
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Moving On

 


Kathleen Gabriel

 


Copyright 2015 Kathleen Gabriel

 


Smashwords Edition

 


License Notes

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
use only, then please return to your favorite ebook retailer and
purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of
this author.

 



 


 


 


I had to apologize to my husband, Kevin
before I could go on to my next life. My dead body in Bill’s bed
made that pretty clear.

I had no breath with which to speak, and so I
would have to write him a note.

But grasping a pen with these wispy fingers
was not easy, and it was nearly impossible to drag one across
paper, let alone to make it write. Daily I struggled with it, and
every evening I watched Kevin drink Maker’s Mark, staring at
Simpsons reruns without laughing. I ached to clasp him to my
insubstantial bosom, but when I drew near to comfort him, he got up
and put on a sweater.

But sometimes he went out. It always
surprised me so much that I couldn’t drift to the garage in time to
get into the car. Where did he go? Instead of drinking at home,
alone, maybe he was going to a bar. I wanted to find out. And if no
one there would talk to him, maybe I could keep my poor sweetie
company.

One night I was in the garage looking at my
garden tools, wondering what he was going to do with them, when
Kevin got home from work. He left the car door open, so either he
forgot to close it, or he was going out.

I slipped into the car to wait, just in case.
After all, I had no pressing need to stay home. I didn’t have to
cook dinner. Or eat. Or go to the bathroom. All I had was time.

He drove to our friend, Dot’s house and I
flowed up the sidewalk with him. She greeted him at the door with a
warm smile and a ladylike handshake. Dot was always charming. Kevin
did well to visit her.

I slid in the door alongside him. As soon as
she got the door closed, Dot clamped her arms around Kevin’s neck
and greeted him with a sloppy kiss. What the hell?

“Move in with me, now that the old bat is
dead,” she said.

He stiffened and glanced at the floor. “Not
yet. We have to wait a decent period.”

Old bat! Old bat? I flew around the room. I
wanted to shred his toupee. I wanted to throw her Precious Moments
plates off the mantel. But the only physical thing I had taught
myself to do was to hold a pen.

I had been going to write him a note of
apology.

I was a birdbrain.

The next day I practiced more useful things
than holding a stupid pen, and the next time Kevin went out, I was
ready.

But he didn’t drive to Dot’s house. He headed
toward my friend, Shirley’s. She was a great person, always full of
fun, and never had a bad word to say about anyone. She’d be able to
cheer him up. I wondered why he was going to




























cover.jpg





