
Chapter Three
The soul would have no rainbow had the eyes no tears.
~ John Vance Cheney

“Hello Gloria!”  Casey heard the man’s voice as she was sitting in the parlor.  Alex Kettner hung his coat on the hall tree then hugged Mrs. Addion.
“Hello, Alex,” Gloria said.  “It’s good to see you again.”  Ted was passing by down the hall and waved at Alex as he continued on with whatever chore he was doing.  “Did you have any trouble with the rain and all?  I don’t think it’s let up a bit.”
Gloria began escorting Alex to the parlor.  “No, nothin’ too bad.  But I did see a wreck on my way over here; couldn’t tell how bad though, raining as hard as it was.”
“This is the young lady I called about.  She’s having trouble with her computer.  This is Casey.”
Casey was already standing as Alex approached.  He was a little older than she imagined.   But he certainly wasn’t a geek!
“Hi, Alex Kettner,” he said extending his hand.
“Casey Tomkins.  Nice to meet you.”
They shook hands and Alex got straight to the point.  “Where is it?”
Casey was admiring this stranger and didn’t answer right away.  Catching herself, she instantly said, “Here,” picking up her laptop from the divan and handing it to him.
“Do you have the power cord?”
Casey felt she was making herself look like an idiot.  “Here it is,” she replied fetching it from the bag.
Alex took the cord and the laptop and walked over to the front counter.  As he was plugging it in, Casey felt a chance to redeem her awkwardness by explaining what had happened.
“When I turned it on, all I got was a blank screen.  I pushed several buttons, then tried Ctrl, Alt, Delete.”  She hated sounding as if she was trying to make Alex think she knew something about computers.  All she really knew was a few of the basics that a lot of people that use them know.  “That didn’t work either, so then I turned it off and turned it back on after a few seconds; still nothing.  I had turned it on when I first got here and the screen saver wasn’t on, that’s what got my attention.”
Alex was nodding as Casey related her computer horror story.  He now had the back off the electronic demon and had attached some wires from a gizmo she had never seen to the inside of her computer.  “Anything else?” Alex asked looking up at her.
“No, that’s about it.  It’s been working fine.  I’ve had it for about a year and a half.”
Looking at Casey with a forced frown that she thought was somehow cute, Alex told her, “I’m pretty sure it’s your power supply.  There’s an internal one.  I’ll need to take it in to make sure, but the readings I’m getting are usually pretty accurate.”
With a note of seriousness Casey asked the inevitable, “How much do you think it’ll be?  I mean, if it is the power supply?”
“Depends on a couple of things that I can’t check here, but they’re not terribly expensive, so it probably won’t cost over a hundred dollars, I’m pretty certain of that.”  He smiled at her, attempting to comfort her in a small way.
Casey stood there for a moment, lost in thought. “A hundred dollars!” she said to herself.  “He makes it sound like it’s no big deal.”
Alex seemed to read Casey’s concerned expression and offered her an option.  “Look, let me take it in and I’ll call you tomorrow...probably in the afternoon, hopefully by one, two at the latest.”  Alex then quickly added, “And, since you’re obviously a friend of the Addions, I’ll only charge you for the part.”
“Oh, no,” Casey quickly shot back.  “I want to pay you for coming out here, I mean the rain and all, plus the time you’ll spend working on it and….”
Alex interrupted her.  “Look, these things aren’t as big a monster as people make them out to be.  If it’s the power supply, that’s simple. If it’s something else, well…” Alex paused, “then we’ll see.”
Casey really didn’t feel like haggling about money, and anyway he seemed to know what he was talking about.  Alex.  Saying the name in her head was even as reassuring as he seemed to be.  She agreed and packaged up all the paraphernalia and handed Alex the bag.
Mrs. Addion then asked, “Won’t you have some coffee Alex?  Can you stay a while, it’s still pouring out.”
“No thanks, I really need to get going.  But I will have one of those blueberry muffins you’re famous for!”
“I’m afraid we’re out right now.  But I’ll have some tomorrow when you bring the computer back.”
Alex put on his coat, picked up Casey’s bag and his things and then headed toward the door.  He opened it, then turned and smiled at Casey.  “Don’t worry, I’ll have her home before one...I’ll be gentle.”  He smiled again.  Instinctively, Casey smiled and waved as the door was closing.  He didn’t see the wave but left with a smile on his face nonetheless.

Casey was feeling hungry again.  The clock on the parlor mantle said 6:30.  Chimes from another clock somewhere inside the house sounded the half-hour.  It had been several hours since her fast food lunch during her shortened tour of Belfast.  “Man, I told Gloria I’d eat in town,” Casey remembered.  She could see two of the guests, a couple, sitting at the dinner table and wondered if she should even ask Mrs. Addion about dinner.  Deciding she would take a chance on Gloria’s good nature, she called her to the side and asked about dinner.  Gloria told her that she would make her something and bring it to the study just off the parlor.  
“Why don’t you get one of those boxes and look at the stuff while I’m getting your sandwich.  I still have a few guests to serve.”
“Sure. Take your time.”
Gloria walked back toward the dining room and Casey checked the two boxes.  The smaller box had a few pictures close to the top, so she decided to move that one into the study.
Casey moved the box out of sight from the front desk and parlor as much as she could.  Sitting on an ottoman, she began going through the box, looking at the photos.  She found old photos of the Taylor House before it became Emerald Reflections, looking at them carefully and absorbing as much detail as she possibly could.  There were all types of photos and Casey imagined the lives of the boys and girls, the aunts and uncles, the mothers and fathers; all the people that had been in this house at one time or another.
The deeper Casey dug into the box, the more this cardboard treasure chest yielded its bounty of the history of this family and even the town of Belfast.  Now all Casey had to do was figure out who was who in the pictures and get a sense of their feelings, if possible.  She felt she was on to something useful here, and she still hadn’t gone through the entire box or even opened the other one!
She spent the rest of her night going through the remainder of the first box, stopping only to eat the delicious sandwich Gloria had brought to her.  When the clock struck midnight, Casey decided to head upstairs to her bedroom.  The rain continued to pelt Emerald Reflections, but Casey didn’t mind at all.  Sleep came easily to this woman who now sensed something possible for her next novel.
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