The Katherine Story Ch 2

Vern Kahre

The trip to Whisper Cove was awesome. If you've never been in the high country of Colorado you are missing out on some of the most beautiful scenery in the world. The drive took almost three hours, and during that time I reflected on Kate and the times that we had together. But as the time passed, an old feeling that I had thought was gone resurfaced, wrongness. The feeling grew and grew as I got closer to Whisper Cove, until it was almost the point of overwhelming. Something inside of me knew that being in Whisper Cove was going to be anything but fun. 

At about nine in the morning I passed the little sign that signified the city limits of Whisper Cove, elevation 8,940 ft. I thought that I should call my mom and tell her that I had arrived safely. I pulled my cell phone out of my jacket pocket and was about to dial up Mom's home when I notice a little message blinking on the screen. "No Service." 

"Great," I thought to myself as I pulled into the parking lot of a little roadside cafe. "Maybe this place will have a phone I could use." I stopped the car in one of the spaces, turned it off, and grabbed my brief case, thinking I ought to check up with the office while I was at it. 

The only other vehicle in the parking lot was a beat up looking truck. It had taken more than it's share of dings, and the paint was beginning to peel in places. I looked up at the sky, it was overcast but it seemed that the clouds were really low so it didn't see like it was going to rain or any thing. The air was chill, as you would expect at almost 9,000 feet. I wrapped my jacket around my tight to hold of the brisk air and made my way inside. 

I walked into what you would call the typical rural town cafe. The seats and tables looked like they would have been fashionable about forty years ago. The tile on the floor looked clean but you could tell that no one had taken the time to scrub the grout between the tiles for some time. There was a man sitting at the bar smoking who looked at me as I walked in and then returned to staring through the window in the wall that divided the storefront from the kitchen. Another man sat in one of the booths looking at a menu. 

I scanned the room and found a telephone sign in the back corner of the storefront. As I made my way there I realized how quiet this place really was. I didn't hear any thing that you would normally expect to hear in a cafe. There was no sound coming from the kitchen, no waiter or waitress walking around. Just an eerie, stifling quiet. I continued on my way to the phone with only the sound of my footfalls ringing in my ears. 

I reached the phone and lifted the receiver to my ear expecting a dial tone. Instead I heard nothing. "Figures," I muttered under my breath. I replaced the receiver and checked phone cord. There didn't appear to be anything wrong with it so I figured there must have been a problem with the phone or the phone line outside of the store. 

I turned back around to find the store exactly the way I left it. Not knowing what else to do I walked over to the man in the booth, "Excuse me, sir?" I said. 

He put his menu down and looked at me. He had dark brown almost black eyes, longish brown hair, and a skinny face with a goatee that matched his skinny frame. His jacket was wrinkled, and the rest of his clothes looked like he had slept in them. "Yeah, What do you need?"

"I'm sorry," I said, "You wouldn't by any chance happen to be from around here would you?"

"No, man, sorry," he replied, "I'm just going through here on business. I saw this place was open and I needed something to eat, but I haven’t seen anyone here."

"Thanks," I said, "Sorry to bother you."

"No problem, Man," he replied, returning to the menu. 

I turned and approached the guy at the counter, who looked like he had started on another smoke. "Excuse me, What about you?" I asked. 

He appeared to have not heard me so I tapped him on the shoulder. When I touched him he jumped what must have been five feet in the air. "Geezze." he cried, dropping his cigarette on the counter. 

I threw my hands in the air as he calmed back down. "Sorry, didn't mean to startle you." I said. 

"It's all right man," he answered turning to me. "Just make a little noise when you walk, huh?" He spoke with an accent. I couldn't exactly place what accent it was. It sounded like something from back east. If the man in the booth was disheveled, the man at the bar was a mess. His shirt had several stains on it, his jeans looked like they hadn't been washed in a while and his beard had grown to the point that made it difficult to tell whether he normally kept a beard or if he just hadn't shaved in a while. 

"I was just going to ask you if you were from around here," I said, "but obviously you aren't."

"Yeah," he said as he reached with shaky hands to pick up his cigarette. "My truck broke down a few miles down the road and that guy over there gave me a ride in to town. I was hoping to find a phone I could use here to call a tow truck but that one over there doesn't work."

"So I noticed," I said. "Do either of you have a cell phone I could use?" I turned back to the man in the booth. 

"Sorry man," The booth man said, looking up again from the menu, "No service." 

"I ain't got a cell, sorry" said the smoking man. 

"Well," I said, planning my next move. "Thanks anyway." 

I made my way to the door and stopped in mid-step as I heard the sound of a door open and then slam shut from somewhere in the back of the kitchen. What happened next turned my blood to ice. 

I heard the footfalls of what sounded like a light person walking in the kitchen. And then a very familiar voice called out from the back. "Sorry I'm late guys, what can I get for you?"

The figure of a woman walked into view through the window in the wall. Her back was to me so I couldn't see her face. She wore a T-shirt and a pair of jeans and had an apron draped around her neck, which she was tying off around her waist. Her hair was pulled back in a ponytail. I stood there in silence as she busied herself with something in the kitchen. Then my eyes caught a flash of red in her hair. I focused my attention on it and saw a hair clip fashioned like a rose. 

"Kat!?" I heard the smoking man say, hardly audible. The woman froze. I glanced at the smoking man and then at the man in the booth. They were both staring at the woman. I too stared at her as she turned around to look at us. I saw her face for the first time. An impossible face. A face I had only seen in my dreams for the last five years. There, staring back at me was the face of my wife, Kate. 

It wasn't the face she had had on the day she died, or even the face she had when I first met her. It was a younger face somehow. I felt my stomach begin to churn, I bent over and heaved the contents of my stomach on to the floor.

As if that had broken some kind of spell I heard what sounded like the woman in the kitchen running followed by the heavy foot falls of the two men in the store front. They ran into the kitchen as I struggled to compose myself. Composed or not I followed shortly behind them as they ran into the kitchen and out the back door of the store into the rear parking lot. Glancing around quickly I saw a rusted out tow truck parked behind the store, but no trace of the woman who had just been in the kitchen. 

"Who the hell, was that?" I heard the man from the booth shout.

"I don't know." replied the smoking man. 

"Do you hear that?" I asked, as my ears picked up what sounded like an old air raid, or tornado warning siren. 

A brief moment passed while the siren grew a little loader. "What the Hell is going on?" cried the smoking man. The siren was growing loader very quickly now. 

"I have no Idea!" I shouted, but was drowned out by the siren. I covered my ears but the sound didn't lessen, in fact it grew even loader. Just as it was getting to point that I couldn't bear it my vision began to darken and very soon I was unable to see anything. Then I felt as though I were falling. Falling and falling and falling. I have no idea the length of time that this took but it ended as abruptly as it started.

Slam. I felt myself land on something hard. The siren began to fade and my vision began to return. My skin felt cold air moving over it. I used my hands to feel what it was that I was lying on. It was cold and felt like metal. When my vision was back to normal and the siren had faded completely I sat up and looked around. 

I found myself in a room, a very cold room. There were storage racks along the walls and a cooling unit hanging from the ceiling. In the middle of the room there were three tables. I was on the middle one, the smoking man was on the one to my left and the man from the booth was on the one to my right. I noticed they were starting to come around and continued my scan of the room. There was nothing on the racks, and the floor was clean. I saw icicles hanging from the cooling unit and a door in the middle of the wall to my right. "A freezer," I thought, "a big one." 

I slid off the table and stood on my shaky legs using the table to support part of my weight. The other two men were doing the same as I watched them. 

"What the hell happened back there?" smoking man asked. His cigarette was gone but he fumbled through his pockets, removed a pack from his jeans and promptly started another. 

"I have no freaking, clue." I said as he took a long drag. "It looks like we're in some kinda freezer." 

"How did we get here?" The other man asked. 

"I don't know and I don't care." said the smoking man. "All I know is that I'm not hanging around here." He made his way to the door and pushed the little knob that released the latch, but when he put his weight against the door it didn't budge. "Great!" he cried, "Just friggin' great. How are we supposed to get out of here? We'll all suffocate." 

"The freezer is on," said the other man. "We'll have plenty of air. Our problem's going to be freezing to death." He began to scan the room as I had done.

"Oh yeah," yelled the smoking man. "Like that is going to be any better!"

"Just hold on," I said raising my hands. "We’re not gonna freeze, we're not gonna die. There is way out of every box."

"Yeah? Who are you? MacGuyver?" asked the smoking man. "For all we know you’re the one who got us into this."

"What!?" I shouted. "I'm in the same freezer your are! Did you see what just happened to us? How could you even think..."

"Guys!" yelled the man from the booth, "This isn't helping." After a brief pause and a glare between the smoking man and myself he continued. "Now look. I don't know what happened, not just now and certainly not back at the cafe. But I do know that my name is Matthew and that that lady in the cafe looked like some one who was very special to me."

A silence fell on that cold freezer that you could have cut with a knife. "Sorry," I said turning to the smoking man and extending my hand. "I'm Donald." 

"Eddie," said the smoking man as he took my hand. 

"So," I said, scanning the freezer one more time. "Any Ideas on how we get out of her?" Then I noticed my brief case under the table I had come to on. 

I reach down and picked it up very thankful that I still had it, or rather what was inside it. "Well," said Matthew, "I'm not sure, but whatever we do we'll have to do it together." As he said that we all heard the door coming unlatched. 

Eddie moved to the door and pushed. It swung open easily, "What the frick?" he said, "I swear it was locked."

"It seems you were mistaken," said Matthew as he walked out of the freezer. Eddie followed him quickly. When they were out of the freezer I opened my brief case and removed the Glock 20 that I stored there for the trip. I always travel armed. An old habit that I must have picked up from my dad. I tucked the gun behind me in my waistband and covered it with my jacket. 

"You comin' Don!" I heard Eddie cry from somewhere outside the freezer. 

"Yeah!" I hollered back closing my briefcase and walking toward the door. 

Eddie met me there and looked me in the eye. "What were you doing in there?" he asked.

"Just checking to make sure my briefcase was still in order." I replied. "Lots of case material that I was planning on working on. I can't lose it." 

"Sure," he said, eyeing me. We stood at about the same height. Though he was a little more heavy set than I was. 

I looked about the room quickly. Matt was no where in sight. The room probably about forty-five to fifty feet long and no wider that twenty feet. The freezer I had just come out of was tucked in one of the corners. On the opposite wall was the table that Matt leaned against it ran the whole width of the room. The wall to my right was completely bare, the whole length of the room. The wall to the left had a large double door tucked in the near corner and some really long shelves. The floor had these weird, rust colored wheel marks. 

"Blood," Eddie said, in a very matter-of-fact tone. "It's old, dried, bloodstain. I'd know that smell anywhere." Eddie walked over to my left and leaned against the shelves.

"Smell?" I said, sniffing the air. "I don't smell..."I picked up the scent, very faint but definitely there. It smelled like rust, and copper, 

"Is it human?" I asked Eddie.

"How should I know?" Eddie answered with a shrug while moving toward the door. "Can't tell with just a whiff."

"Why would you know that smell?" I asked, as I began to follow him. 

"I'm a paramedic in New York." Eddie answered. "You wouldn't believe the things I can recognize with just one smell."

We walked through the door into a long hallway. At the other end was a door. And in the middle of the two wall there were two doors directly opposite of each other. I walked to the door in the middle of the left hand wall to find it unlocked but it seemed to be barricaded or something because it wouldn't open. The door at the end of the hall was locked but through the shatterproof glass I could see into the other room, but not my much. The window was dingy on both sides. I could only tell that there was another room there. I couldn't make out any details. 

I turned around to see that Eddie was gone. I checked the last door in the hall to find Matt and Eddie already in there. The room was large though, maybe not as large as the room with the freezer. Along the wall opposite the door was a row of doors that only came up to my chest. There were chains with hooks hanging from the ceiling and there were large rust stains on the floor. The smell of blood hung thickly in the air. Matt had his back to me and was messing with something in his hands; Eddie was looking through a small bag. 

"Hey!" Eddie shouted. "There's a key in here." he walked back out the door. 

I looked up at the chains. Which were also stained. "It's a slaughter house." I said, more to myself than anyone else. 

"Seems that way," Matt said. He turned to face me and my heart nearly stopped when I saw that he had a gun tucked under his arm and was loading a small clip.

My feelings must have been all over my face. "What's wrong?" Matt asked. 

"Where'd you get that?" I retorted.

Matt glanced down at the object under his arm and smiled. "Relax," He said. "It's just a .22. What, You afraid of guns?"

"No," I answered, "Just certain people with guns." We continued to stare at each other until Eddie returned. 

"Guys, you gotta see whats..." He stopped in mid-sentence. "Whoa!" he shouted finally seeing what Matt was holding. "Where the Hell did you get that?"

With an exasperated look on his face Matt shouted. "Geez! It was in the bag OK. Don't worry about it!"

"Don't worry!" Eddie shouted. "I Don't know a single thing that is going on around here and now you suddenly have a gun!? How am I not supposed to worry." 

"Eddie's right," I said, probably a little loader than I needed to. "We're a bit jumpy maybe you should leave the gun here."

"No way!" Matt replied, "No. Way. What if we need this things somewhere?"

"Look Man, I've seen what guns do and trust me you never need them." Eddie said. 

"I just saying, 'what if' you know?" Matt said. "There's a lot of weird crap going on here, I don't want to be caught with my pants down."

"Fine." I said. "If you have to bring it keep it unloaded."

"Hell no, man" Matt said. "I'm keeping it loaded and that is that."

"Whatever." I said. An awkward silence fell on the room as we all sized each other up. "What did you find Eddie?" I never took my eyes off of Matt. 

"That key worked on that door" He said still eyeing Matt.

"Good! Let's get out of here." Matt said. 

Eddie left the room and Matt began to follow. I stopped him with my hand on his chest. "Just make sure you know what end of that thing is the dangerous one and whom it's pointed at."

"Whatever," he said disdainfully as he walked past me and out the door. 

I followed; making sure that I knew where his hands were at all times. 

