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Her eyes were drawn upwards from the monitor before her. Past the brass tone rail bed with the white and pink quilted comforter perfectly spread smooth, then over the white wooden windowsill lined with red and blue haired troll dolls. She took in the view outside. The weather was beautiful out there. The sky was azure blue without a cloud and the tree just outside her window was glowing green and perfectly still. There was no trace of a wind to shake even a single leaf. Further out, though, the yard was less green. Her brothers and the neighborhood kids had ruined the lawn with their daily afternoon football games.
Cassie had been sitting at her desk in her bedroom when she was distracted by the noise across the street. Bill, the neighborhood wrench turner and father to two of those lawn ruining kids, had just cranked up his 1969 Corvette and was testing the engine at full RPM right there in his driveway. The noise was deafening, even to Cassie in her closed room. And it certainly was not helping her concentrate on her writing. She left her monitor in mid-sentence and headed to the window, threw it open and let even more of the noise in. She screamed out at the top of her lungs for Bill to knock it off, but he was standing in front of the car with its hood up and the engine drowning out any chance of him hearing her or anything further away than the headlights.
She ran her fingernails through her hair in frustration and slammed her window shut. She turned and looked at her laptop. How can she work like this? She felt she could never achieve her dream in a place like this. She needed to find somewhere quiet. She turned and looked out her window again. Bills’ Corvette was rocking back and forth on the blocks he had it propped up on, engine still screaming throughout the neighborhood. Her brother and the local kids had gathered below in the front yard for their daily scrimmage, and up the street at the ‘Tree’, a giant shady oak at the corner park where she liked to go sometimes to find peace and quiet, was overrun by a birthday party full of 8 year old girls.
Then she remembered her friend Rebecca. Rebecca had gone south on vacation but she had left Cassie her key so she could feed the cat each day. It was about time to feed the thing anyway and she knew Rebecca and her parents wouldn’t mind her making herself at home for a bit. She could get some work done. Besides, Rebecca was the one that had encouraged Cassie to pursue a career in writing after high school graduation. Since then she had done some copyright work for a local department store and restaurant. She had been encouraged when she landed that work and now her dream was to become a published fiction writer. She had been working on a story for a month now and had hit a block. She just didn’t know where to take it next. And the situation with the neighborhood chaos outside was not helping.
Rebecca lived two blocks over. Cassie thought that might be far enough to escape the terror of Bill’s screaming Corvette. So she slammed her laptop shut, changed out of her worn, lounge around the house, pajama bottoms into a presentable summer skirt and pulled a low cut tank top over her head. In no time at all she was out into the daylight, shielding her eyes from the sun and her ears from the rest of the craziness all around her.
Cassie arrived at Rebecca’s house and let herself in. After she fed the cat, she looked around for the best place to set up her laptop. She decided she didn’t feel comfortable just setting up anywhere so she made her way up into Rebecca’s room. It’s where she spent most of her time when she visited and thought she’d be most comfortable here. She plopped herself on Rebecca’s bed and opened her laptop, balancing it on her bare thighs. She closed her eyes, thinking through her story, trying to come up with the rest of the unfinished sentence before she became distracted. The room was bright. The curtains were pulled back on the window that was behind her, letting the sun illuminate her blonde hair, which was set into a French braid.
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