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The author dedicates this short story to Roxie who survived a terminal illness against all odds for two years before we lost him.

Catherine Parks put her hand on the door handle, afraid of what she might not find. She should have done this weeks ago. Before she opened the door of her neighbor's house, she pressed her red lips together, shoulders pushed back. Dark clouds crawled overhead. The night was of little ease to her toiling mind. There was a scary feel to the place but this did not distract her from entering David Sparrow's house while he was sleeping. Ever since she saw David he fascinated her with his child-like simplicity. Through the voile curtains, she could make out his dog's silhouette in the entrance hall, gazing at her with yellow eyes. She glanced at her own reflection in the window visible in the dim opalescence of the moon. She was a beautiful woman in her late thirties with dark hair and  blue eyes.

When Catherine found the right village in the countryside four months earlier, after many years of searching, she found the perfect home. A beautiful little dollhouse that needed a lot of work, but with the right view and in a quiet street. The very silence of the place appeared a source of peril which did not bother her. The landscape ran, laughing, downhill into the village. That's all she wanted for years. She could not believe her luck, having found such loveliness in a small, isolated village. At night, the velvet of the cloudless sky grew darker, and the stars more luminous.

Her closest neighbor was quiet, almost like a hermit, she learned from the villagers. She watched his house every day, but there was no sign of life, and the curtains were always tight. His yard was tiny and was overgrown with wild plants and trees. She saw him at least once a week when he went to the store to buy some groceries. He was a silhouette of gray hair, beard and a beer-belly with his dog on a blue leash. His clothes were often simple. A cold, hard, frosty  poor man was his prevalent characteristic. Although she kept her distance from the villagers, this man's eccentric ways attracted her. She wanted to meet him and introduce herself to him, but he never gave her the opportunity and ignored her presence.

George, the storekeeper told her that David was actually friendly, had lived there for many years, but also often visited his only daughter in the city. 

"Yes, he is a strange fellow, but someone who chose to spend his time alone with his faithful dog," he noted. "We got used to him and do not interfere. We invited him to our social events but after just ignoring us, we decided to leave him alone." 

As the years passed the villagers learned some details about David's past. He apparently ran away from home at an early age in order to escape his abusive parents and make a living. He had several jobs and could not remain long in one place. His wife left him after a couple of years but he remained close to his daughter. He went from job to job until he inherited from his aunt and chose a life of solitude with his dog in this village. Rumour had it that his daughter asked him to live with her and he was strongly considering it.

The quiet neighbor in the beginning perfectly suited Catherine, because she could go as she pleased without anyone bothering her. She immediately signed the year on year lease. After all, the place gently laid a soothing touch upon her soul.

"I'm a writer and want to write my first book here," she told the curious villagers. "I need the silence and this cottage and the village is the perfect place." They stopped asking why they never saw her, and instead, asked her about her book’s progress. 

"My writing is going really well, thanks," she told anyone who asked with a friendly wave of her hand. The women left her alone. The men were more persistent, charmed by her beauty, but soon realized that she had no romantic interest in them at all.

Catherine also told the same story to her friends who were initially surprised that she exchanged urban life for the countryside. But they knew her to be mercurial, and wondered only what her next step might be. 

The first time Catherine and David looked each other in the eye was a month earlier. One morning, she stood at her window, reflecting on her reasons for coming to this village. The low hills on the horizon wore a haze of living blue. Then she saw something in the distance, or rather someone. It was the figure of David Sparrow with his dog. No woman would be easily attracted to such a man, but his aloof attitude made Catherine more determined to meet him. There was nothing more she wanted than to be invited to his house, even though she knew it  had to be just as filthy inside as outside. Thrilled to the depths of her being she smiled at him.

Their eyes met for a couple of seconds, and Catherine gulped back her excitement. David glared back at her, took his dog to his collar and disappeared into his house without smiling back. His curtains moved and she knew he was watching her through the window. The little incident seemed to throb with significance. So she walked firmly outside and stood in front of his fence. She curled her lip with defiant scorn, clenching her jaw and yelled.

"I'm here to stay, David Sparrow. It's a real pity that you do not like neighbors near you or want to know me, but that's how it is. We'll have to try and get along. You cannot forever ignore me or be so rude."  A vast silence crept through the trees, but she
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