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She didn't look very well, and frankly she didn't smell very
good either. But Library Director Natalie Drew felt a tug at her
heartstrings every time she heard the soft jingle of a chime as the
front door opened, and Sadie Hopkins came inside. She would edge
sideways into the foyer, usually catching her frayed shopping bag
on the door frame as she struggled to hang on to the bag and propel
herself inside the main section right by the check out desk.

The desk clerks got very busy in the rear of the book sorting
area, until Sadie had passed by the counter on her way to a table
at the very back of the library where Natalie kept a special
washable cushion on the chair that Sadie always used, and took it
home with her in the evening each time Sadie visited the library.
Sadie would spend long hours in that chair, reading book after
book.

"Good heavens, Nat," her assistant Jill would say when she saw
the Director tuck the cushion into a pre-used plastic grocery bag
and set it by her desk so she wouldn't forget to take it with her.
"You don't just go the second mile for customer service; you
literally take in their washing as well!"

But Natalie only shrugged and smiled. It wouldn't have done any
good to respond anyway. The others just didn't understand. When she
was a little girl, she had a very old great aunt that lived with
her grandmother. Aunt Belle was well taken care of by the family,
but they mostly ignored her, except for attending to her physical
needs. 

Natalie even at seven or eight was an old soul. She'd taught
herself to read at four and always had a book under her arm or
beneath her nose. Whenever her mother brought her along to
grandmother's house, she would quietly go off to see Aunt Belle in
her little back bedroom, crawl up on the bed, get a hug that
smelled like camphor and then read aloud from her latest book. If
Aunt Belle wasn't a fan of the Adventures of the Boxcar Children,
she never let on; and her gentle smile and nod of approval when
Natalie was finished, was the best encouragement the little girl
ever got. 

Her parents, concerned she'd ruin her eyes or something usually
tried to pry her away from reading so much. Aunt Belle, a dedicated
reader herself, had been a helper in the Town library years before,
so she encouraged Natalie to indulge her love of the printed
word.  The time spent with her Aunt was one of her best
childhood memories. 

“There’s something noble about reading,” Aunt Belle would always
say. “It makes a good person, an even better one.” And as she grow
older, Natalie found that her peers who loved to read were the ones
who could be counted on and who were the most positive influence on
others.

Aunt Belle lived a long time and died the year before Natalie
went away to college, and was in fact one of the reasons Natalie
was able to go to a premier college and get her Master of Library
Science degree.  

Aunt Belle had never married, had no children, and left her bank
account, which had grown considerably over the years, to Natalie
for her education. Sometimes she wondered what Aunt Belle would
think of all the changes in the way people read today, but Natalie
was sure she would have approved and been one of the first to have
an electronic reading device. 

“You don’t get anything accomplished by sticking  your head
in the sand,” Aunt Belle would tell her. “You have to keep up and
keep learning.”

Natalie still missed her, and she supposed that Sadie reminded
her of her own elderly Aunt. The thought that Sadie loved reading
so much that she'd struggle her way down the long blocks to the
library meant that she needed to be treated with respect and
dignity, even if the other staff thought Natalie was crazy to do
it.

She knew that the library must be a sort of haven for Sadie who
lived alone in a run-down house on a corner bit of ground near the
laundromat. From the decaying overstuffed couch on the front porch
to the neglected yard and garden in the rear, the property was
viewed with disdain by many neighbors and passersby.

Occasionally, some group would take up Sadie’s property as a
summer service project, but the effort was temporary at best.
Fortunately, a small town was more likely to tolerate its eccentric
neighbors than larger communities, as long as the house wasn’t
considered unsafe for habitation. Sadie wasn’t very neighborly,
anyway, and most people tended to ignore her, which appeared to be
her preference as well.

But Natalie with her soft spot for people like Sadie provided
her with a comfortable chair, situated as far from the busy part of
the library as possible, near the rear of the building, not far
from Natalie’s little library office.  Natalie would
occasionally leave an unopened bottle of water and a store-wrapped
snack on the table when Sadie was gone on one of her perpetual
restroom visits. Upon her return, Sadie would consume them without
a word after a quick look and nod in the direction of the window of
the office where Natalie did her paperwork.

The situation was static as the year drew to a close, but as the
winter weather brought ice and snow, Natalie became preoccupied
with a big problem. The aging library roof was leaking badly in
several spots as snow on the roof turned to ice and then melted
when the weather moderated between freezing and thawing as it
seemed to do in the midwestern valley below the Fruithills where
the library was located.

She'd had to block off a back section of shelves under some high
windows, remove the books and place a few buckets for drips. The
library maintenance purse was pretty empty. What was budgeted for
repairs had been used to repair the aging parking lot last summer
and the few pennies left couldn't be squeezed enough to pay for
getting the roof fixed. Not until next spring would they get an
infusion into those funds and that was a whole lot of winter away.
She only hoped it wouldn't get worse.

Then she received a disturbing call from the Library Board
President who had received complaints about the leaks from some of
the other board members. If the situation becomes unsafe, he told
her; they might have to close the library until something was
resolved, perhaps lay off some of the staff to save the money for
repairs. Natalie was horrified. She felt personally responsible, as
if she had failed in her mission to keep the library a viable
resource for the people of the community.

For the next week or so, she was distracted dealing with the
leaks and trying to think of a way to find some funds to fix the
problem. She got a quote from several local contractors, but even
the lowest, from one who had done work for the library before and
was known to be very reasonable was nearly $3,000.

Natalie had no idea how she could come up with that much money.
Even next year’s budget didn’t have that big a line item for
repair. Without a permanent fix, the use of a large section of the
library would be curtailed and could lead to much greater damage,
she knew. But laying off staff would also cause hardship for the
clerks, one of whom was a widow, and another a single mother.
Keeping the library on solid financial footing was a constant
struggle anyway, with cuts in funding and the necessity to keep
current with technology that changed the needs of those who used
the library.

She closed her eyes and directed a silent plea for a way to fund
this much needed work. Her eyes popped open as she realized that
anyone passing would assume she was sleeping or at the very least
praying on public time. She sighed and put the quotes in her
desk drawer. Then a favorite saying from Aunt Belle suddenly
flashed across her mind. “When you’ve come to the end of your rope,
tie a knot and hang on.”  

She recalled that Aunt Belle had always encouraged her to “Wait
on the Lord,” and that sometimes you didn’t even have to make a
decision; someone else would do something that would make it for
you. She shut the drawer and went back to work. For now, that was
all that she could do.

Then, fortunately the weather turned warm again, and there was a
quick thaw. Once the ice had melted and dripped through, and the
mess cleaned up, the problem lessened, at least until the next
storm. 

It was then she realized she hadn’t seen Sadie in several weeks,
so she asked her assistant, Jill, if perhaps she'd just missed
seeing her.

"You sure have been out of it," Jill told her, taking a section
from the previous weekend's newspaper off the rack and turning to
the back page. To Natalie's dismay, she saw a nearly week-old
obituary for Sadie.

"I've even missed the funeral!" Natalie said aloud.

"Look again," said Jill. "There wasn't one. There were no
surviving relatives anyway. Some lawyer/administrator type took the
responsibility to have her cremated and put in a crypt she’d bought
some time ago at the cemetery."

Natalie was devastated; it was like she had failed by not being
there at the end, although she knew it likely would have made no
difference.

"Don't take it so hard," one of the other clerks told her.
"She's better off… "

"Well, I'm not," Natalie said with uncharacteristic anger. "And
I hate it when people say that."

The other library employees tip-toed away, and Natalie went into
her office and shut the door. She regretted that she had lashed out
at the others, but by the time she had cooled down and stopped
pouring over paperwork, they had all gone home.

It was late, and time for her to go, too, she thought. Then, she
heard the soft chime of the entrance door, and peered out the
window toward the front of the building, but saw that no one had
come in.

Then she realized that someone was standing by the chair where
Sadie always sat. The person’s back was toward her; and in a
shabby brown coat and tattered black turban style hat, it looked
like an elderly woman: like Sadie. But that was impossible.

Then the figure turned to face the window, and Natalie saw in
the dim night mode lights, the face of her old Aunt Belle. Next to
her, seated in the familiar chair, was Sadie, holding the seat
cushion in her hands. Both woman were nodding their heads and
smiling.

Natalie blinked, took off her glasses and then put them back on.
She looked out the window again, and both figures were gone.

Moving slowly as if in a trance, Natalie got up, went out her
door and walked over to the table where Sadie’s chair was tucked
under the table. She pulled it out and picked up the cushion. It
seemed heavier, thicker, and didn’t smell very good. She placed the
cushion on the table and unzipped the removable cover. Several
thick packets secured with twine and knotted tightly, fell on the
tabletop. She thumbed through the stacks of old $20 and $50 dollar
bills, and calculated that there was nearly $5,000 there. A note
was carefully tucked under the tie of one of the stacks of
bills. 

In careful script on a torn half piece of stationery, were the
words: “For this library to use for whatever needs the library may
have.” It was signed, simply, Sadie Hopkins and dated 2 weeks
previously.

Natalie held the note in her hand and sat down in the chair
opposite Sadie’s. Who could know that someone who seemed as poor as
Sadie could have accumulated so much. Natalie had heard the stories
of older people who hoarded their money rather than spend it, but
she never would have suspected it of Sadie. She tucked the bundles
back inside the cushion cover, chuckling to herself as she looked
at Sadie’s knots that secured the bundles. Tie a knot and hang on,
indeed; Sadie certainly knew how to hold on to what what little she
had; and saving and leaving it to the library had been more
important than providing comforts for herself.

Natalie took the cushion back into her office and picked up the
phone. She’d need to report her find to the local police, but if
things worked out the way that she felt that Sadie and Aunt Belle
wanted them to, it would come out all right in the end, and
Natalie’s hope of fixing the roof and saving the library from
further damage and not having to reduce the staff would be
possible. 

She smiled, picturing Aunt Belle and Sadie together in some
great Celestial library sitting and chatting together. Beginning
with their love of reading, she’d bet they had an eternity’s worth
of things to talk about.

 

THE END

Book 5 of the Fruithills Suspense Series

Author’s note: Although the stories have been inspired by some
actual places and events in history, they are all a product of the
author's imagination and not intended to represent any persons,
living or dead.
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	When Willis
Walks (2010)
When his westbound train had an unexpected layover in the small
midwestern town that had been his boyhood home, a man haunted by
memories of his older brother's mysterious disappearance, seeks to
uncover the hidden past and find the answer to a mystery buried for
over 50 years.



	


No
Spring Chicken (2011)
Addie had stopped talking at eighty-seven, sick of answering the
same inane questions from those who figured she was dotty and paid
no attention to what she said or wanted. In her own way, Addie
found the freedom she sought to let her spirits soar.



	


The
Crows (2011)
Jeremy is a little boy who spends most of his time with adults
who are far too busy with their own lives to pay much attention to
him. So he spends much of his time alone observing the world around
him through his creative imagination - or is it real?



	


August
Heat (2011)
When a 1960's family received the windfall of a life insurance
policy payout from a semi-distant relative's demise, the first
thing they thought of was a color TV...



	


Ages
of Life (2011)
Is Life a series of unconnected decisions that lead inevitably
to

the same end whatever choices we make? Is it Fate or just

Dumb Luck that some turn out well and some not.

Each decade has its own special problems, challenges and joys.



	


Sign
Switch (2011)
As a Virgo, Lyla felt that she was missing out on a lot of fun
times, but she found that changing her Sun Sign didn't turn out
quite as she had expected.



	


An
old Flame (2011)
On Halloween night, past & present mingle in a terrifying
way as a young man experiences a ghostly encounter in an old
cemetery.



	


Beckoning
Bonneyville Mill (2011)
A haunted mill attracts 2 young boys to seek treasure and find
ghostly danger. This second in the series of the Fruithills
Suspense Series, visits one of the many spirit inhabited places in
and around a small Town situated in the midst of the beautiful
hilly landscape where early European settlers grew and shipped the
plentiful apples, strawberries, melons and many other fruits by
train to Chicago and beyond.



	


The
Christmas Jester (2011)
For Fiona and Lindy, renovating a 100-year-old home for their
gift shop was a dream come true, until Fiona learned that the
former owners had left behind much more than dust bunnies,
including the strange little jester doll she discovered among the
Christmas displays.



	


New
Year's Evil (2011)
Does evil lurk behind the scenes at a New Year's Eve Mystery
Dinner set in the Wild Willow Bed and Breakfast? Before midnight,
the scene would be set for a ghostly confrontation of murder victim
and murderer. This fourth book in the Fruithills Suspense Series is
yet another visit to places that have never lost their tie to a
spirit-filled past.



	


Eyes
of the Beholder (2012)
The last of the legendary Cartwright clan, Caren became the
custodian not only of the old Fruithills family home filled with
photos and memories, but of a spiritual legacy as well. The
discovery of Aunt Sally's magical glasses opened a window that was
at once intriguing, yet discomforting in revealing her own past.
This is Book 13 in the Fruithills Suspense Series. Each Book is
another visit to places that have never lost their tie to a
spirit-filled past.



	


Last
Chance (2012)
Chance Givings was devoted to two things: his wife Gena and his
career in law enforcement. When he was given the opportunity to
control events, he found himself conflicted. Who should decide life
or death? This is #6 in the Fruithills Suspense Series.



	


April
Fools (2012)
A century old theatre was refurbished by a hardy group of
performers who respected the history, including the resident Ghost,
but when teenagers played a cruel April Fool prank, the joke was on
them.



	


February
29 (2012)
A mysterious gravestone in a ruined churchyard of a child with
the same February 29 birthdate as teenage Abby made her obsessed
with the history of the little girl named Amy Sue, and led Abby and
her reluctant friend Ginger to unexpected danger on the evening of
Abby's 16th birthday.



	


Borrowed
Time (2012)
Katie Franklin and her brother Mark worked together to fix up a
bargain house to surprise her husband who would soon return from
Afghanistan. But the house had a haunting history that needed more
mending than hammer and nails could cure. She had to out why the
spirits were restless and how to bring them peace.



	


Second
Sight (2012)
What is there to see in the old mirror that sits in the 100 year
old house that Brooke and her siblings have inherited from their
Great Aunt Lydia, and what truths does it reveal? This is Book #8
in the Fruithills Suspense Series.



	


May
Day Mayhem (2012)
In a year with a milder than usual winter, followed by record
breaking high spring temperatures, it was not surprising that the
month of May brought about a more troubled way of life in the small
town in the valley of the Fruithills. Yet, Helfina, a young healer
from Wales brought a sense of calm to offset the unrest, until that
too was met with opposing forces. This is Book 11 in the Fruithills
Suspence Series. It is a place that has never lost its ties to a
spirit-filled past.



	


Death
Clock (2012)
A small town funeral home closes after 100 years, leaving the
community upset over the loss. Suddenly, no one in town is dying,
and time stands still. This is Book 12 in the Fruithills Suspense
Series, a place that has never lost its ties to a spirit-filled
past.
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