Chapter 12

Anne woke up slowly to the sunny morning, enjoying feeling warm, and wondering at how tired and achy her body felt.  She stretched a bit, then curled up again, and sniffed.

Coffee.

She weighed the trouble of getting up and getting herself down the stairs against just lying there smelling it, feeling warm and sleepy, against actually having a nice hot cup of fresh coffee that she did not make.

The warm and comfortable bed won.  She snuggled into the pillows, and vaguely thought Mark had been right again, a water bed certainly was wonderful.

Fleetingly, she wondered where Mark had gone, but figured the coffee provided a clue.  He’d told her he was an early riser.  She yawned and pulled the comforter slightly over her face.

She had almost fallen back asleep when he brushed his hand over her face, pushing aside the comforter.

When she opened her eyes, he leaned over and kissed her.  

“Good morning,” he said, lying down beside her, drawing her comfortably into his arms.  

“Mmmm,” she responded, snuggling up and closing her eyes again.  

“What do you like for breakfast?”

“I’m very unimaginative.  I usually have cereal.”

“Not today.  I’m used to feeding Ben.  What do you say to mushroom omelette?”

Anne opened her eyes, and looked at him.  “Well!  This is going to change my life!”

“That was the idea, wasn’t it?”

She leaned back and looked at him, smiling sleepily.  He wore a black t-shirt and a very worn pair of jeans, lounging barefoot and grinning at her.  Anne thought about the last evening, and wondered if she was abnormal.  She wanted everything again, the sooner the better. 

“There is no rush about breakfast,” she said, putting her hands on his shoulders.

“True.  We can always make fresh coffee,” he replied, running his hand through her hair.  “Do I snore awfully loud?”

“I wouldn’t know.  Once I go to sleep, I don’t hear a thing.”

“Ben tells me I snore.  He’s two rooms away, so I wondered if it would bother you.  It’s been a long time since I slept an entire night with anyone.  Am I a reasonable companion?”

Anne only smiled, and commended him for allowing her half the bed and her share of the comforter.

Anne rather lost track of what time of day it was.  She did notice she slept a lot, and apologized to him on waking up.

He laughed.

“I gather you need it.  You sleep all you want.  I’ve been enjoying your books in the living room.”

Anne had to think to remember what was down there.  Then she smiled.  “They’re the ones I want around when I’m sick and can’t leave the house.”

“An interesting lot.  And I’ve been thinking of running a phone line into that empty room off the kitchen, maybe setting up an office there.  Would you mind?”

“No, but why would you want to do that?”

He grinned.  “It has to do with the fact that my lovely wife, who is a charming companion, sleeps late in the morning, and I want to have breakfast with her.  If I have a computer here, and a printer in my office, I can send over to Shank what to get started on each day, and still have breakfast with you.”

Anne blushed.  “I’m honored.”

“Oh, you should be.  Now, how I’m going to fit in Ben – well, Ben gets up about the same time I do, so really, that will work out fine.  And wait until I tell him about this – he’ll be in it head over ears.”

Anne shook her head.  “You’ve thought this out much more than I have.”

“Go back to sleep,” he teased, tickling her lightly on the neck.

Late the next morning, Anne sat up suddenly as Mark got up.

“Mark!  What is that on your back!”

He looked around, puzzled, then looked in the mirror and laughed.  “You mean, you missed my eagle?”

“Turn around and let me have a good look.”  He did.  She studied the tattoo that decorated his entire back.  “Gracious, Mark, what are you going to say to Ben when he wants one?  And how did I miss it?  But it is a lovely eagle.”

“Ben and I have that all straight.  When he’s eighteen, he can do what he likes.  I recommended small ones, and that he think carefully about what he puts on himself permanently.  And I told him to go to the right kind of place, and not just anywhere.”

Anne nodded, got up, and went over to take a better look.  Up on his left shoulder, the eagle’s feathers had been abraded, and white scars interfered with the pattern.  She touched it gently.

“When did you do this?”

“Oh, I was twenty, I think.  Had the first one,” he pointed at his upper right arm “done when I was thirteen.  I passed for older than I was, see.  Did it to get the old man mad.  Worked.  But Mom cried.”

She put her arms around him, gingerly touching the layers of white and pink scar tissue on his hip.  “Do they hurt at all?”

“Not there.”

“When did you find out what your dad was really like?”

“Oh, about the time I had the tattoo done.  And I went to a real dive, too.  I’d just begun to grasp how big a hypocrite he was being, doing all the church stuff, and acting like he was everyone’s friend, and – well, Anne, it was a pretty awful year.  My teachers couldn’t figure it out, I went from being a pretty good student to practically failing.”

Anne leaned on his shoulder and hugged him.  “How long did that go on?”

“Rest of the time I was in school.  Didn’t exactly flunk out, ‘cause every so often, a teacher would bring up something interesting, and I’d get interested and learn something, then remember I didn’t want to add to his image.  Things got better after I met up with Parsons.  Met ‘em, ‘cause Shank and I were raising rim at the edge of their property.  He came out, and instead of yelling at us, called us over, showed us the place, and told us exactly what was dangerous about it, and why we shouldn’t do what we were doing.  Then Mrs. Parsons called us in, gave us supper, and talked to us, and next thing I knew, I was sweeping out his garage and liking being up there.  Helped that the old man thought it a bad influence.”

He brought her forward and nodded at the mirror.

“Oh, yes, all these influences on my life.  So now I have a pretty wife, too.  Look at yourself, Anne.”

She looked away.  He put a hand under her chin and made her look in the mirror.  

“You may as well get used to yourself,” he said easily.  “Might as well acknowledge it – you’re a nice looking woman.  Is it so hard?”

Anne shook her head and turned and kissed him to avoid the issue.

Later that day, he said, “Hey, let’s go get the cycle and go off somewhere.”

“Okay!  Where?”

“Oh, I dunno.  Idaho.  I’ll show you my favorite back roads.”

“What do I need to take?”

“Not much.  Couple changes, don’t bother with a dress.  We’ll stop in Nampa at my favorite supply place and get you properly outfitted.”

“Properly?”

“Leather pants, boots, your own leather jacket.  If we should take a spill, you don’t want your skin rubbing on the road.  My other helmet fits you okay, so that’s fine.  It’s your wedding present.”

Anne grinned at him.  “Well, thank you.  When do we go?”

“Let’s go now.  Place is open till nine.”

For three days, he took her around in the Sawtooth mountains and along the Snake River.  Anne delighted in the whole trip.  They met very few other travelers, the weather remained clear and bright, and the scenery kept her admiring. 

She liked having all day to look at the world and think.  After some of their evening revelations to each other, they both needed it.  By the time they got back to the place they stayed each night, Anne had realized each day that she really didn’t want to live without him, whatever had happened in his life, and however he’d reacted to it.  For his part, he spent much of the day trying not to remain violently angry with various people from her past that had hurt her.   It took a lot of prayer, with subdued yelling at God for allowing things and people to attack her peace.  Often, just the sight of her face as she admired a view reminded him that God did indeed redeem all kinds of things, and he, Mark Darrow, had no right to be quite so upset over things God had already worked out for good.

She joined him, having just washed her hair, shaking it out and rubbing it with a towel, then dropping onto the bed beside him with a smile.

“Mark, this has been a wonderful trip.  Thank you for thinking of it.”

He reached out to put an arm around her, damp hair or not.  “Glad you liked it.  And you’re not thinking you made an awful mistake yet?”

She smiled.  “No.  Are you?”

“Not at all.  I haven’t made you too nervous?”

Anne knew exactly what he meant.  She snuggled into his arms, and rested her head so she could look him in the face.

“All right, you told me about Dicky, and how you and Shank ‘took care of’ the guys that beat him.  Yes, I thought about it a lot all day.  And you know what I came up with?”

He lifted an eyebrow.

“Did it feel good?” she asked.

He started slightly, frowned in thought, and pondered.  Then he shook his head.  “Feel ‘good’?  No.  Did I regret it?  Also no.  Shank and I talked that one over a long long time ago, just the two of us, and we laid it out before God, too.  Admitted to Him we didn’t regret it, either.  Since we’ve been able to give Dicky some kind of life since, a lot of it melted away.  I think God worked in spite of us.  If we couldn’t do anything for Dicky, if he had to be in an institution, or something worse, we’d still be feeling it, I think.”

Anne nodded.  “Interesting how God kept that mechanical spark in his head.”

“Oh, we were grateful.  ‘Course, we’re always dealing with state folks about him, because they are afraid we’ll exploit his talents or something.  We finally got Bill Bishop in as a guardian for him, too, and that helps.  I tell Dicky he’s real important – it takes four people to keep up with him!”

“Four?”

“Shank, me, Bill, and Tom Kelly.  Dolly and Dicky’s mom are in the mix, too, but they both insisted we take the lead.  Have you seen Dicky’s mom’s house?  He’s very proud of it – he paid for it.  Every Monday night in summer, he carefully takes care of the lawn.  Each spring, he plants flowers by the front door.”

Anne smiled.  “So he will leave the garage once in a while, for the house?”

“It’s the best way to get him out.  ‘Hey, Dicky, it’s a nice day to work in the yard!’  Shank will say.  Ben will offer to help him, which is a big job, because it has to be done just his way.”

They sat silent a few minutes.  Anne stroked his shoulder aimlessly.  

After a bit, he gave her a light shake.  “So explore,” he said.

“What?”

“It’s yours.  You can explore all you want.”

Anne looked at him a moment, then looked down and thought for some time.  He waited until she raised her head.

“Well?”

“I’ve been holding out on you, haven’t I?  And I thought I’d given in.  Oh, Mark, this is a bigger jump than I ever expected.”

He kissed her softly.  “So grit your teeth and leap, sweetie.”

Mark let her sleep quite late the next morning.  She looked at him with some concern when she woke up and looked at the clock.

“It’s only a couple hours home from here,” he said.  “At least, the way I’m going to take you.  No rush, hon. You okay this morning?”

She looked at him, and got up.  “I’m looking forward to the ride to have time to think,” she admitted.

He grinned.  “Don’t think too much, Anne.  Sometimes thinking isn’t the best way to cope.”

But sitting behind him on the motorcycle, her arms snug around his waist, she thought it was the best place to think about him and what it meant to be married to him.  She let her mind consider all sorts of jumbled things while they rode, and finally thought about what she owed him and what he owed her.  Seemed strange to use the word ‘owe’ – did they really owe each other a thing?  What did it mean to love?  What did it mean to give?  

She had lost herself in a philosophical jungle for most of the trip, without really resolving anything, if she thought she could resolve anything, but coming at last to the usual point of – ‘I don’t want to live without him, and I’d better learn to live with him.’  She had stated that point clearly in her mind a couple times by the time they rode up into the parking lot, and he shut off the big motorcycle.

“Well,” he said, taking off his helmet.  “Back again.  How you doing, Anne?”

She laughed, swung off to her feet and took off her helmet, turned and gave him a kiss.

“I’m okay, Mark.  I don’t know if I saw a thing the whole trip, though, yes, I did like that road along the river!  So I guess I did see things.”

“Thought you’d like that.  I like it.  I go ride there sometimes if I’m puzzled about things and want to hear from God.   Though sometimes, I just take off west of here, too.  You can go a long way and not get anywhere, you know?”

“Oh, I remember,” Anne said, thinking of the trip in from Depoe Bay.  “It’s hard to remember this is still Oregon.  Well, here’s home – Mark!  Why is that curtain flying out the window, there?”

She pointed up to the house, where one of the curtains on the side window flopped against the siding.

They hung their helmets on the bike, then walked up to the house, stopped and stared at the side.

“Déjà vu,” Anne said grimly.

Every window on the side of the house was broken.

