am, I can’t get Pat Evans,” he said at last.  “But the sergeant said you can go in for fifteen minutes, but I have to see what you take out.”

Anne stood up.  “Thank you,” she said quickly, and then looked at him.  “Damn it, the drug stuff was next door!  I’ll take what I want!  You can have Pat talk to me if you don’t like it!”

She pushed past him, unlocked her door, and went in, and slammed it in his face.  

I hope I didn’t tell them I’m preaching on forgiveness.

She took her morning medications, ate a bowl of cereal and some fruit, then went upstairs.  Looking around her room, she groaned.  The floor sparkled with broken glass from the windows, and the room smelled of smoke.  

Figuring her shoes were up to it, she went in and quickly took off her dress, stuffing it into the laundry hamper.  She found another dress deep in the closet, which had been tightly closed and didn’t smell too badly.  Then she found an overnight bag, and quickly stuffed in three other dresses, her robe and pajamas, and went about collecting odds and ends. 

She looked quickly in the mirror, rolled her eyes, and grabbed her hair brush.  No wonder the poor cop didn’t trust her.  She wouldn’t either.  She’d have to apologize at this rate.  She brushed her hair out, fixed it as she usually wore it, and threw the brush into the bag.  Going into her bathroom, she grabbed her toothbrush, remembered to brush her teeth then, and took that.

There.  And almost in reasonable time to see Ken and Nell when they come early.  I hope they still have a spare room.

Anne went downstairs, took her jacket from a hook, and went out the back door.

“Thank you, officer,” she said.  “I’m sorry I was annoying before.  I did look a wreck.  Do I look like Pastor Anne Moore now?”

He grinned.  “Well, you do look better!  But Captain Evans called me, and he said to let you do exactly what you want.  Do you have what you need now?”

“Yes.  I’d gather the next people you’ll see are either Ken Baker or Tom Kelly, who will be looking at the place to fix the windows and all that.”

“Thanks for giving me their names.  I’m pretty new around here, ma’am, don’t know many folks yet.”

“This is not exactly how we like to welcome newcomers to town,” Anne said, smiling.  “Well, enjoy.  If you get hungry, feel free to raid the refrigerator – I won’t be here a couple days at least.”

“That won’t be necessary, ma’am,” he said.

She smiled, and went down the walk, and put the overnight bag into her trunk.

And realized her car had four flat tires.

Anne had no idea how she conducted the service, yet she had the impression that it went quite smoothly.  Ken and Nell showed up later than usual, just before she started, looking slightly unsettled.  Tom and Jane Kelly were no where to be seen.  

Nell let her greet people at the door as usual, and didn’t come up until the last one had left.  

“Oh, Pastor Anne, what a mess!” she said, giving her a big hug.

“Oh, Nell, you’ve no idea,” Anne replied.  “Do you still have a spare room?”

“Sure do.  Come on over.”

“Actually, can you give me a ride?  My car has four flat tires.”

“No!”

“Nell, what the hell has been going on?”  Anne felt annoyed to find tears running down her face. 

Nell put an arm around her, and walked her back to her little room.  Someone had unlocked the door to the sanctuary.  Anne automatically slipped off her robe and hung it up.  Nell looked at her a few minutes before answering.

“Anne, it’s part of the whole mess.  When a bad one gets into the fold, it messes it all up.  We bought this land and that piece and built the church and parsonage.  Someone had planned a nice little neighborhood of houses, and we liked the idea, so we got it.”

Anne looked at her, then looked in the little mirror, and gave her hair a pat.  “And?”

“Well, we had been straightforward about why we started our own church.  Didn’t realize how old Darrow was going to take it.  He bought the other pieces of land, in other names, and also started some ruckus with the selectmen about too many houses going up, and stopped the whole thing.  That house was already there, and he fixed it up.  Then he just let it sit.  We didn’t think much of it, really, and our pastor didn’t have any problems that we know of.   Ken and Tom didn’t quite believe Mark when he told them what he and Pat suspected was going on.  Though I think he may have said it really began while the house was empty, since it was over two years between the last pastor and you.  But Ken figured we’d better do the lights like he said.  In fact, Mark said he’d do it for us.  Ken helped him.  If Mark told him any more, he never told me.”

They went out through Anne’s office, closed it up, and went out to the car.  Anne remembered to get her bag from her car, and dropped into Nell’s back seat wearily.

“It was a long night,” she said at last.

“It must have been.  We missed hearing about it.  Mark called us just before we left for church, seemed surprised we didn’t know.”

Ken came down from the parsonage frowning. 

“What a mess, eh, Pastor Anne?  Tom will be livid.  I’d better call our insurance agent and get him over here.”

They didn’t talk much going to Bakers.  When they got there, Anne went to the spare bedroom, kicked off her shoes, lay down, and fell asleep.

She woke up late in the afternoon, and went looking for Nell.  She found her in the kitchen, cooking dinner.

“Ken went over to get Tom to go look at the parsonage,” Nell said.  “You okay, Anne?”

“I need a mom,” Anne said, dropping into a chair, and feeling a tear run down her cheek.

Nell stepped over, gave her a motherly hug, and sat down beside her.

“What’s up?”

“All the rest of it.”  Anne looked for a tissue, and found some.  “See, Mark took me out to dinner last night.  Over in Boise, I think you’ve mentioned the place, by the park.”

“Ah.”

“He asked me to marry him.  I said yes.  That bother anyone, you think?  But I’m not sure.  Now, well, he is intense.  And he got so angry last night.  It scared me.  I don’t want to be another one – “

“Like his mother?”  Nell asked.

Anne stared.  Nell nodded.  “Clyde Darrow beat his wife, just like his friend Stan Barr.  Mark knew.  Found out when he was about thirteen.  So did his brothers and sister, and they all followed the same pattern – perfect children to a point, and then failing school, causing trouble, and finally running off.  All of them left home before they were eighteen.  Mark tried fighting back, but that made it worse for his mother.  He confronted them both in front of the whole church when he came back to town.  When his father found out he wouldn’t back down, he got nasty.  Mark got restraining orders against him, on his property, about Ben, anything he could, and keeps them all up to date.  Even old Darrow knows his goose would be cooked well done if he landed in trouble about something like that.”

Anne stared at her.

Nell went on.  “Mrs. Barr rubs the salt in any time she sees him, ‘oh, you look so much like your father!  You must take after him in so many ways.’  That’s the last one I heard her say to him, about a year ago.  He turns white, and doesn’t say a word.  And Evie told me about what Mrs. Barr said to you.  You’d think she’d know better, when we all know how  - well, there it is.  I guess hurt people try to hurt others.”

After a silence, Anne said, “He isn’t violent with Ben.”  Then after another short silence, she went on, “But I’m not Ben.”

“No, you’re Anne, and I think he thinks the world of you.  Mark has never dated or anything that I know of, as long as he and Ben have been here.  Jane often tries to think of a good match for him, but never has the nerve to propose them to him.  We wondered –“ Nell paused, looked at Anne, then shrugged and grinned.  “We wondered if you would like each other.  It would be nice if you did.  We’ve wondered all along!  If you two have gotten to know each other so well he’s proposed, well, congratulations on keeping us all in the dark!  That’s not easy to do in this town!”

Anne laughed shakily.  Nell got up and put the kettle on, then sat down again.

“Don’t worry, dearie.  Mark is really what he seems to be.  Where his father is concerned, yes, he’s very on edge, but since old Darrow retired and left town, it’s been much easier for him.  I gather, though, that the old man was actually there last night.  That would be why he was so angry.  It isn’t you, dear.  He’s probably afraid they’ll hurt you if they find out.”

Anne pondered this while Nell made her a cup of tea and went on peeling her potatoes.  She remembered the two people walking around looking for them the night before and shivered slightly.  After Nell put the potatoes on to cook, she sat down again by Anne.

Anne gave her a dull smile.  “I just thought of something else, though.  Drug dealers don’t usually act alone.  Are there a bunch of thugs out there looking for Mark?”

“Not exactly for Mark.  He hasn’t done anything about that deal.  Don’t borrow trouble, Anne!”

Anne sighed.  “In other words, we’re in enough of it, eh?”

Nell patted her shoulder.  “You look pretty worn out.  Would you like to have your dinner alone, rather than trying to be normal with all of us?  It’s okay.  You have time to take a good hot bath if you like, too.”

Anne looked at her, her eyes brimming over again.  “You are a good Mom, Nell.  Thank you.”

Nell got up, gave her a hand up, and another warm hug.  “Go along.  I’ll bring you dinner when it’s ready, and another hot cup of tea.”

Anne, back in the guest room, took off the ring, and lay it carefully inside her bag, in a little pocket.  She had to think about this carefully, and try to figure out whether God was in it, or was it only her loneliness and longings that pushed her towards him.  She looked down at the ring for a couple minutes.  Hard to tell.  

While she got ready to take her bath, she looked in the mirror, and ran a finger along a red mark on her shoulder.

Very hard to tell.

What was not hard to tell was what stress was doing to her body when she woke up later in the evening, after crying herself to sleep.  She got up and went to find Nell, who had just declared it was time for bed to her children, and stood marshalling them up the stairs.

She looked at Anne with some concern.

“Are you all right?”

“No,” Anne said softly.  “I think you’d better take me down to the hospital.”

Her doctor shook his head at her late the next morning. 

“At least you’re a very sensible patient,” he said.  “Very smart of you to come down here.  Now we have it all under control, before it got very bad.  You know, you’ve got to avoid stress, Anne Moore!  And running around having your house damaged by exploding amphetamine cookers doesn’t do it!”

Anne smiled at him, glad there was an obvious explanation for her problem, so she didn’t have to try to explain everything.  

“I think I’ll have you stay here tonight just to be sure,” he continued.  “I told your friends not to tell people where you were so you could get some rest.  Do you mind?”

“That’s fine,” Anne said.  

Nell came to see her, and Jane came, and both brought her flowers.

Jane shook her head at her.  “Tom is relieving his feelings by seeing to all the windows himself.  I guess it’ll be a long drawn-out affair to get the reimbursement, because our agency will go after Darrow, and since he’s not likely to stop being a guest of the state very soon, it will take a year and a day.”

“So by the time it comes, we can fund another summer program for the kids,” Anne said, smiling.

“Something like that.”  Jane leaned back in her chair.  “When I stopped by to bring Tom some lunch, Mark and Ben Darrow were there, had your car up on jacks, doing something.”

“Oh,” Anne said.  

“I’m always a little afraid of him, you know?  And yet, he’s such a good preacher.  Have you heard him?  Tom and I slip in once in a while, or go to his baptism services.  Well, anyhow, Pastor Anne, I’m glad you’re okay, and no lasting harm.  I guess life will be quieter now!  And you won’t have to look at that awful house.”

“That’s to the good,” Anne said, smiling again.

