The Katherine Story

Vern Kahre

What I'm about to tell you, I have never shared with any one. I doubt you will believe a word of this story but once I begin there is no way for me to stop. My therapist says it would be good to get whatever is bothering me onto paper. She said it would help me deal with whatever trauma I may have experienced through the ordeal. All I care about is getting the nightmares to end. If this will help I’ll give it a try. 

My name is Donald Herman. I was born and raised in Divide Colorado. I grew up with a loving family, and hardly a care in the world. When I was young I loved sport. I played football in high school, my dad and I went hunting just about every time that we could. You could say I had a good childhood. Rural Colorado is a great place to grow up. 

My academic and athletic success in high school earned me a partial scholarship to Texas A&M. Where I would be studying law. A few weeks before leaving for school I was shocked when my parents announced that they would be getting a divorce. After 25 years of marriage they were calling it quits. My world was shaken. I had no way of seeing this coming. To me, my parents had always appeared to be the perfect couple. They told me that they had been having problems for several years and that they were only still together because they wanted to give me a stable home. With this announcement that stability was gone forever. I began to resent my parents; it hurt that they had kept up this facade. My anxiety at going to a college out of state turned to joy. I would be away from my parents and able to sort things out. 

The first few weeks of school were hell. I had no friends, I was bitter, my class load was too much, and I was seriously thinking about drooping out but where would I go? By then my parents were split up and in the middle of dividing the marital assets. My parents would call me, whining and moaning about how the other was being so stubborn. I just wished they would shut up, be adults, get through it, and leave me to deal with my own problems. Trying to keep up with school and work was getting to be too much on their own. I didn't need to hear about the problems of my parents as well. But everything changed the day I met Kate. 

I'll never forget that day, August 10, 1989. It was about three weeks into the semester; I was on my way to class and decided to stop by the admissions office to sign a few papers or something. I was turning a corner to go towards admissions when I bumped into a girl and knocked her down, sending her books and papers flying. After regaining my balance I quickly bent down and began to help her assemble her scattered possessions. Apologizing profusely, I picked up her books and things, straightened them and handed them back to her. When I did, our eyes connected and for a second I thought the world had stopped. I was staring into her big green eyes about to fall into them, when I was suddenly snapped back to reality. 

After a long, awkward pause, I cleared my throat. "Hi," I said, with shaky confidence, "sorry about that, I guess I should pay more attention to where I'm going."

"Oh, don't worry about it," She said. "I wasn't paying attention either." Her voice was smooth and rich. 

After another awkward moment, I stuck out my hand, "I'm Don," I said. 

She adjusted the pile of books in her arms took my hand and shook it and said, "I'm Katherine."

"Good to meet you," I said after another pause, 

After what seemed like forever she said, "I have to get to class, but it was nice meeting you, maybe I’ll see you 'round."

This reminded me that I had my own class to get to. I glanced at my watch, saw that I would be late, looked back at her and said, "Oh yeah, me too, sorry about all this I'll see you round Kate,"

"Sure," she said as she walked on by me. I took a moment and watched her as she walked away. I don't believe in love at first sight but I think what I experienced that day was the closest thing to it. 

The sound of a door closing brought me back to reality. I ran to my class with a big smile on my face. Totally forgetting about the trip that I had been planning to the admissions office. 

Over the next few weeks I made sure to "bump" into Kate when every I had the chance. I would go out of my way to see her. Fortunately for me she turned out to be a pre-Law major herself. We shared a class this semester and I had not even noticed her before our encounter. During this time I worked up enough courage to finally ask her out.

I approached her after our class ended, "Hey, Kate." I called as I walked up behind her. 

"Oh, Hi Don," She said turning to face me, "What's up?"

"Actually, I was wondering if you would like to have dinner with me tonight?" I asked, my heart was pounding in my throat. 


A look of disappointment flashed across her face and my heart stopped. "Tonight?" She asked. "I'm going to a concert tonight with some friends." 

"Oh...That's cool," I said, trying to hide my despair. "Maybe some other time."

"Yeah," She said, flashing a smile that brightened my day, "How about tomorrow night?"

"Sounds great!" I said, smiling ear to ear, my heart again beating in my throat. "Let's meet outside the Student Union, at say...Seven. 

"It's a date!" She said. Then spinning on her heels she ran down the hall and out of sight. 

The next day could not have taken any longer had the sun stood still. All my classes were a drag. I had no interest in them what so ever. The only thing that filled my mind for the whole day was my date with Kate that night. The day crept by until finally the hour had arrived. I picked Kate up outside the Student Union at seven sharp, escorted her to my car and the evening began. 

She was wearing a nice deep green dress that accentuated her features nicely. Her hear was up, and as usual she wore a little hair clip fashioned in the likeness of a rose. She always wore that clip. During the date I asked about it. She told me it was a gift she received from her father when she was very young. She said she never took it off. 

We went to a nice little Italian place that she had heard about and wanted to try. While there we talked and got to know each other better. It turned out that we had a lot more in common that just being pre-law. Her Mother had walked out on her Father when she was sixteen and she too had grown to resent her mother. She had grown up in a small town on the western slope of the Rockies Whisper Cove, Colorado. She wasn't surprised when I told her I had never heard of it. 

We talked and ate for what must have been hours but it went so fast. Before I knew it we were walking up the stairs outside of her dorm. We talked for another fifteen minutes or so, then she gave me a kiss on the cheek. Handed me a piece of paper with her number on it and whispered, "Call me," into my ear. 

I walked back to my dorm with the biggest, goofiest smile on my face. I wanted to run into my room and call her right then, but it was late and I had an early class to go to the next day, so I went right to sleep. 

Over the course of the semester I began to see Kate on a regular basis. For the longest time I thought that she might be seeing some other guys, I was okay with that, we hadn't made it official and started going steady or anything but it was a little disconcerting. When I finally worked up the nerve to ask her, she said that she had. We talked about it for a while. I wanted to go further with our relationship, and she did too but she also really liked the other guys she was seeing. She wanted some time to think about the choices that she was going to be making in the near future. Christmas break was coming up soon. She would give me her decision after the month long break. In that time we agreed not have any contact with one another. 

Christmas break came and Kate went off to her father. I opted to go home and see my parents, it had been a long time and after the initial shock of their divorce things had calmed down. It was good to see them, but a little awkward whenever we were in the same room. I spent part of the break with Mom and the other part with Dad. I talked with them both about school and of course Kate. They were both happy for me. 

Despite being with my parents, it was a long, long break for me. It was very difficult to keep my mind off of Kate. She was just on the other side of these mountains, no more than three hours drive away but I could not go see her. It was tearing me apart. But the time passed, more slowly than ever. And before I knew it I was back at school. 

I saw Kate the first day that I got back. My nerves were fried. When she first saw me she smiled and ran to me. She leapt into my arms, hugged me, gave me a peck on the cheek and said. "I choose you, Donald Herman."

My heart stopped, I hugged her close and I whispered in her ear, "I love you Kate,"

After another kiss, we ended our embrace and I helped her move her stuff back into her room. I couldn't help but smile. Smile like a big, dumb, love-struck, idiot. 

The rest of my college years went by so fast it's a blur, I made a lot more friends. Kate and I grew closer. Near the end of our senior year we began to talk about marriage and on the day we graduated I proposed. We shared a long engagement as I went through Law School. Two weeks after I finished Law School, Kate and I were married on June 14, 1995. Shortly there after I took a job in Tallahassee Florida as a prosecutor and we lived there happily, until that day. 

Kate had been under the weather and not feeling well for about two weeks not and had taken a turn for the worse. We went to see our doctor and he ran some quick blood tests and sent us home the next day he called and said that there some abnormalities in Kate’s blood work and that he wanted to admit her into the hospital and run some more tests. That was when we started to really worry. We went to the hospital right away, they admitted her and took some more blood for the tests. Then we waited. That night was the longest night of my life. Kate fell asleep from pure exhaustion but my mind could not relax and let me sleep. That night my mind was filled with dread. "What if it's some virus they can't cure? What if Kate's going to die? What if..." I spent the night holding Kate's hand as she slept. 

When morning came, Kate opened her eyes and looked at me. I must have looked exhausted because she offered to let me have the bed. I laughed a little and squeezed her hand, which she squeezed back. She continued to smile at me as I gazed into her eyes. Those same eyes I had nearly fallen into over seven years ago.

In the middle of the morning about ten the doctor entered the room and cleared his throat. We both looked at him, and I could tell by the look on his face that the news wasn't good. "Mr. and Mrs. Herman, I'm afraid I have some bad news,” he said in that mildly detached tone that doctors have. "I'm afraid you have a very aggressive form of Pancreatic Cancer Mrs. Herman." 

A very load, silence fell on the room the moment the word "cancer" came out of his mouth. I was stunned. My mouth began to move but no words were coming out. I fought to hold back the tears but they began to come any way. With a shaky voice I turned to the doctor and asked, "Is there any," I cleared my throat trying to compose myself, "any way for us to fight it?"

"Well," he said, again in that horrible detached tone. "We've caught it in a fairly early stage but I believe that if we remove the tumor immediately we may be able to stop it. I have to tell you though, because of the number of systems the Pancreas is connected to, this cancer is very aggressive. The odds are not good."

Kate squeezed my hand again as I looked back down into her eyes. "Everything will be all right, sweetie," She whispered, smiling. Leave it to Kate to comfort me when she is the one dying. 

I looked into her eyes and saw there a strength that astonished me. I smiled back at her squeezed her hand again and looked to the doctor. "Do what you think is best, doc," I said, 

And so, on January 10, 1997, Kate began her struggle with cancer. It was a wild roller coaster ride. The first few months were tough. Kate’s body wasted away as the treatment to its toll. After about a year the cancer went into remission. Kate was able to gain her strength back and even leave the hospital. On the day we left the whole nursing staff was there to send her off. Everyone told me how much of an inspiration she had been to the whole hospital. 

We resumed our life together and even began to talk about having children. Then one, about six months later, Kate began to show signs that the cancer was returning. We went to the hospital checked her in and had them run some tests. Our worse fears were confirmed the next day when the doctor told us that the cancer had indeed returned. It was just like the day this first started. Kate went back on the treatment but it didn't seem to be having any effect on the cancer. 

Over the next two years, I watched as my wife, my rock withered and died. On the day she died, we both knew that she was at the end. I held her frail little hand and looked into her eyes, that strength of spirit was still there and she smiled at me and whispered, "It'll be OK." 

I tried to smile and fight a losing battle with the tears. Over these years I had a lot of time to think about what I would say to her when the end came. I smiled as best I could and looked into her eyes. "I want you to know that the few brief years that we have been given were the best years of my life." I whispered. I didn't have the strength for anything more. 

"I love you so much," she said in return. 

I leaned down and gave her a tender kiss on the cheek, and whispered into her ear, "I love you too."

"Good bye" She whispered back and closed her eyes, unconscious. 

I sat by the bed and held her hand, while she slept. The nurse came in to check on her made a note on her chart and left. I sat there for about half an hour just holding her little hand in mine, in my own little world until finally I heard a high pitched flat tone coming from the heart monitor. I looked up to see that Kate wasn't breathing. The nurse hurried in moments later and was about to start chest compressions when I stopped her and said with tears flowing from my eyes, "She's gone." 

The nurse looked at me and nodded. The doctor came in looked at the monitor, then looked at Kate, then looked at me. "I'm sorry, Mr. Herman." He said. 

I looked at him, still crying, then looked back at Kate. "I'm not," I said, "She'll never feel pain again."

The doctor glanced at the clock. "Time of death, 2:34pm June 20, 2000." Then turning to me he said, "Mr. Herman, We have some papers for you to sign."

I bent down, gave my wife one last kiss on the cheek, "Good bye," I whispered. I turned and followed the Doctor out of the room. 

The next day, I met with a funeral home director and made all the arrangements for the service. A few days later we held a small service with close friends that we had in the area. It was a great service a bittersweet felling of joy hung in the as I was sad to see her gone but glad that her pain had finally come to an end. 

I took a few weeks off of work to grieve. And slowly the hurt began to fade. It was tough for a while but I managed. I was still bothered by the fact that Kate had gotten cancer at such a young age but sometimes things like that happen. But after the hurt had healed and I had returned to my life I could not for the life of me shake the feeling there was something wrong about the way the Kate had died. I chalked it up to lingering grief, and believed that it would pass. But for the next five years in the background of my life behind all the things that I did all the good feeling that I began to have that feeling of wrongness was always there. I couldn't put my finger on it but something was wrong with the death of Kate. I tried not to dwell on it, but it was always there. 

Eventually it got to the point that it was beginning to interfere with my work so I decided that it was time for a break. I had built up enough vacation time over the years that I had about a month waiting for me. I told my boss that I need some time to clear my head and he agreed. I had become one of the best prosecutors in the county. And since the death of Kate I had not taken any time for myself so he almost offered to pack my bags for me. 

I decided that I would visit my folks in Colorado. Things were pretty well patched up with us by that time. I wasn't even awkward any more when we were in the same room. It had been about two years since I had last seen them and I though that it was about time to change all that. 

I flew into Denver got a rental car and headed up to Divide. I had a great time on the drive. It had been so long since I had last seen the mountains. The semi-arid, thin air of Colorado was great change of pace from the humid, muggy, thick air of Tallahassee. I went to my hotel, checked in and settled into my room. I went my dad's place for dinner, mom joined us. We caught up on what had been going on. Mom and Dad talked about old times and I got the feeling that they were both starting to regret their decision to separate. 

Over the next two weeks or so I went hiking and fishing all over the place with Dad. Meet up with some old friends for high school who were still in the area. Just had a grand old time. 

One day while having lunch at Mom's house I was browsing through an old picture album and came across a picture that Mom to on the day Kate and I wed. I smiled as I remember how beautiful Kate had looked that day. Her beautiful white dress was gorgeous on her; everything was perfect on her, right down to the perfect placement of the little rose hair clip that she always used to wear. 

Mom caught me staring at the photo and we began to talk about that day and how amazing it was. "When looking back," I told Mom, "All I remember are the good times."

"That's the way it works dear," Mom replied. 

I continued to flip through the album and arrive on a page with a picture that we had taken together back during that first Christmas Break that I had had in college. I remembered how long that break took because Kate was only a few hours away and I could not go see her. Then a though struck me. 

"Mom!" I called to her from the living room. 

"Yes, dear," She replied from the kitchen. 

"I think I'll take a few days and head over to Whisper Cove." I told her as I walked to the kitchen. "It was Kate's home town, I think it would be fun." 

"Yeah, that would be nice." she said. 

Lunch was great and we spent the rest of the afternoon together talking about old times. 

The next day I checked out early, got in my rental car and headed to Whisper Cove, where this story really begins. 

