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Colonial Manor II

Sweet Revenge



Marsha walks up the twisting dirt path, “Colonial Man-r” the old sign with the missing “o” weathered by sea air shows her the way. A small hump looks too challenging, the thirty-eight-year-old turns back to the bay, evergreens painted on the hillside frame the used grey wash water dotted with lobster pots and the hundreds of bobbing boats and ships, above a yellowish green layer hangs over the water. The floating caravan moored to the shore with chains and ropes; now serves as home to thousands. The ghostly mist pushed by the incoming wind brings a purplish tint to the pale complexion sided by the shiny black pig tails. Marsha wipes her nose. A small wet rubbery sound announces another cold. Her hand absentmindedly moves to the pleated wool skirt, the blue and white gingham rebels at absorbing the semi-liquid. The anxiety level subdued by the air and openness of ocean forever before her, she turns back to the hill and Mom.


The hump, a slight rise in the dirt path from the rocks of Maine below, gives way. Upward she walks to the two-story old south replica, housing fifty of Boothbay’s most exclusive citizens. Mom, applied at sixty, accepted at sixty-nine and one year later it’s, ‘Graduation Day’. Colonial Manor sits in the woods on the point of Southport, once an Inn and restaurant for New York/New Jersey tourists. The aging structure’s exterior stripped by the acrid air of its stately white, now dressed in weathered grey wood, alone on the hill, a home for aged wealthy clients. The tree line approximately two hundred feet below the manor, the spreading vessel of age takes nature’s brunt from an angry sea, and harbors her human guests’ fragile bones from the reality of a decaying world. Most of the missing windowpanes are now sealed by an air tight interior titanium shell. The thickening mist burns Marsha’s throat and nose, tears try to wash the moist burning acid from her eyes. Breath comes in large gulps, dizziness, fatigue, nausea all attack the strong mother of six, her legs wobble, forty feet separate Marsha from the inside and pure air. The pollution that forced her family to the sea becomes so thick only the small flashing blue light at the top of the Colonial Manor’s flagpole is visible in the cloud. In two hours, the clouds would have lifted another fifty feet and made the trek easier, but Mom had scheduled her graduation for eight a.m.


Marsha wondered if it were not just another of Mom’s attempts at getting even with her.


“Your Mother will love it,” Bob said. “All the rich people go there. That you can provide your mother with the best care afforded only to the wealthy should flatter her. Being at Colonial Manor is the greatest gift to a parent we can give.” Marsha remembered the urging of her husband and the dizziness of a crushing anxiety that accompanied each plea he made. Then the day he mustered the family into the galley for a vote, the boiled kelp smell laid heavy in the room, six brown-haired young replicas, each in their appointed place along the table, Marsha refused to vote. Mom sat speechless, the children, her grandchildren all voted for Grandma to go to Colonial Manor.


Mary Alice Hadley didn’t move. Her face remained cast in a twisted smile. Nothing seemed to phase her during the proceeding. The silver hair tainted with occasional streaks of brown pushed back from her face by nervous fingers, droopy eyelids colored by allergies, puffy cheeks swollen but appearing dried yellow like old paper. A brittle face dotted with flashing brown eyes, the whites like all humans, yellow, angry fixed on various objects on the table, a shaker, a random spoon, vinegar bottle, soy sauce, the white wine decanter. Mary Alice’s mouth thin, tight with lips stretched across the teeth, and twisted upward in the corner, just one corner, askew from the thin straight aristocratic nose, turned upward, cocked like the hammer on a gun, she sat ready, but never moving, just waiting. The sardonic expression, the smile of a scoundrel having stolen the pennies from a dead man’s eyes, the knowing grin, the haunting feature scrawled onto the parchment of Mary Alice Hadley’s being.


“As Captain of the vessel, Good Times, by the power vested in me, I decree the vote official and order you, Mary Alice Hadley to vacate the ship and move to Colonial Manor,” Bob said with a certain pride of being the Captain of a boat which did not sail.


The same authoritative manner that attracted Marsha to Bob eighteen years before, grabbed her by the nape of her neck, she regurgitated, swallowed, her hand autonomously wiped at the small drool that escaped her mouth. She watched Mom as she stood slowly, touched the wood tabletop to steady herself. The smile twisted tighter; she surveyed each child slowly. The eyes of her sixty-nine years glistened, but no tear formed, she turned toward Marsha.


“We’ll make the arrangements tomorrow, Marsha. I love you all,” she said and moved away from the table toward the ladder and her space in the cabin.


Arriving at the door, her handshakes spasmodically with the breath rushing in and out, finally on the button, the light flickers as the pressure moves in and out from her finger. The door opens Marsha half collapses into the body of a young man, handsome, twenty-five, tan, muscular, his smile turns down as he catches the limp body falling toward him.


Steadied by his strength, buoyed by the oxygen of the inside, Marsha rights herself, brushes the dull black pigtails absentmindedly with her hands, “Marsha Wellston, to see Mrs. Hadley, Mary Alice Hadley,” she says upward in large gulps to the sparkling blue eyes engulfed in white, a flash of white enamel reminds Marsha of why Colonial Manor is best for Mom.


The man straightens her with a slight effort and turns to lead her down the short egg shell painted corridor lined with vases of flowers, pictures of a once sunny coastline of Maine, and golden holders bearing brilliant white candles all lit and flickering from streams of purified circulating air.


The attendant’s rubber soled deck shoes squeak with impact on the black and white checkerboard marble floor. Khaki slacks, starched tight, house the massive thighs, topped by a white V-neck terry shirt, the muscle definition races up and down his arms as they swing by his side. The easy stride and confident air remind Marsha of Bob when they walked at Kennebunk, and Crane’s beach, before the children, before life on the sea. Her braless nipples tingled, she felt them against the coarse wool knit sweater; the movement excited her, an electric shock ran from her belly button downward, she remembered Bob and the beach and the times before children and the sea.


On a beach of sand, unlike Boothbay’s rocks, they lay, promises of love, fidelity, whispers of good times, vows to cherish, an oath till death to honor, naked, warm, soft in August, a naughty wind pushed goose bumps up her legs, along her stomach, and across her nipples. Marsha could remember how her body jerked in small twitches when Bob’s hand followed the wind across the taunt young torso.


Times before, gone, gone, gone like waves against the rocks, gone, gone, gone, the pounding, like the deafening roar of a winter storm. Gone, gone, gone all gone. Left behind love in autumn the gentle arrogant man that captured her heart reduced to anger, violence, shamed by a climate and lobstering a coastline all but dead. The twenty-hour days moving in the constant acid mist fighting for spots with others, the angry yellowish-red eyes glaring from the dark circles in the hollow caves of his face. A Bob dead years ago, walked before her. The tight muscles contracting with the steady confident steps, the small peak of hair on his neck, just a tip of brown soft shiny hair pointing downward toward the powerful back used to pull her to him. The arms so massive, powerful, to hold her, protect her, make her feel warm, safe, like a child, sure of tomorrow. This man, this god, alive, safe, unlike her now archaic husband. Bob wrenched into terror, sentenced to toil a lifetime on a faceless earth, in the smell and stench of hell. The gnawing, screaming pain inside she watched her six children slip from a smile into the nightmare. All boys, all men, all scheduled to follow that path, and their mother serving them, doomed to watch each die, trapped like their lobsters, a feast for time.


“Mrs. Hadley decided to go ahead with graduation and there was no way to contact you. However, we
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