Silvia Bell


Silvia Bell pulled into the driveway of the house she recently purchased. The realtor, Chad Michaels, had been very accommodating, videotaping every room in the house as he walked through it, and sending it to her. She knew what she was getting into, no surprises. Actually, he’d recommended several different types of inspections. The only thing the house didn’t need was leveling and a roof. 
Everything else, well, needed a complete makeover. 
Somerset, Massachusetts was the seaside town where her father was born and raised before he joined the military and retired near Slidell, Louisiana. New England was a place she hadn’t visited since she was a little girl.
She had good memories of visiting her Uncle Robert and Aunt Alice. They had this heater in the middle of their hallway and when it was blowing she’d stand over it and her dress would puff up. Silvia remembered twirling and laughing. Aunt Alice would even turn it on in the summer so she could swirl around and dance with the blower going. 
Uncle Robert had a decent sized yard. Half-acre, with a swing set they’d purchased for her and her brother. There was a large ship’s wheel she’d climb so she could get on the branch and see the boats on the water.
Such good memories. It’s why she decided to return and buy a house. Best place as any since she was starting over with life. Completely over…
A truck pulled up in front of the house. Silvia got out of the car and waited for him to approach her.
A tall gentleman with a wide smile walked over and put out his hand. A familiar voice, one she’d spoken to over a dozen time on the phone, greeted her. “Silvia? Chad Michaels. Welcome home.”
She inhaled a deep, soothing breath. “Home.”
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Thank you and have a good moments day,
Pamela Ackerson

