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This book is dedicated to all those who found life a challenge every day for the past two-plus years.
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# 1

A Glimpse of Someone's Life at Different Ages-

As a Journal Entry
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I was thinking today about the different stages of my life. I was born the third daughter of my parents. The first picture I have is with my Godparents at age a few months. I am a very plumb little girl.

The next picture is me at age four with my mother and an uncle who is a priest. We, I think, are visiting him at the rectory. I have long ringlets and a cute little hat that my Mom made. I was adorable then.

The next thing I think about is when I can now remember. My parents had a party for my first communion, and I remember that my younger two brothers were asleep upstairs. When Mom went to check on them, she found that my brother George had taken a tube of her lipstick and smeared it all over himself and my younger brother Joe. My uncle took pictures, and everyone laughed.

The next scene in my memory is when I was in grade school. My father was the janitor for our church, so we went to a Catholic school with nuns. They looked like penguins when I first started. As I got older, all that became familiar. I enjoyed going to school and learning.

At age thirteen, I started High School, and for the first few years, I stayed focused until the boys started to talk to me during breaks. We would go outside in the fenced yard to smoke. Yes, that was permitted back then. Wanting to be in the cool crowd, I start to smoke just before my thirteenth birthday. In time I found out that wasn’t such a cool thing to do after all.

During my first two years of high school, my grades were like in grade school and at the top of the level. Mostly all A’s and a few B’s. In grade eleven, something happened, and I was distracted from my studies and began to skip school with my friends. Some days we would go to the next state and walk along the ocean.

At the end of eleventh grade, I quit school and got a job in a factory making bedspreads from the very beginning. I worked on several machines at a time. My Mom was disappointed but kept it to herself.

At age seventeen, someone raped me, and then I gave up on life. Shortly afterward, I got pregnant, got married, and moved far away.

# 2

Walking Through a Park on a Spring Day-

Internal Monologue
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Wow, look how the flowers are starting to come up. It is such a nice warm day. The sun is shining, and I am enjoying it. The only thing that is weird is that there are no people here. I am totally alone walking through this cemetery.

Look at all these old graves. John Connors, Born 1824-Died 1834. Jacob Jones, 1640-1670. This is so cool. It looks like all these graves are for soldiers who died in some war.

I see a section of stones that seem to be just for priests and nuns. I hope they are all getting together up there in heaven and having parties. If I was one of them, that’s what I would do. No more habits, no more Masses, or maybe God will make them still do that.

A squirrel just crossed over the grass in front of me. Wonder where it’s going and if the little guy can find enough food. I watch as it scurries up a tree to a large nest at the top. This is the only time that can be seen because soon, the leaves will fill the tree, and it will be hiding.

Enough of the cemetery. I want to go down to the mall at the bottom of the hill and have a look around. I love spring. I love to watch things grow, and the birds come back to nest. There are a couple of robins. Now I am sure this is really spring. I know the park is in between the cemetery and the mall, so I guess I will wander through it.

The swings are all covered with police tape. The slides are too. It is a sad time for me because I enjoy watching all the mothers with their small children playing. The basketball court is closed too. I hope next spring will be better. No more viruses, more regulations, or people dying from it.

I feel numb now and want to turn back around and just go home. All of this sadness is just too much to bear. I still am enjoying the sound of the birds singing, with no virus in their world. A couple more squirrels just ran past. I should have thought to bring some nuts with me to leave around the tress for them.

Oh well, time to go home. The park is too quiet; so much of it is eerie. I know there are some people out there somewhere enjoying this nice spring day, but no one, I guess, has made it to the park.

Walking in the park on a spring day is usually a joy, but not today. Maybe spring will not be over when the illness is gone. Maybe not. I think we were told to stay in until June, so then summer will come. What then?

I know what I can do. Imagine a normal day in spring where I can go for a walk in the park. I can then see anything I want to. Children playing, laughing, and crying. The boys shout out each time they make a basket on the court. This is so much better than reality. I will put it into my memory and use it on the days when I feel housebound and want so desperately to go outside and walk in the park.  
# 3

Someone Who Finds a Secret Passageway in Their House

––––––––
[image: ]


Jill was pulling a book out when she spotted a latch behind it. Wondering what it could be, pulled out a few more books to look. She grabbed it with one hand and pulled on it. The first time nothing happened, so she pulled it again, and the bookcase next to her opened up.

Jill carefully peeked behind it to see what was there. A narrow stairway of three steps going down somewhere. She proceeded to go behind the open door and went down the steps. When she reached the bottom and turned right, there was a long tunnel in front of her.

Carefully, Jill made her way along the wall to an entrance to a series of tunnels before her. Which way to go? Wondering where all of them led to, she decided to follow each one to the end and then return and take the next one.

She decided to try the one directly in front of her first. As she walked, it became darker and darker. Jill reached in her pocket and pulled out her cell phone, turning on the small flashlight it provided.

Shining it along the right wall, she saw some kind of markings and stopped to look at them. They looked like something written a long time ago and were a series of symbols.

There was one of two people, one holding a baby. A cart and horse and several others she had no idea what they could be. She took a few pictures and continued on her way.

The tunnel ended with a brick wall closing it off. She turned back and made her way to where the others had been. When she reached the series of tunnels, Jill went to the right and started to walk.

This one was consumed with spider webs and smelled terrible. She turned the flashlight back on, and the webs became even thicker, causing her to cough. Jill decided to turn back and explore that one later when she had something to clear out the spider's webs.

Going to her left, Jill could see more light in this tunnel and put her cell phone back in her pocket. She walked towards the light as it got brighter and brighter. At times it seemed to blind her where she had to put her hand over the top of her eyes to see.

When she got to where she assumed was the end, there was what looked like an altar and several religious statues in a circle around the area. Whatever could this have been, she thought. Where was the bright light now? When she entered the chamber, it disappeared and became a very low blue lighting.

She knew her parents had purchased this house from a church group that had long moved on. What could they have been doing here deep in the ground below the house? Could that group have been a cult or something worse? She didn't know but needed to ask her father about it later.

When she was four, her mother had died of a strange illness. Did this place have anything to do with that? Now frightened, Jill made her way back to the stairs and went back into her father's office. She closed the door and put all the books back on the shelve. She would check the tunnels again another day after she had spoken to her father to find out what he knew about them.
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NOTE: This prompt resulted in a published book.  Haven House-Unearthed Danger Lies Below.

# 4

"It Was Just Here!"
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"It was just here!" I shouted as I searched my pockets for the missing item. Patting down my jacket first.  I had it when shopping at Walmart because before going in, I took them off from around my neck.

My mother's rosary has been with me since the day she gave them to me just before she passed.  They were a gift to her on the day of her first communion. Frazzled, I started to slip my hands into every pocket of my jeans.  Nothing.

Panic set in, thinking maybe they dropped out of the small hole in my top jacket pocket, but I never heard anything hit the ground.  Of course, when I was in the parking lot, there was a lot of noise from all the cars racing back and forth, trying to find a place to park.

There was nothing in any of my pockets.  The rosary wasn't anywhere.  I started to cry. My daughter heard me and came into the room, asking what was wrong.

"I can't find Grandma's rosary.  You know how I take it off from around my neck when in the stores after what that nasty lady said to me one time.  I put it in a pocket, and now it isn't in any of them."

"Mom, it will be okay.  Maybe we should drive back to the store and look for it."

"Okay, but first, I have to put away the groceries that go in the freezer and fridge, so nothing spoils."

The two of them did that together, leaving the other bags on the counter, and headed for the car.  The Walmart was only a few blocks away, so they were there in a flash.

"Mom, you go look in the store and mall area.  I will check the parking lot."

They had parked in the same exact spot where she had been the
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	Get dressed and go for a walk before breakfast to get the muscles moving.

	Listen to stimulating music while eating breakfast.

	Set up my computer for the day to write for at least two hours about anything.

	Go out after lunch again and walk the two blocks to the main intersection.

	Work on creative things like videos and animations for book releases.
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