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The Super Chief drive-in was packed that night, as usual. It was warm that September, so I wore a white sweater, a black skirt, and black flat shoes. Rebel Without A Cause was playing and was about to come to an end. A sad ending. I cried with James Dean when he cried over Sal Mineo’s body after the police shot him dead. 

It was a fairly new drive-in theater, opening two years ago in June 1953. I loved going to the Glymont theatre on Glymont Road, right off Indian Head Highway. We usually went in the winter. But spring, summer, and fall, until the drive-in closed for the season, it was the Super Chief. 

My husband, Dr. Daniel Downs, who was a little tired from doing yard work all day that Saturday, looked over at me. I could see him looking at me out of the corner of my eye, I couldn’t take my eyes off the screen. Even as the movie ended. You know, in those days, when a movie ended, it ended. They didn’t have credits and hundreds of names rolling up the screen. 

Daniel, a small, wiry, handsome man with black glasses and thick curly hair, lit a cigarette as he started the car. And as we drove out of the drive-in, along with everybody else, it started to drizzle. 

The rain started to pick up a little bit as we headed south down route 210, Indian Head Highway, in our white 1950 Chevy Styleline 2 Door Sedan. Daniel turned the radio on and Love Is a Many Splendid Thing by The Four Aces was playing. It put me in a romantic mood. I was in one anyway. Danial and I played around a little bit before the movie came on.

I reached over and held Daniel’s hand as he drove, holding a small bucket of popcorn with the other. And I squeezed his hand every time he drifted off the road because he was starting to scare me. 

You look tired,“ I told him. ”Want me to drive?“

He shook his head and said, “Nah, we’ll be home in a minute. Why, do I look tired?” I nodded my head, grinning, adoring my husband. Daniel glanced over at me, playfully grinning himself. “I guess that would be your fault then.”

I looked at Daniel and smiled, pointing at myself. I said, “My fault?”

“Mmhm,” Daniel said, nodding. 

“How is it my fault?”

“You sure played around with me enough.” I turned away, laughing, a little embarrassed. “Maybe that’s why I’m tired, and drifting off the road. Sometimes I think that’s why you like taking me to the drive-in.” I started twirling my finger around his curly hair, playing with it. “Oh, of course. That’s always the fun part. You just can’t keep your hands to yourself, can you, Katie?”

I shook my head and became curious. I said, “When was the last time you went to your parents‘ house?”

“I haven’t been to the house in a while. Almost a month. I need to go check on it.” I nodded, perplexed and searching for words. He said, “I’ll probably leave the office early Monday.” 

“How early?”

“Probably around three o’clock. So I won’t be home too late.” 

Daniel glanced over at me. I could tell he was wondering why I asked. I said, “I was just wondering what y’all were going to do with the house. Since your mother doesn’t want to stay there by herself.”

“Yeah, she just can’t stay there by herself since dad died.”

I looked at Daniel, still curious. “What makes you want to hang onto the house so much?”

Daniel gave it some thought and sort of shrugged. “It’s still a relaxing place to be. I still love the house, I love going up there. I can fish. Hunt.”

I sighed, and I couldn’t help but smile, thinking about all the relaxation I used to get whenever Daniel took me to his childhood home. “And it’s on the water. It’s beautiful.”

Daniel grinned and nodded. “It still brings back fond memories for me.”

“So you’re not thinking about selling your mother’s house and our house and moving closer to the city?”

Daniel shook his head and looked at me. “You want to move closer to the city?”

I shook my head. “I like visiting D.C. I don’t know if I want to live there though. I just like the quietness we have here in Southern Maryland.”

“Well, I love it here. It’s home. We both grew up in this area, we should love it here.”

“You have a lot of people dying to move away from where they grew up. People who feel stuck anyway.”

“Glad I’m not one of those people.” 

I raised and kissed my husband’s hand, and when Daniel started coughing, he took the hand I kissed and put it over his mouth. 

It started raining hard, the raindrops smacking the windshield of our car. Daniel took one more puff from the cigarette, rolled the window down, and tossed it.

I said, “You need to get rid of those damn things, Dr. Downs. Before they kill you.”

Daniel looked at me and smiled. “Why? Am I the only doctor you know who smokes?”

“No. You’re the only doctor I’m married to who happens to smoke. And the only doctor I love, as a matter a fact.” Daniel leaned over and kissed me on the lips. “I want you to stop smoking. It concerns me.”

“I’ll try. How’s that?” I was glad to hear that, and it made me smile. “I guess that’s what I get for being born with bad lungs, huh.”

We turned off of Indian Head Highway onto Woodland Drive, where we lived.  As he approached our four-bedroom, red-bricked rambler, we noticed Uncle Jacob’s black pick-up truck parked in front of the house. As much as I loved Daniel’s uncle, this did not sit well with me.

“That looks like Jacob’s truck,” I said. 

“Yeah,” Daniel said. “That’s Uncle Jacob’s truck.”

“What is he doing here, I wonder.”

“Probably looking for something of his in the basement as usual,” Daniel said, pulling into our carport.

Uncle Jacob was always in our basement looking for something of his. He kept a lot of his stuff down there. He always complained his apartment in Indian Head wasn’t big enough. And Daniel and I didn’t mind him keeping some of his things in our basement. But still, there were times I wondered. What he was keeping down there?

I had a creepy feeling when Daniel and I walked into the house, a feeling I’d never had before walking into my own home. It was eerily dark and quiet. Our five-year-old son Marcus - in his Superman pajamas - was cuddled up under Druanne, our babysitter. And they were sleeping like the Sandman blessed them both at the same time. Our Zenith TV set was still on, all programming was done for the night. Back then the biggest TV set you could find was about twenty inches. The top of our coffee table had Druanne’s school books spread out like a deck of cards. Along with her finished homework of course. And there was an unfinished bowl of popcorn and two empty glasses beside it.

I was looking around, and I said, “Where’s Jacob?”

Druanne woke up when she heard my voice. She looked up at Daniel and me and smiled.

“He’s around here somewhere,” Daniel said, smiling and sitting down in his favorite chair. Then he looked over at Druanne, who sat up on the couch. “Well, what’re you smiling about, Dru?”

Druanne’s smile turned into a cute, schoolgirl giggle. Druanne Ray was 18 years old and tiny as a ladybug, with the most alluring hazel eyes and long luxuriant hair. She was wearing white tapered Pants with shoestring ties at the knee. And a black cotton shirt knotted at the waist. People called her the prettiest girl in town. And she was. “I’m smiling because I just had the best dream in the world,” she said. 

“Must’ve been a pretty nice dream, Dru,” I said, grinning.

“I was dreaming that I was walking across the stage to receive my diploma.”

Druanne couldn’t wait to graduate from high school. That’s all she talked about. “That’s a wonderful dream,” I said, stepping out of my shoes.

“Mmhm, and a wonderful dream that’s about to come true too,” Daniel said.

“You know we’re so proud of you, Dru,” I said.

“Yep,” Daniel said, nodding and still smiling, “and we’re going to be there to see you graduate too.”

“I’ll be so glad to see you guys there,” Druanne said, still nodding.

Then we heard a sound from the basement, and it scared Druanne, making her jump. She turned toward the basement and said,  “What was that?”

“That should be my uncle,” Daniel said.

Uncle Jacob stomped up the stairs from the basement. He was carrying a box of his tools. He was the best mechanic in town. He always wore old grungy overalls and black boots that looked like someone wore them in a war a hundred years ago. He smiled when he saw Daniel and I. He was like happy smiles in a photograph, Jacob was always smiling. He was a tall, lean man in his mid-forties. Daniel was a spitting image of his uncle, just as handsome as he could be. At the same time, Uncle Jacob was as run down as an old car, with years of alcohol abuse eating him away. We were happy when he declared he had stopped drinking his life away.

What made me uncomfortable with Jacob being there was Druanne was there babysitting Marcus. While Druanne was putting on her penny loafers and socks, she kept looking at Jacob, confused. I’m sure she was wondering why he was there. And how did he get in without her knowing? That was one thing I loved about Druanne. She took her babysitting job seriously. 

“Hey Uncle Jacob,” Daniel said.

Jacob shot us a nod and said, “Hey nephew. Hey Katie.” Then Jacob stared over at Dru a minute, infatuation swarming him. My stomach
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