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			THE RESTORATION

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 1

			Officer Anna Curran adjusted her mirrors before she pulled out of the parking lot of the apartment complex. Her brand new, hot off the lot, 2013 Dodge RT Classic Challenger was packed tight with what little personal belongings she had. Once she hit the main road, she cranked up the stereo. Even though she wanted to turn right back around, she did not. She just kept going until she hit Interstate I-75 South. When Anna saw the sign that read, ‘Now Leaving Michigan’, she knew there was no going back…

			Two weeks prior, her father’s lawyer contacted Anna. What baffled her was the fact that she had not heard anything from her father in over twenty years. Now, all of a sudden, this guy shows up to inform her that she has inherited the house and the large property the house was on. However, she only received half of the life insurance money. She did not give a shit about the house, and she would be selling it as soon as she could. Anna did not want anything of her father’s; however, she did not mind keeping the money. It was not enough to make her a wealthy woman, but she would be comfortable for a while. It also did not hurt that she had plenty enough to pay cash for the car that she was currently driving. Anna felt it was the least her dead father could have done. Surprisingly, she was not the only person mentioned in her father’s will; her younger half-sister, who was also a beneficiary and the one who had received the other half of the life insurance money. Of course, she was not at all troubled by that notion either. Anna did not really care. She had her car, her money, and her freedom to go wherever she wanted. Unfortunately, Tennessee was absolutely not on her list of places to visit, let alone live there, but that is where her father’s property was, and, unfortunately, where she had to go.

			The vibration in her seat from the double woofers in the trunk, placed Anna in another world. Her only focus was the open road ahead of her. She began to daydream about her life and what she wanted to do, once she rid herself of the property that she had never asked for. At least here was enough money to live on while she worked on her father’s farmhouse, because she was certain it would most likely need a lot of work. Although, she did need to decide whether to update it to a modern style, or simply just fix it up as is. She pondered both ideas for a while, continuing her dreams of selling it for a decent profit. Then her daydreams were suddenly replaced with red and blue flashing lights, which had snapped her back into reality.

			“Oh, shit,” Anna swore, looking up into her rear-view mirror, then back down at the speedometer.

			The state trooper was hot on her tail, and she immediately pulled over as soon as the traffic allowed. This could so not be happening to her right now. Anna reached for the glove box to get her insurance and registration, before the cop asked for it. While she was fumbling through her purse for her license, there was a tap on the side of the car.

			“License and registration, ma’am,” the officer stated, then removed his sunglasses before he looked over her information. “Are you aware of the speed I clocked you at, miss?”

			“No, sir,” Anna stated, then handed over the requested materials.

			“You were doing ninety in a sixty-five. Do you know I could take you in for reckless driving?”

			“Oh, please no. I am on my way to Tennessee to settle my late father’s estate and see to his funeral. I honestly did not realize that I was speeding. Could I please just have the ticket instead?” Anna inquired innocently, then showed him her badge.

			The officer lowered his eyes and passed back her information to her. He pulled out his pad and began to write up her ticket. 

			“I’m going to let you off with a warning this time, since you’re a fellow officer, and just passing through. But if I catch you again, I’ll be taking you in. Regardless, of being a fellow police officer. Understand?”

			“Yes, sir. Thank you. I really appreciate it. I promise to slow it down,” she stated.

			“I sure hope so, miss. By the way, that’s a fine piece of machinery you’re driving. Just keep your heavy foot in check. Have a good day now, Officer Curran, and drive safe,” he added.

			“Yes, sir. You have a good day too, officer,” she said, then waited until he pulled out, before she got back on the road again. 

			Anna made a mental reminder to never speed through the state of Kentucky again. At least she was already halfway to Tennessee, and she made sure to slow it down a pace for the rest of the way… 

			***

			“Welcome To Tennessee,” the sign read as Anna crossed the state line. The GPS  interrupted her music, as it guided her to her destination. To the middle of nowhere, it should have said, instead of the address she typed in on the touch screen. She could not believe that she had left the big city of Detroit, for backwoods country living. At least she had no intention of staying here forever. As soon as she sold the house, she was out of there.

			The further Anna drove, the more she felt lost. The GPS was still working, but she was unable to see any sign of what she had deemed as being modern. Her Plum Crazy Purple Challenger hugged the tight curves, as she cautiously drove along the winding roads. When she thought she had cleared the gooseneck roads, she found herself going down into what seemed like a ravine. She was grateful to be in the new car, as opposed to her old car that she used to have, which had bad brakes, and would not have ever made it down this steep hill. Not in one piece anyway. Once she was at the base of the hill, the road curved around, then coiled up around another hill. This time, it was climbing up the hill, but the Challenger went up it as if it were a flat racetrack. Her old car would have never made it up this hill. It would have died out before they were a quarter of the way up. 

			The bold purple of the hood gleamed in the sunlight, as it capped over the top of the hill. It felt more like a mountain to her, though. At the top, there were beautiful rolling green hills, and she could see the mountains from where she was now. Anna thought she had to be close to her father’s house by now. The image of the car on the screen showed that she had only a few more miles to go, and she anticipated the sound of ‘you have arrived at your destination’ by the GPS. There was nothing here, but fields, trees, and wooden fences for miles.

			The GPS had finally announced her arrival, as she pulled into the long gravel driveway. The house was centered in the front, but with all the overgrowth around it, she could not tell much about the backyard yet. Anna parked the car, and then grabbed the envelope with the keys to the front door. 

			“Well, shit,” she said, as her shoes sank into the soft peat gravels, and she stumbled.

			After regaining her footing, she made her way to the front porch. It was small in size, and creaked as she climbed the discolored steps. She lost her balance while holding on to the wobbly railing. Mental notes were made, as she counted all of the repairs that would have to be done. The screen fell out when she pulled the metal frame open by the plastic black handle. She looked over at the pale-yellow paint that was peeling from the siding, then fitted herself between the screen door. The key fit in the lock without a problem, and she gave it a slight turn before pushing open the front door. 

			“Oh, my. What the fuck is that smell?” Anna stated out loud, as the smell of old cologne, cigarettes, and mildew attacked her sinuses.

			 Uncontrollable sneezing followed, and tears filled her dark brown eyes. Anna wasted no time trying to find every window that she could in the house, then opened each one of them. She ignored all of the dead bug collections in the windowsills and in the light covers when she flipped the switches on. She was surprised that the power was still on, as she went into the kitchen. 

			“Oh, gross. That is just fucking disgusting,” she said, gagging at all of the dirty dishes that were still piled up in the sink, and the rotten smell gave an instant indication that any of the leftover food on those plates was now moldy. 

			Anna looked around for a dishwasher and found herself the only one available. She shook her head before she opened the fridge door, dreading what was inside, and it was shut just as quickly as it was opened. Anna gagged, choking down the bile that threatened to come up. 

			“That’s enough of this tour,” she stated, and left the kitchen.

			Anna had not even bothered to notice the side door in the kitchen, and walked back through the living room to go outside. She wanted to see what was out back, then quickly left the house. While remembering to be cautious on the porch, she was not thoughtful enough to watch where she was stepping when she walked around the porch. 

			“Son-of-a-bitch! Could this place get any worse?” Anna swore to herself, as a lovely mud hole nearly ate her shoe, had she not pulled it out in time. 

			Anna found a patch of grass to try and clean the mud off, but it was so not helping. The shoes were not an actual name brand, but they were her favorite, and the only good pair she had with her. She held onto a tree for balance, while she scraped off the mud with her fingers. Then she tried to wipe the majority of the mud off her petite digits, by dragging them along the tree bark. However, that did not get it all off, and she would have to wash up, before she left for town.

			Anna walked behind the house, and then saw an old barn that was in even worse condition than the house. She had not noticed any animals gratefully, then proceeded to open the doors. Taking in a deep breath, she pulled open the large double doors. A sigh of relief escaped her lips that nothing had flown out at her. 

			“What the fuck is that?” Anna muttered, and to her surprise, nestled inside was an old rust bucket of a car. She could not even tell what kind it was, only that it was hideous to behold. 

			Anna closed the barn doors, then made her way back to the house to clean off the mud from her shoes, and wash her hands. 

			“Fuck my life! Really? Why? Can this day get any worse?” she shouted, as water shot out from the bathroom sink, spraying her white button-up blouse and grey dress slacks. She was confident now that she could win any wet T-shirt contest. 

			The chill of the cold water made her large nipples stand at attention, like obedient soldiers. She looked at the dirty water in the sink, which seemed to look cleaner than the rest of the bathroom in comparison. 

			“So, even in life, my estranged father was not only a deadbeat, but a total slob as well,” she observed, not at all surprised. 

			Anna finished cleaning the caked-on mud off her shoes, and after washing her hands, she found a towel to dry off with, which she had hoped was at least somewhat clean. She looked at her appearance in the cloudy mirror to repair her bangs, then finger-combed her long, black hair.

			“I suppose that I am decent enough to go into town now,” she mused, looking at herself in the mirror. Her clothes would dry fast enough, with the windows rolled down in the car, as hot as it was outside. 

			Anna left for town after programming the GPS; it was the only way she would get out of these woods. It seemed as though town was an hour away, but it was only half that. 

			“How quaint for such a small town,” she stated, observing the little sign read Willemwood, population of 1,200. 

			The speed limit through town was fifteen, which gave her a chance to look around. There were several old buildings, with mom and pop shops galore. The one that came to mind first was the local restaurant. 

			“Yes, finally. Somewhere to eat,” she said, famished. She smiled when she parked the car in front of the only restaurant in town that she had seen thus far. It had such a charming name, too, Carl’s Diner. 

			Now, that was definitely a small-town diner name. Luckily, in this small-town, someone would know of whom she could hire to haul off all the junk off the property, and also do some repairs on the house…

			 Anna entered the restaurant and sat at the bar. She looked around at the 1950s-inspired style of the diner. The only waitress walked over to the table in her old-fashioned uniform, then spoke to her with a heavy southern accent.

			“What can I do ya for, miss?”

			“I’m not sure, exactly. Do you have a menu, perhaps, that I could look at?” Anna requested, then skimmed the woman from her bright-red hair to her hot pink lipstick.  

			“You ain’t from around these parts, are ya?”

			“No, ma’am, I am not,” Anna replied.

			“Where ya from then? Not from these parts for sure. You have a funny accent,” the waitress remarked.

			“I’m from Detroit, actually,” Anna stated politely, smiling up at the waitress.

			“Hey Carl! We got us here a big city girl, all the ways from Detroit!” The waitress turned around, shouting at the cook.

			“Fancy that!” Carl replied. “What’s she havin?”

			“What’ll you be havin, darlin?” The waitress inquired, pulling out an ink pen from her bright-red hair.

			“May I please, just have a large order of french fries?” Anna asked.  

			“Carl!”

			“Yeah!”

			“She’s just havin fries!” the waitress shouted back.

			“That’s all?” Carl questioned, from the kitchen.

			“Is that okay?” Anna asked fearfully.

			“It’s fine, hun, you order whatever you want. Oh, and where are my manners? I’m Lucy, by the way, and that there’s Carl, in the kitchen,” she stated. “Oh, he’s also my husband, we’ve been together since high school. What’s your name?”

			“My name is Anna,” she added politely.

			“What brings you to our neck of the woods?”  Lucy asked.

			“I am here to settle my late father’s estate,” Anna told her.

			“Oh, may I ask who dear? In case I know him?” 

			“William Thomas. He was the detective here, before he had retired,” Anna explained.

			“Did ya hear that, Carl? This gal’s, Will’s youngin,” Lucy called back to the kitchen.

			“You don’t say?” Carl stated, looking up from the grill.

			Anna tapped her fingers on the counter, wishing she had not said a word. Perhaps they could recommend someone to do the work that she needed done at the farmhouse. 

			“That Will Thomas was a good man. I’m so sorry to hear that he’d passed on. I was wonderin’ where he’d been these last few weeks. He used to come in everyday for lunch. Hey, I remember him bringing you in here when you were just a wee tot, and your mother sometimes too,” Lucy added.

			“I’m sorry to say that I do not actually remember you, or even coming here as a child. However, I am surprised that you didn’t hear about it sooner, as small as this town is,” Anna stated.

			“Oh, well, it’s not as small as you city folk might think it is,” Lucy added.

			“I suppose so. By the way, I was hoping that you could direct me to someone who could haul away some junk for me?” Anna inquired.

			“Order up!” Carl shouted, ringing the bell, as the hot plate of fries was placed in the window. 

			“Here ya go, hun,” Lucy stated, then set the plate down. “Careful it’s hot,” she added.

			“Thank you,” Anna said.

			“Well, you enjoy. You might oughta stay awhile. This town kinda grows on you after while,” Lucy stated, smiling.

			Anna tuned out the waitress’s ramblings about how she and her husband came from the next town over, while she eagerly ate her fries before they got cold. The fries were not too bad, better than she had expected them to be, for a small hole in the wall diner. Then she remembered that the lady went into her digressive life story, and never answered her question. Anna wiped her mouth and decided that she had better remind her now.

			 “What did you say the name of the place was? Where I could find the help I need to haul off my junk?” Anna inquired again.

			“Oh, silly me prattling on about my life, and I never answered your question. I’m sorry, darlin. The place you’re looking for is CJ’s Garage. Jack’s the best, and only mechanic in town. He also has a side job as a handyman. Nice feller, got the place from his daddy Charles Jackson,” Lucy answered. “You know that poor kid has gone through so much, but he has never let it get him down. His momma got cancer when he was practically just a boy, and it left his daddy to raise him all alone. Then, just a couple of years ago, his daddy got sick and passed away too,” she added.

			“I am so sorry to hear that. So, where is the garage located?” Anna questioned.

			“Oh, it’s just on up the road a little ways. You honestly couldn’t miss it, it has a great big ‘ole red and white sign on the building,” Lucy stated, setting the bill on the table. 

			“Thank you, for all of the information that you have given me. Please keep the change, and have a good day,” Anna said, passing the waitress a twenty, leaving the diner in search of CJ’s Garage.

			“Of course, darlin. Hey, be sure to come back now, ya hear?” Lucy shouted after her.

			At the far end of town was CJ’s Garage. Anna pulled up in front of the building. The front two doors were open, but she did not see anyone inside. When she got out of the car, she was sure the sound of the car door slamming shut would alarm someone to her presence, but as she walked in, the sound of classic rock filled the building.

			“Hello. Hello. Is anyone here?” Anna called out, walking past the car that had the hood up, and found the radio on the bench. 

			Although it was not her place to turn it down, she took it upon herself to do so anyway. All of a sudden, just below her, a man rolled out from underneath the car.

			“Hey! Why did you go and turn off the radio for? Who are you? Is there something I can help you with, ma’am?”

			“You must be CJ, I presume?” Anna inquired, her cheeks flamed hot, glaring at him until he stood up. 

			The younger man was a lot taller than she had expected, and she had to look up at his grease-covered face. When he extended his hand to her, she took one look at his hands and  placed hers behind her back. He must have gotten the hint, and grabbed the towel on the front of the car to wipe off his hands.

			 “Actually, that’s what my late father went by. Everybody around here just calls me Jack, short for Jackson. I take it you’re not from around here. Let me guess, you’re from out of town, and your car died, or has a flat tire, or you drove it into a ditch, and need a tow-truck, that’s my favorite excuse. So, which is it, miss?”

			“Actually, I have no need for any of the above services that you just listed. As you can see,” she stated, pointing at her Challenger.

			The mechanic’s eyes widened as he walked out towards her car. She watched as he walked all
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