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Chapter One	  

Many think that love is just a fuzzy feeling 

that comes at the spur of the moment and eventually 

leaves. Then there are those who think that love will 

never give you hardships; that it will never have its 

potholes. Though, there are those that know better, 

because they have learned the hard way. Love is 

something that is created but it has to grow. 	  

 This is the life of one of those people who 

had to learn the hard way. Her name was Nora 

Clark. She grew up in a small town in Ohio where 

everyone knew everyone else’s name and business 

to boot. Each person had a regular seat at the bar 
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just as much as they did at church on Sunday. 	  

It was a simple life but for Nora it was 

mundane and sometimes too simple. There was no 

escaping the eyes of the local widows if you did 

anything that was not considered appropriate. There 

was no room to be a young adult spreading out your 

wings. You stayed in your place and didn’t disturb 

the peace then you were ok. She was too worried 

about people liking her and finally being accepted 

to worry about love. 	  

Not that Nora was a bad kid. She came from 

well-respected parents and a long line of Clarks 

who helped build the town into the bustling center it 

was. Her father always told her to be good girl 

because God was always watching. So not only did 

she have to worry about the town’s people peeking 

over her shoulder, she always had God butting His 

nose in her business. She felt like there was a 
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canopy of water falling and no way to get out from 

under it. 	  

That all being said, life was set up for Nora 

in a way that she would never have to worry about 

anything. She was approved to go to the top college 

in a near by state. She had many dreams and desired 

to serve her community and her family. She would 

miss this place when she left for college. She had 

spent eighteen years here and it truly was home. 

Even with all the social pressures, she would not 

have wanted to grow up anywhere else.	  

That was until she met Brad. 	  

Brad was a bad boy who came from out of 

town one winter day. The snow was fresh on the 

ground but from his tan complexion he had come 

from somewhere the sun actually shone. When he 

stepped out of his Ford truck, his broad stature and 

husky muscles gave him the appearance of one who 
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was nothing but trouble. The nephew of the baker, 

Brad really could care less about staying in the state 

of Ohio. His charming eyes put their spell upon 

Nora soon after Brad had laid sight on the beautiful 

teenager. 	  

They met at the local diner where Nora was 

a regular customer. She knew the place so well she 

could throw on an apron and start taking orders. She 

and her father would come here for her birthday 

every year and have a banana split but that was eons 

ago. He hadn’t much more than sat at the same 

breakfast table since she had “become a woman”. 

He couldn’t relate to his little girl anymore therefore 

it was easier for him to just disconnect from her.	  

Nora remembered the last conversation she 

had had with her father. It was the night of her first 

junior high dance and she was nervous because she 

had never held another boy’s hand or anything like 
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that. Her mom had helped her get ready and 

finished off the blue satin dress with a purple sash 

around Nora’s waist. 	  

Nora for the first time in her life actually felt 

pretty as she looked in the mirror at the girl who 

was tall for her age but still had muscle tone 

throughout her frame. Her normally straight hair 

was pinned up in bun with a few strands hanging 

down stiff with how much hair spray her mother 

had to put on them to make them curl. Her mother 

applied some blush on her pale cheeks and bright 

red lipstick to her lips. She was a princess tonight in 

her mind and she hoped the boy that she had ask, 

since he was too shy, would think so too.	  

Nora came down the stairs hoping her father 

would take notice. She held her breath and 

smoothed the satin even more than it already was 

and stepped into the living room where her father 
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was reading a book on WWII. 	  

Standing before him, she waited for him to 

look up. Her lungs started to burn since she realized 

she had not taken a breath yet. Still there was no 

bodily motion from her father. 	  

“Do you think I look pretty, Daddy?” Nora 

finally squeaked out trying not to cry at her father’s 

negligence.	  

Her father peeked up from his book and 

gave her a quick once over.	  

“At least you covered you ankles. I guess it 

would be asking too much for you to cover your 

shoulders.” He replied curtly and returned to his 

book. 	  

Nora tried everything she could not to cry 

because she knew he found crying a sign of 

weakness. Clarks were strong and needed to keep 

up a strong front.  
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She immediately turned around and walked 

out of the living room and to the door hoping that 

her date wasn’t there yet. Thankfully he wasn’t. So 

she slammed the door and cried on the porch 

landing. She knew her makeup was ruined but her 

father’s hurtful words had done their damage. She 

decided that there was no point in ever trying to 

reason with him ever again.  	  

Coming back to reality, she remembered she 

was sitting at her normal seat at her normal booth 

when she first saw him.	  

He was a tall and handsome chunk of fresh 

meat and she knew every girl in town would go 

through him before she would even see the scraps 

left over. But something strange happened. When 

he looked over and saw her sitting all alone, it did 

not matter what girl tried to throw herself at him on 

his brisk walk to Nora’s booth, he was only going to 
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see her.	  

When he came close, Nora’s insides 

completely tied up and her lungs stopped breathing. 

He was the most handsome man she had ever seen 

with his tight wranglers and ball cap hiding his 

short brown hair. His brown eyes were like pieces 

of coal they were almost black. His chiseled jaw 

and bulging biceps were too tempting for any 

eighteen-year-old girl fresh out of high school. 	  

“Hi.” He greeted with a crooked smile.	  

Nora could not breathe but managed to 

squeak, “Hi”, in return.	  

“You are more beautiful than any painting 

of this countryside I have ever seen.” It was corny 

but he hoped it would work.	  

“Then you must have an interesting taste in 

art.” Nora replied feeling flushed. 	  

“I think my taste is just fine.” He replied and 
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was even happier to see that she did not have a very 

high self-esteem. “I’m Brad by the way.” He 

reached his hand out.	  

“Nora.” She took a hold of his hand with a 

firm shake.	  

“Nice to meet you.” He turned her hand over 

while still holding it in his and kissed it. “How 

would you like to go with me to get some ice 

cream?”	  

Nora pulled her hand away out of 

embarrassment. She shook her head for a response 

since she had never been out on a date before. None 

of the men ever thought to get that far with her. 

Nora was more just friend material.	  

“Oh, come on. What will it hurt?” Brad tried 

to persuade her gently.	  

Nora thought about it for a moment and 

realized that he was right. What could it hurt? It was 
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just ice cream. For all she knew he would be gone 

by morning and she would never see him again. 

“Ok.”	  

“Great! I will pick you up at seven o’clock 

tonight.” Brad smiled again and then strutted out of 

the diner.    	  

What could it hurt? Everything to be exact. 

After their ice cream date they melted together like 

snow in the spring sun. Nora soon found herself 

falling head over heels for this charmer that she was 

giving up everything. She refused to go to college 

that fall and gave away her opportunities her parents 

had worked so hard to give her. Along with pulling 

out of college, Nora was tearing herself from the 

God who she had believed in when she was a little 

girl. Now she was in control and knew what to do 

and not do. She didn’t need God to tell her what to 

do with her life.  	  
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Nora was starting to have even more family 

problems - especially with her father - when she 

met Brad. They saw her as being a defiant and 

unruly girl when really she was just screaming for 

their understanding and attention. 	  

Even though they had only been dating for a 

short while, everyone could see that their 

relationship wouldn’t last, and were afraid if they 

were to get married and left town what might 

happen. Feeling like nothing was going right here at 

home, and everyone was against her, Nora accepted 

Brad’s offer to go with him to California and follow 

his dreams of stardom.	  

“I’m afraid of what might happen if I leave. 

What if they need me?” Nora told Brad right before 

they were supposed to leave the lifeless town. 	  

“Come on, Baby. They don’t want you here. 

You see how they treat us. We’ll be fine once we 
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get out of here. Trust me.” Brad convinced her to 

take the final step in her coming with him.	  

Then they started their journey, and headed 

to the land of the unknown. Nora could only trust 

Brad and his sense of direction to lead them through 

whatever potholes came their way. They started the 

trip at the end of March, and planned to be in 

California in a few short weeks.	  

This was very exciting to Nora. She could 

finally prove to her parents that she was a grown up 

and could live on her own. The next hurdle was 

proving it to herself.	  

No one would guess looking at Nora that she 

had low confidence in herself. It appeared that 

everything she did was a success. But deep down 

Nora felt like the biggest loser on the face of the 

earth. Even though she had won many school 

ribbons and awards in school all her less 
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accomplished friends were out having the American 

girl dream. 	  

Her best friend dated the quarterback and 

had all the rest of the team at her beckon call. It 

disgusted Nora to no end how badly these boys 

were drooling just to get her friend’s approval. 

None of them were attractive to Nora; then again 

none of them were attracted to Nora. She never had 

a boyfriend in high school and the closest thing she 

had ever come to a kiss was playing Juliet in the 8th 

grade school play and even then she caught Romeo 

mouth washing at the end of the play.	  

Every time a boy ever looked her way it was 

mostly out of pity. They said she could be attractive 

if she was more beautiful like the girls on the 

magazines in the grocery store. And Nora could see 

where they were coming from. Her hair was 

straight, her smile was less than perfect since her 
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parents had never invested in braces, and her face 

was worn from teenage acne. Why would a boy 

ever look her way? She barely knew how to apply 

eye shadow and none of her clothes were higher 

than bargain store brand.	  

She had always felt ugly and no one really 

told her any different so she dived into the one area 

where she was good and comfortable and that was 

school. She graduated from high school 4.0 GPA 

and valedictorian in her class. Her speech was on 

acceptance and loving one’s self but really didn’t 

believe any of it. The words didn’t even sound like 

her. They were weak and mechanical but it got a 

standing ovation at the end. Once again she was 

rewarded for something she felt was of no value but 

everyone around her did. 	  

So that day when Brad talked to her at the 

diner she felt like it was a joke a friend was trying 
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to play. He was from out of town and had no idea 

what a dud she really was so of course he would 

find her approachable, but his words didn’t make 

her feel that way. The words he would say were 

intoxicating and his touch even more so. He would 

caress his hair to the side as he kissed her neck and 

slowly make it to her mouth. His lips were rough 

yet gentle as they glided between hers. 	  

She could feel her heart melt each time and 

the butterflies did a dance whenever he would come 

close. She felt special for the first time in her life 

and there was no way she was going to allow 

anyone to take this away from her. Not her friends, 

not her parents and definitely not God. He gave her 

Brad and she wasn’t about to give him back.	  

	  


