Dedi cated to Ron
"Here cracks a noble heart. Good night, sweet prince, and flights of angels
sing thee to thy rest."

- - Hanl et - -
Marilynn Byerly _ The Werewol f Wi sperer 2
Suzanne Egle _ The Love That Bi nds 7
Christina Morgan Ferraro _ Junp Start 12
Victoria Graud _ Angels Do Wear Unifornms, Sonetinmes 14
B. Lynn Goodwin _ Up Were W Bel ong 21
Anita Qunnufson _ Harnonica Magic 23
Loretta Kensley _ The Dance OF The Painted Ponies = 25
Susanna Knight _ A Christmas Tradition 26
Katriena Knights _ The G ft 28
Terri OHanlon _ OReilly's Pot O Gold 30
Heat her Renea Sinmpson _ Ch Mother, Please 35
Connie Vines _ Marrying Of Muirphy 36
Raven West _ The Tinmes They Are A Changin', O Not 41
Karen Wbods _ Dearly Bel oved 42

| SBN 1-58755-018-0
Studio E



The Werewol f  \Wi sperer
By
Marilynn Byerly

"It's a wol f!'" Fred Duggans backed away fromthe open tailgate of the vet's
station wagon.

Megan Wnters stepped closer and peered inside at the great silver and gray beast
sprawl ed in drugged abandon on its side. A cast covered its left front |eg.

For a nonent, her heart wenching in her chest, she saw her Heidi, dead now
al nost ten years, then she noticed the animal's nmassive shoul ders and ot her obvi ous
evidence of its mal eness.

The vet glanced at his watch. "It's a dog. Pick it up. |[|'ve got to get out of here."

"A wol f," Fred insisted.

"I had a dog like that when | was a little girl." She patted his armin reassurance
"It's a Silver Shepherd. They're quite hard to find."

"Well, if you say so, Megan." Fred smiled trustingly down at her, then eased his

huge hands under the dog's ribs and, grunting with effort, cradled the linp animal in his
ar ns.

"Put himin the special run since he's hurt." She glanced worriedly at the dog and
the attendant who seened to be having problens with the aninmal's weight, then she
turned her attention back to the vet. "Wat happened to hinP"

"A car. Last night. He was chasing a rabbit. The guy who hit himbrought him
in, paid for the vet work, and left." The vet slammed his tailgate closed. "The usua
routine."

"Where was he hit?"

"Does it matter?"

"If we know that, we may be able to find his owner. This is an animal shelter
That's what we do."

"Boy, do you have a lot to learn." The vet glanced down at the Mravia Ani nal
Shel ter vol unteer badge on her breast. "Mist be a new recruit."

"I'"ve volunteered here a year. The |ocation?"

"The wooded area near the airport. North of the Interstate 40 junction on Lake
View. The middle of nowhere. Typical spot for soneone to dunp a dog they no | onger
want . "

"Thank you."

She turned and wal ked back through the gate into the dog conpound. Barely
noticing all the barked greetings fromthe caged ani mals, she passed through the building
to the special run.

Fred stood nervously just outside the open run door. The Silver Shepherd
sprawl ed on a bed of shavi ngs.

As she stepped in, Fred stopped her with a hand on her shoulder. "Big nale
doggi es can be nmean. Especially big male hurt doggies. He has big teeth!”
"I'I'l take care."

"Al'l doggies |like Megan. Even big, nmean doggies.” Wth a nod of decision, Fred
lifted his hand from her shoul der and trudged away.
Touched by his concern, she smled then went into the cage. Kneeling, she

stroked the animal's head. Its tail thunped sleepily in response, and it whined.
"You are the biggest Shepherd |I've ever seen.” She ran her hand down its neck to
its well-nuscled shoul der and down to its flank. "But what a beauty! Someone is

certainly mssing you."

The ani mal opened its sl eepy yell ow brown eyes and tried to sit up, but its cast-
covered leg made it flounder a nonment before it sank back down with a pained grunt.

Wncing, she stroked its head in synpathy. "That nust hurt!"

"Li ke hell."

At the man's words, Megan gl anced back toward the door, but she didn't see
anyone. Except for Fred, no one was in the building, and Fred didn't have such a deep,
rich, intensely nale voice

"Stroke the ears again, pretty lady. 1t feels good, and I'm so hung over fromthat
dope the vet gave ne."

Spi nni ng, she gaped down at the dog. "You? Certainly.... No, |I refuse to believe



The animal sat up abruptly and studied her with astonishnent. "You heard ne?"

Its lips didn't nove, but the voice trenbled through her nerve endi ngs and echoed
i n her head.

She clutched her tenples. "This is crazy."

"This is inpossible." The dog twi sted his head quizzically. "Are you of the
pack?"

"What ?" She backed away on her knees. "No, this isn't happening. Dogs don't
talk like this."

"No, and neither do werewolves, but we are."

"Werewol ves!"  Saggi ng down, she sighed. "I am going crazy. Absolutely and
conpl etely crazy."

"Before you start babbling, could you get nme sone water. |'m about to die of
thirst."

Lifting the water dish, she held it out for him
When he had half-enptied it, he rested his head on his paws and gazed at her with

intense, intelligent eyes. "Thank you."

"You're welconme.” An hysterical giggle rose in her throat, but she forced it back
down. "You can't be a werewol f. Beyond the fact they aren't real, it's daytinme and not a
full noon."

"How |l ong since the full noon?"

"That was Tuesday. Six days."

"That long!" The wolf shook his head i ke a human who couldn't believe what he
was hearing. "Six days! No wonder | was alnost |lost until you touched ne."

"How can you be alnost lost? Either you are or you aren't."

"When we change, we hold onto our human selves as well as gaining our animal
selves. The longer we stay aninmal, the nore humanity we lose. Finally, we are totally
ani mal and can no | onger change back."

"So you stayed a wolf too long."

"Not intentionally. I'mnot an idiot."

Megan considered all the lore she'd read about werewol ves. "A gypsy curse?"

"No. A dammed herbalist."

"She was cursed?"

"No, a cursed bad herbalist!"™ The wolf stretched back out. "Wuld you please
rub nmy head again."
"My head's beginning to ache, too. This is just too nmuch to take in." She sat

down, cross-Ilegged, by his shoul der and began to nassage his ears and neck
Wth a grunt of pleasure, he rested his massive, surprisingly heavy head in her
| ap.
Amazed at herself, she continued the nassage. Sonehow, she couldn't be afraid
of a man with such a deep wonderful voice which vibrated through her with its textures

of dry hunor, tenderness, and caring. Textures of his soul. Even if that man was a
wer ewol f.

A sigh of mal e happi ness echoed through her brain, and the wolf wiggled
confortably. "You have wonderful hands. Snell good, too. Sweet and sexy."

"About the herbalist.”

"Megan's a nice nane. Suits you."

"What' s your name?"

"Gray, | think it's Gay. Yes, call nme Gay."
"About the herbalist.”

"When you sniff a trail, you don't give up." H's voice was nore anused than
annoyed. "Very well. W change once a nonth, but sonetinmes, it's inconvenient so we
del ay the change."

"Wth herbs."

"Exactly. Wen | took the delay herbal nixture, it didn't stop the change, and
couldn't change back. | still can't change back. WII you help me?"

" How?"

"Cet me out of here."

"I can't. At least not for three days. That's so the owners can claimyou. | nean

claimstrays.”
"Then you'll free ne?"



"I certainly won't |et themgas you!"

A shiver ran through his frane.

"How do we change you back?"

"Mss Wnters, what do you think you are doing with that new dog?"

The woman's shrill voice jerked Megan's attention back to her surroundi ngs, and
for a nonent, she feared the other wonan had heard Gray's voice, then she disni ssed
that worry. "lI'mtalking to himand rubbing himto ease his disconfort. He's waking up

fromthe vet's drugs."”

She gl anced toward the door

The short, stocky shelter director tapped her keys against the bars of the door and
scowl ed down at her. "Get out of there imrediately. That dog's a nonster! He could
take your hand off in an instant. Don't you have a lick of sense?"

"I''"ll be back," Megan thought and hoped the wolf could hear her as well as she
could hear his silent speech.

He blinked understanding as any dog would and lifted his head slightly to let her
slide out fromunder him The sound of his thunping tail followed her out of the cage.

The director slamed and | ocked the gate behind her

* * *

The whi sper of wolves' paws padded through Megan's troubl ed dreans. Shards
of moonlight through the foliage barely illum nating her surroundi ngs, she wandered
through a forest's darkness. Fallen | eaves crunched under her bare feet, and the w nd
ruffled her cotton paj amas.

The odor of the death gas used to kill unwanted pets drifted by.

Moani ng, she covered her nose and gagged. Only once had she been carel ess
enough to be at the shelter when the filthy act was done, and she'd been spared the sight
and the sounds, but the snell of the gas and the death...

She' d redoubl ed her efforts to save as many of the aninmals as she could after that
day and had started a novenent to open a no-kill shelter. She'd even been spending her
sumrer break fromteaching at the shelter.

Deat h gas! Had they gassed Gray? Her insides turned cold.

The whi sper of a wolf's tread on | eaves.

She turned.

H s eyes glowing with noonlight, a wolf stared at her from a nearby rock
outcropping. He was all raw primal energy and fierceness.

"Gray?"

The wol f bounded toward her.

Unafraid, she waited until he reached her.

Dropping to her knees, she threw her arns around his neck and hugged him "I
was so afraid. | snelled the gas...."
"Not yet." He pulled away and licked the tears off her cheeks. "Not yet, pretty
"What can | do?"
The wol f said nothing but stared at her with his yell owbrown eyes. The ful
moon was reflected within them but it seemed to wan, growing smaller and snaller.

Mesmeri zed, she watched it disappear.

"Megan. "

A man knelt where the wolf had been

She gl anced down at him realized he was naked, and hastily lifted her gaze to his
face with its high cheekbones, aquiline nose, and full lips. H s hair was straight and
black with silver around the tenples although he couldn't be much ol der than her twenty-
five.

He smiled tenderly, cupped her cheeks in her hands, and kissed her, his lips just
caressing hers. "You taste sweet and sexy. Just like you snell."

"Hello, Gray. It's nice to finally meet you."

"Your hair is as red as | imagined." His fingers tangled in her long hair as he
stroked down to her shoul der.

"Irish Setter red?" She grinned nischievously at him

"Absolutely. And eyes as green as Ireland. Full color is the only human sense
mss as a wolf. Al the other senses are hei ghtened."

| ady.



"This isn't a dream is it?"

"I don't think so, but I'msleeping in a cage in that shelter deathtrap."

"And |'m sleeping in ny apartnent."”

"Qur minds are touching as they touched in waki ng when we were together."

"But the boundaries are | oosened because we sleep so you can show yoursel f."

He gl anced down at his bare body and grinned w ckedly. "Show ng considerably
more of nyself than I'd like. Fur does have its advantages for a nodest soul."

"How did you becone a werewol f?"

"Sorry to disappoint you, but no gypsy curses. | was born with this as ny parents
were born with it as their parents were born with it."

"A genetic nutation."

"Yes, and over thousands of years we've found those with the change genes, and
they' ve joined the pack."

Bendi ng, he nuzzled her neck. "I've discovered sonmething else | lack as a wolf."

CGoose bunps spread across her, and she wapped her arns around his neck
"What ?"

"I can't do this." He kissed her again, his |lips nore demandi ng, and pulled her
agai nst his frame.

Moani ng, she answered his kiss and nelted into him

Fi nal ly, gasping, he straightened. "You call me, Megan. You call nme like the
moon calls. But I'mtrapped in ny wolf self. | may be trapped forever."

* * *

"I want to adopt the Silver Shepherd."

The shelter director |ooked up fromthe paperwork on her desk. "I expected as
much. You've spent every spare mnute with himsince he was brought in."

Cl aspi ng her hands tightly in front of her, Megan wondered what the director
woul d think if she discovered that Megan spent her nights with himas well in a forest of
dreans and passi on where she'd fallen in love with him "He's officially been here three
days as of five minutes ago, and no one's clained him"

"Very well. Gve ne a check for his adoption fee, shots, and neutering expenses,
and 1'll do the paperwork."

"I don't want himneutered."

Pursing her lips, the director glowered at her. "You know the rules. All

adopti ons nust be neutered.”
"I know the rules, but Silver Shepherds are extrenely rare, and he | ooks like a

show dog. It would be wong to neuter such a perfect sire. Think of all the silver
puppi es!"

"Think of all the unwanted puppi es we have to gas every week here."

"I won't let himroam | swear!"

"W have hi m because he was roam ng." The director tapped her pen on the
desk in front of her. "Besides, a dog, even a Silver Shepherd, is worthless as a sire

wi t hout his pedi gree papers.”
"I know. But | think I know how to find his owners."
"And why haven't you done so?"

"I't will take time. | want himsafe with ne while | |ook."
The director lifted an inquisitive eyebrow.
"The vet told ne he was hit close to the airport. | believe he was being shipped

somewhere and got loose in transit."
"That has happened.”

Megan nodded. "I have started inquiries.”
"And if they want their dog back?"
"As long as he's safe...." She blinked tears realizing Gay hadn't prom sed her he
woul d stay. "That doesn't matter as long as he's safe.”
"That's all very noble, Mss Wnters, and you are one of the finest volunteers
we' ve ever had, but rules are rules. |'msorry."
* * *

"I't's hopel ess! She just wouldn't listen.” Megan brushed away tears with her



sl eeve and sl unped down beside Gray in his cage.

"Dam!" The wolf grow ed and |inped around the cage for a mnute until his
anger cool ed, then he |ay down besi de Megan and rested his chin on her knee.

"Are you certain they won't return?"

"My broken leg will heal when | change, but |'ve never heard of a lost linb or
ot her inportant piece of anatony ever returning. Body mass remmins the sane, or it
| oses a bit in the change, but it never grows."

"I was afraid of that. What else can we do?"

"Escape?”

"How? This place is |ocked up tight at night with a guard."

"Do you think Fred would | ook the other way?"

"I'f it were only Fred.... He'd help nme, but none of the other staff menbers woul d.
And we can't nake a fast escape with that cast on your leg."
"Dam." Gray's sigh shook through her head. "Being neutered or being gassed?

What a choice.”

Megan wal ked wearily toward the dog conmpound. Five days had passed, and she
and Gray were no closer to finding a way out of their dilemm than before. Her hopes of
finding the herbalist who had caused this ness and could cure it had been dashed | ast
ni ght when she'd contacted the wonman's hone and di scovered she was out in the mddle
of nowhere on a herb-finding expedition and conpletely out of touch for another three
days. By then, Gray would be dead or nutil ated

Fake owners were an inpossibility because she had no way to falsify the kinds of
docunents needed to prove ownership, and el enentary school teachers |like herself
weren't exactly in touch with crimnals who could provide them

She coul dn't even prove the truth because no one would believe her if she told
them G ay was a werewol f since she was the only one who coul d hear his human voice
Hi s human nenory was so foggy frombeing a wolf for so long that he hadn't been able
to give her any contacts anong the pack who could aid them It had been incredibly
lucky that he'd even been able to give her the herbalist's name. More of that human
menory was fading every day even with her presence.

He was al so having nore and nore trouble becom ng human in the dream forest
each night so that even if she could get himout of this shelter alive, he would soon | ose
so much of his hunanity he would be | ost to her forever except as a bel oved pet.

A cacophony of barks, howl's, and frantic scratching at cage doors greeted her as
she entered the dog conpound. Many of the dogs lunged at their cage doors as if trying
to push them open. Covering her ears, she ran to Gay's cage to see if he were infected
with this madness.
Hi s head on his paws, he lay in his bed of shavings.
"Gray?"
Wth a toothy smle, he | ooked up at her and thunped his tail in greeting.
"What's wong with then?"
"A bitch in heat. The attendants haven't taken her out yet. Fred' s |ooking for her
now. "

"It doesn't bother you?"

"I"'mnot a dog, and the only human femal e who attracts ny human hal f just
arrived."

"Ch." Inspiration hit her in a flash of brightness so intense she could only gape
for a monent. "Oh!"

"What's wong, pretty |ady?"

"Gray, whatever happens, don't pretend you're |like the dogs. Just keep doing
what you're doing. Do you understand?"

"Sure. \What?"

"Later."

She practically dragged the shelter director out of her office and toward the dog
conpound.

"This had better be an energency, Mss Wnters,
entered the dog conpound.

The vol unme of the nmal e dogs had increased to the point of being physically

the wonman grunbl ed as they



pai nful. "You have to see this."
"What in the world?"
"A bitch in heat," Megan shout ed.
"Tell the attendants to...."

"Fred's trying to find her now" Megan tugged the woman toward Gray's cage. "I
want you to see this."

Gray greeted themwith a thunping tail, but he renai ned down, his head on his
paws.

"Look!" Megan pointed at the wol f.

" goo"

"He's nmalel™

e

A greater frenzy of barking erupted nearby.

Megan gl anced backward at Fred who was tugging along a small brown m xed
breed on a | eash. She notioned to Fred. "Bring her here.”

The attendant glanced worriedly at the shelter director and at the nearby cages
where nal e dogs were | aunchi ng thensel ves at their cage doors, but he obeyed her

When he reached them Megan pointed to the disinterested wolf. "Seel See! He
isn't reacting."

n So?ll
"He's an unneutered nmale, and he isn't reacting. He doesn't have to be neutered
because he won't cause unwanted puppies." She flourished dramatically. "Gay is gay!"

* * *

Fred Duggans snoothed his new uniformand stood at attention as the dignitaries
nmoved past himtoward the ribbon strung across the entrance to the new no-kill ani mal
shel ter.

Megan wi nked at him as she passed on the arm of her husband of a year

If it were possible, she was becom ng even nore beautiful because she gl owed
with life and happi ness. She obviously | oved Adam Grayson, and he seened to return
that love. He was good and kind, too. Just |ike Megan

And he | oved doggi es as nuch as she did. He was also rich enough to build this
shelter for her.

Ginning secretly to hinself, Fred renenbered how she and Adam had tal ked to
himearlier and shared a secret. Megan was going to have a baby!

Wth his strangely famliar yell owbrown eyes twi nkling, Adam had joked that
he'd finally proven certain "aspersions to his nanhood" wong. Fred hadn't a clue what
that neant, but he had sniled anyway.

That didn't matter. Al that nattered was that kind, sweet Megan was happy, he
had a new job playing with doggies instead of |ocking themup, and nost inportantly, no
doggi e woul d ever die here because sonme human didn't want him That was the happi est
of all endings.

THE END

The Love That Bi nds
By
Suzanne Egl e

The blinding glint of the setting sun bore down relentlessly on the hood of Anna's
faded green Volvo station wagon. She was getting a headache fromfighting the sunlight
in her eyes.

She gl anced at her fourteen year old son, Kevin, sitting silently in the



passenger seat, his "Florida Gators" cap pulled down over his eyes. He had barely
spoken to her since they had begun the three hour drive fromMan to Key Wst, the
final leg of their journey. Kevin was not happy about noving from Ol ando, and he
made no effort to conceal that fromAnna. |If only she could get himto talk to her, but
every time she tried to start a conversation, he'd slouch further into his seat as if trying to
di sappear fromthe car all together
At the end of U S. 1 they arrived in Key West, the last island of the Florida Keys.
Anna knew this road so well; it forked here: to the right was Roosevelt Boul evard that
took you to Duval Street, otherw se known as "downtown." They headed | eft towards
Fl agl er Avenue. Her brother Jimhad bought a house he was planning to refurbish as a
vacation rental. He had offered it to themin the interim
Anna followed her brother's witten directions and easily found Riviera Drive.
Driving slowy, she squinted her eyes |ooking for the address.
"Ah, here it is." She turned into the driveway of a slightly run-down tract hone.
"Ch, boy, this is wonderful," Kevin conplained sarcastically as he kicked open
the car door.
She i gnored himand grabbed a suitcase fromthe back of the Volvo and wal ked
toward the house. The wooden shutters needed paint and the | andscapi ng had been
negl ected, but it |ooked |ike heaven to her, faded shutters and all. She fished into her
purse for the keys, and after struggling a mnute with the | ock she pushed the door open,
and notioned to Kevin to come in.
He wouldn't let up
"We already had a perfectly good place to live until you decided it was tine for a
change. You never asked me what | thought; if | thought it was time for a change. [|'I]l
never forgive you for this!" He stornmed into the house dragging two suitcases with him
Anna si ghed and picked up the Iast of the |uggage. She knew in her heart that they
had to | eave Ol ando. They had to get away from her ex-husband Mark, and his abuse.
Ti me woul d prove her right.
Later, as she was putting her clothes away in a white wi cker dresser, Anna heard
the screen door slam She ran to the door and saw Kevi n wal ki ng down the sidewal k with
hi s baseball mitt and ball.
"Hey, where are you goi ng?"
"l saw a baseball field near here and | want to go check it out." He wal ked away,
casting a | ong dark shadow behind him
Anna |l et himgo. She knew Kevin needed his space to adjust to their new
environment, and the nore space she gave him the better it would be for both of them
He | oved basebal |l al nost nore than anything. Mybe he'd nake a friend.
It was nine o'clock when he finally returned. She had begun to worry, but she swore to

hersel f she wouldn't et himknowthat. "Mm |'mnot a baby anynore," he constantly
told her. But she had a difficult tinme accepting that. He was only fourteen, not even
driving yet!

Kevin cane into the kitchen and poured hinself a big glass of orange juice. He sat

down at the yell ow Fornmica table and wi ped his forehead with the back of his dirty hand.
"Mom | had a really cool time. There was a team practicing for a sunmer

basebal | | eague.™

He gul ped his juice down without taking a breath.

Anna refilled his glass, not daring to interrupt him She was so happy to hear him

exci ted about sonething for a change.

"The coach, his name is Tom is a really cool guy. He said | could join the team

They need a good catcher, so | told himyes. | hope that's okay."

He tossed the baseball in the air nmindlessly catching it in his mtt over and over
again. It was |like a mantra cal mi ng hi m down as he spoke.

"Well, | think that's terrific," said Anna, hugging him "Hey, let's go celebrate and
get a pizza!"

They drove over to the Pizza Hut. It was crowded and noisy--just what Anna

needed after their shaky first day. They spotted an enpty table in the corner and started
wal ki ng toward it when soneone called out, "Kevin!"

"Hey, there's the coach!" said Kevin waving.

Tom stood up notioned themto join his table. Kevin introduced his nother.

"So Kevin tells me you just noved here. How do you like Key West so far?" Tom

asked, pulling out a chair for Anna.



"We literally just arrived," she said snmling at the handsonely tanned face with
friendly hazel eyes. He poured a Coke for Kevin.
"Beer?" he asked Anna reaching for another glass.

"Yes, thank you. Actually | grew up here so it's a honeconming for ne. | just hope
Kevin likes it here as nuch as | do."
"Me, too. He's a great catcher." said Tomw nking at Kevin. The boys went to the
vi deo gane room so Anna turned her attention to Tom

He was a fighter pilot stationed at Boca Chica Naval Air Station, he explained.

He had been there for two years and was hoping to be transferred soon
"Don't you like it here?" she asked him strangely di sappointed to hear that.

"Well, it does get to you after awhile. Some of the guys get pretty crazy sonetines
with nothing to do, so that's why | decided to coach baseball."
"Key West is really serious about baseball," he continued. "They' ve won the State

chanpionship three years in arow. This will be a good place for Kevin to gain confidence
and discipline."
Anna | ooked at her watch. |t was eleven o'clock, and she was exhausted fromthe
|l ong day. She tried to catch Kevin's eye, but he ignored her
Tom grinned know ngly, then stood up and whistled to the boys. To Anna's
surprise, Kevin stopped playing and wal ked over to the table. He hadn't been that quick to
respond to authority in a long tine.
"Ckay, Coach. See you later!" He gave Tom a high five.
Tom stood up to leave too. "Hey, if you two aren't doing anything tonorrow,
would you like to go to the air show at Boca Chica?" He smiled at her, and sonething
stirred inside her. She would | ove to see himagain.
Anna | ooked over at Kevin, who shrugged his shoulders; a dark cloud had crossed
his face again. Anna's heart sank
"Well, Kev, would you like to do that?"
"l guess," he said sullenly.
"I's it settled then?" Tom asked Anna.
"Sure. Thanks, Tom" She gave himthe address and shook his hand. His grip was
strong yet gentle, the hands masculine and weat hered from hard worKk.
Anna wondered what had cone over Kevin. He had been in a good nood unti
Tom asked them both to the air show.
"Honey, is anything wong? | thought you would enjoy going tonmorrow with
Ton?" she asked himon their way to the car
"You al ways assune you know what | would want," he snapped at her. "Wy did
know t his woul d happen?" He got into the car and sl amed the door
Kevi n's accusations stung Anna. She had no i dea why he was so angry with her,
but she decided not to argue with himtonight.
Anna woke up at seven o'clock. She had attenpted to wake Kevin, but he grow ed
and turned his back to her. Never mind, then. He could sleep
A car drove up at 10: 00 am sharp. She peeked out her bedroom wi ndow as she
wat ched Tom wal k up the sidewal k. He was dressed in khaki shorts, white polo shirt and
topsiders. His rugged suntan face was cl ean-shaven, and his aviator sungl asses that gave
himthe air of a self-confident fighter pilot. Anna was nervous yet excited about being
with him She nmet himat the door with the news that Kevin would not be joining them
"What happened? Should | talk to hinP"
"No, that's okay," said Anna. "He's having a tough time adjusting to the nove. But
we can go and enjoy ourselves."
She grabbed her purse and followed Tomto his car, a shiny black Acura. He
opened the door for her, a gentlemanly gesture she hadn't appreciated in a long tine. He
put a CD on, and the nusic carried her away as if on a chariot. She felt as if she would fly
away at any nonent. |t was pure, unadulterated freedomto her!
The air show was a thrilling spectacle. Anna had forgotten how nuch she
| oved watching the F-14's flying in precision formation. She and Tom enj oyed t he
aft ernoon drinki ng beer and munchi ng on barbecued hot dogs. Anna felt like a kid
again, without a care in the world. It felt good to be relieved of the mantle of
responsibility for a day.
Later they drove to the Pier House to watch "sunset”, a nightly Key West
ritual. As they listened to the hypnotic cal ypso nusic, Anna felt as though the



shattered pieces of her life were beginning to conme together. The sun spilled

brilliant hues of orange and red over the horizon as it set over the Gulf of Mexico.

The sense of peace that canme over her was overwhelming. It had been a perfect

day.

"I can't renenber when |'ve had a better tine," she said to Tom as they

wal ked up the sidewal k to her house. "Wuld you like to stay for dinner. | was

goi ng to barbecue some fresh fish ny brother sent over."

"That sounds great!" he said opening the screen door for her

Kevin was not hone. He hadn't left a note either. Anna was angry and worried. "I

don't know what |'mgoing to do with him" she said, exasperated.

Anna grabbed two bottles of beers fromthe refrigerator and handed one to Tom

He took hers, as well, twisted off the top then handed it back to her. She felt a confort in
his presence and kept on tal ki ng.

"His father, ny ex-husband, was so hard on him such a disciplinarian. He

had grown up in a nmilitary honme, and he believed kids should be raised with an

iron hand. Finally |I couldn't take it anynore-- the yelling, the hitting, so | filed for
di vorce."

"Did you stay in Ol ando?"

"Yes, for two years, but he kept harassing ne. One day | just packed us up

and left."

They ate di nner under the noonlit sky. The tropical breezes cooled the night air

maki ng Anna feel refreshed, renewed. Tom s presence was so conforting, yet

i ntoxicating. She felt her innernost fibers trenmbling at the thought of being close to him
It had been too |ong.

At el even o' clock the screen door burst open. Kevin walked in and went into

his room and sl amred the door. Tom | ooked at Anna. "Wuld you like ne to talk to
hi n"
"No, | should do this." She took another sip of wine and went to his room She
knocked quietly. "Kevin, can | come in?"

He didn't answer. Slowy, she opened the door and peeked into his room It was

dark. She could see his outline on the bed staring up at the ceiling, not moving. Anna sat
on the edge of the bed. She touched his head tentatively, and began stroking his hair |ike
she used to when he was younger. About a year ago he began to pull away from her
emotionally. She know it was a normal part of growing up, but lately he was infused with
anger aimed at her, and it saddened her deeply.

"Kevin,..." she began, but he interrupted her. "I'mtired, Mm | want to go to

sl eep now." He turned his back to her

Anna rose fromthe bed and wal ked out, closing the bedroom door behind her

Suddenly she felt very tired

She had to nmake a choice right now, a very painful choice

"Tom maybe we shouldn't see each other for a while. | need to work things out

with nmy son now, and it would be best if we could do it alone."

Tom s eyes filled with regret, but he gave her an understandi ng nod. "I understand,
Anna, but you know, | do want to see you again soon. | really enjoyed nyself today,"

Hi s voi ce was so tender she al nost changed her nind; she so desperately wanted to
surround herself in his strength, to |l et soneone el se nake deci sions for her

"Me, too. Thank you for a great day." She walked himto the door. In the shadow

of the moonlight he took her face in his hands and ki ssed her gently. Anna watched him
wal k away in the night, then she turned around and slowy turned off the lights in her
house and clinbed into bed.

The next night Anna was hone al one washing the dishes. A tiny television kept

her conmpany while a rattling oscillating fan tried valiantly to create a breeze. But the
thick, hum d air was oppressive, and Anna was trying an old baker's trick of keeping coo
by rubbing ice cubes on her wrists.

The phone rang. She wondered who it could be. Tomwas at practice with Kevin,

and she hadn't given her nunber to anyone except her brother who was in Cearwater with
his wife for a few days.

"Hi, Anna." |t was Mark
Anna's heart stopped. How had he gotten her phone nunber, she screaned in

silent panic. Her tenples began to throb

"Kevin called ne yesterday. You were out at sonme air show or sonething... with a



Navy guy, | think he said? Sure didn't take you long to find sonmeone. You al ways did

have a thing for those fly boys." Hi s voice dripped with sarcasm

"What is it, Mark?" she said inpatiently.

"Ckay, I'lIl get to the point. Kevin says he wants to nove back to Orlando and |live
with ne."

"I don't believe you," she said icily.
"Well, believe it. He says he hates it there. He's old enough to deci de where he
wants to live. I'mflying down next weekend to get him" The |line went dead.
Anna hung up the phone in a daze. She sat down slowy, the dishrag linp in her
hands. The enotional devastation was too nuch. As nmuch as she tried to fight it, she felt
| ost and overwhel ned. Tears welled up in her eyes and spilled onto her |ap. She watched
t hem make spl otches on her sundress and felt their salty sting on her face. She didn't care.
She didn't care about anything anynore, and she was tired of fighting Kevin and now
Mar k agai n.
She stood up nunbly, w ped her face and hands and went into the bathroomto
clean up. She put on a clean dress, set the table for dinner and sat down to eat.
Monents | ater Kevin cane hone. He |ooked curiously at Anna eating al one,
silently. He served hinself sone spaghetti and sal ad and sat down tentatively next to her

"Your father called.” Anna said sinply.
"Ch? What did he say?
"I think you know, Kevin." She stopped, waiting to see if he woul d say anything

to her, if he would deny what he had done to her
She continued. There was no enotion in her voice, no anger, only resignation
"Why don't you get yourself packed up. He will be here Saturday to take you back
to Olando. You're old enough to know what you want, and | hope you find it. |[|'msorry
you are so miserable here with nme. By the way, you'd better call Tomtonorrow and tel
hi m you won't be pl ayi ng baseball."
She rose fromthe table and put her plate into the sink. Then she went to her
bedroom and cl osed the door. Kevin didn't say a word. He stared down at his plate of
unt ouched f ood.
Twenty m nutes passed. It was eerily quiet in the house. Then Anna heard the
bedr oom door slowy open. Kevin tiptoed into her room She was |ying on her bed, her
back to him She felt so small and tired, not the pillar of strength she always tried to be
for him Anna did not want to be cheery anynore. She only wanted to cry now, to cry for
all the years of pain she had had to put up with, for all the m stakes she'd nade in raising
her only son, for herself.
She heard Kevin approaching her softly. He sat on the bed and touched her
shoul der gently.

"Mom can | talk to you... please?" H s young voice was so full of sadness.

"I'mso sorry | hurt you. |'ve been a real jerk. | don't know why | did what | did it.

I was just trying to nake you pay for noving us here. But | didn't think you'd let ne go.
Never in a mllion years! | was angry at you, and | acted wi thout thinking. You know I

don't really want to go live with him | know what you did was the right thing for us.
He stopped talking. His voice had started to trenble, but he continued.

"I promise if you let ne stay with you, I won't conplain about l|iving here
anynore. | won't ever do anything to nake you mad ever again. Mom please | ook at ne
and tell ne it's OK like you always do."
He started to cry. Anna needed to stop his pain now.
"l don't know about the 'ever again' part, but I'lIl be satisfied with the 'no nore

conpl aining' part."
She turned to Kevin and hugged him

"I"'msorry..." they said sinultaneously then they both started to | augh

"What about ny dad?"

"Don't worry, I'll handle it," she assured him

"No, I'Il handle it, Mom | got nyself into this mess and I'l|l get nyself out of it.

I"mfourteen, you know, not a baby anynore."

He grinned at her

Anna hadn't seen that ingratiating smle in so long, and she was delighted to have

hi m back. She put her arns around Kevin's shoulders as they wal ked into the Iiving room
The door was open and the evening breezes were beginning to cool the air again.



"Hey, how about a wal k al ong the beach?" she asked him "W never got to do

that in Olando, did we?"

"Mon? About Tom | was really a jerk about that. You can see him you should

see him He's a great guy." He put his armaround her. "You know this place really is
pretty cool, isn't it?" he said.

She nodded relieved. Yes, it was very cool

Junp- St art

by
Christina Morgan Ferraro

"W bought this on our honeynmoon," Em |y whispered to herself, grasping the
porcelain mug as tightly as the menory.
A typical tourist keepsake, the coffee nmug bore a trolley car and the bold letters of
her name. They had wandered in and out of nunmerous gift shops on Fisherman's Wharf
until they found one with his name on it, too. The mug hadn't been an exact match, but
then, neither were they. Since he wal ked out on her last year, she hadn't seen himor his
mug, either.
Emily released a sigh. Packing up and noving seened |ike such a good idea a nmonth ago
She had had fun view ng apartments and i magi ni ng new adventures. Now, as she
wr apped her di shware in newsprint, sentinent and determ nati on warred w thin her.
A knock sounded at the door. She ran her fingers through her tenples, the premature
gray strands now colored to match her natural auburn. She was expecting her | andl ady,
Magda, and a guy who had seen the "For Rent" sign posted outside the building.
"I''"l'l only show your place if you' re sure you want to | eave," Magda told her over the
phone earlier. "It's not too |late to back out."
Hope had feathered at the | ast-chance offer. But her | ogical voice won out. "Thanks,
Magda. Go ahead and bring himby."
She and Magda had becone friends over the years, chatting by the mail boxes. After
Em | y's husband noved out and her world lost its color, Magda had taken to checking in
on her, offering bagels and a |istening ear.
Months later, when Emily still did nothing nore with her weekends than | aundry and
crossword puzzles, Magda put down the kid gloves. "Your social life doesn't have to end
because your marriage did. You're a pretty girl. Get out there and turn some heads."
Emly had wanted to | augh, but the nmonths of |oneliness and bitterness fused together
in a surge of yearning. "l want to," she'd admtted. "But I'mafraid of hooking up with
anot her jerk."
"There are plenty of good, decent nmen out there. But you aren't going to neet themin
your living room"
It had been Magda's urging--and an early norning encounter with a broad-
shoul dered stranger--which ultimately spurred Emily into activity. She had taken a frank
|l ook at her life and adnmitted she was in a royal funk. A box of hair dye and sone outfits
had been easy. Finding the courage to consider a new place had been sonet hing el se.
Until she had | earned about the conplex across town, with the rec center and hot-and-col d
runni ng singl es.
Movi ng coul d sol ve her troubles, she had told herself. Even if it meant |eaving her
friend and everything famliar behind.



She opened the door and offered Magda a half-hearted snile. A figure |ooned in

her peripheral vision, a blur of dark features and denim "Cone in," she said. "Sorry
about the ness."

Magda di snissed her words with the wave of her hand. "Enmily lverson, meet Tom
Sturgis," she said. "Tomis newin town, about to start a job at the industrial park."

The stranger stepped into view It was her stranger, her handsone stranger. "I--I
know you," her words tunbled out. "I nean, we net. Sonetine back."

H s olive black eyes flickered with interest. "Sure, last nmonth. Wen | was out

here interviewing. You were having car trouble."

She had cone out the to the street in the cool norning light to find her battery
dead. The service station had put her on hold, and she had stood beside the open hood for
m nutes, cell phone at her ear, peering at the tangle of metal and wires.

He had slowed to a stop, then idled inside the white Taurus. "Have a probl en?"

"Dead battery."

The stranger with the scul pted features and tailored business suit stepped out and
opened his trunk, his well-toned body noving with easy grace. "You're in luck. This
rental car has cables.” He aligned the front of his car against hers, fiddled with the cables,
and call ed out at the nonent of their connection. "Start the engine!"

Asilly smle crept all over her face. "I really appreciate this."

"My pleasure." He cane back and rested a ring-free left hand on the rimof her
open wi ndow. "Anything else | can do for you?"

Take me to dinner, she surprised herself by thinking. But she had politely shaken
her head and t hanked hi mi nstead.

Hi s random ki ndness and uncommon good | ooks |ingered in her thoughts. |f there was
one great guy still out there, perhaps there would be another...

"How s the battery these days?" A snile tipped the corners of Tom s nouth.

"I replaced it. No trouble since."

After several beats of enbarrassed silence, she realized she was not only staring at
him but blocking his and Magda's entry. "Oh," she said and |laughed lightly. "Cone in,
come in."

Magda adopted her professional tone as she wal ked Tomthrough the Iiving room
and kitchen, making conparisons with the enpty apartnent they had toured upstairs.
Emily had every intention of returning to packing, but foll owed them nonethel ess.

"Darn," Magda said after exam ning the tel ephone nunber on her beeper's display.

"It's that couple in unit fourteen again. 1've got to run up there for a few minutes." She
turned to Enmily. "Finish showing Tom around for ne, okay?"

Enily nodded. "Any questions so far?" she asked as she | ed himdown the narrow
hal | way.

"Yeah. Wy are you | eaving?"
Her heart thunped unsteadily and she did not turn around.
"Cetting married?" he asked. "New job?"

She paused in the doorway of the bedroom "No, nothing so dramatic. Just tine
for a change."

"Don't tell me this conplex is too sleepy for single people.”

"Not really. There's a nightclub a couple bl ocks over, and a coffee house down

the street." A snmile found its way through the knot of her uncertainty. "l guess |ike nost
pl aces, life around here is pretty much what you nake of it."

"And you're | ooking for sonething nore in yours?"
"I was divorced recently," she heard herself adnmit. "And |'ve had sone trouble getting

back on ny feet."

"I"'msorry. Divorce is never easy. But couldn't you just take a night class or
sonet hi ng?"

She did not intend to defend her decision to this stranger. She was havi ng enough
trouble trying to convince herself.
A coupl e footsteps took her into the bathroom She flicked on the overhead |ight.

"Ni ce wal |l paper,"” he commented and touched the textured finish. "You put it up
your sel f ?"
"I helped." Her thoughts circled back to the stress-filled weekend she had worked

al ongsi de her ex. He had conpl ai ned that she couldn't do anything right and ultinmately
finished the job alone. But tinme had blurred that nmenory. Unlike the coffee nug, the
wal | paper evoked no enotion. The pale blue walls and fluffy bathroomrug were just



nore of the warnth that drew her hone from work each eveni ng.
"So, what do you think of the place?" she said after they had re-entered the living
room

"Ch, | like it. But it has one big drawback. |If | take it, you nove out. And | don't
want you to go." He |looked her full in the eyes. "I realize we barely know each ot her
But every time | thought about this town, about transferring here, | thought of you. So

came back to this neighborhood, to this block, hoping to find a vacant apartnent--and
you."

She felt a catch in her throat. "lI'd |like to get to know you better, too."
"What do you say we continue this conversation over dinner tonight?"

"Sounds wonderful ," she said and grinned.

"In the nmeantine, I'mgoing to track the | andlady dowmn. And tell her |I'mtaking

the place upstairs.™

Her sm | e deepened. She guessed she woul d be tal king to Magda hersel f about
staying on inside the walls that so thoroughly cocooned her. And staying near Tom The
spark flickering in his dark eyes had re-charged her deadened heart. She couldn't think of
a better way to give her life a junp-start.

ANGELS DO WEAR UNI FORMS, SOVETI MES
By
Victoria Graud

When she saw the first signs outside San Bernardino for Hi ghway 15 to Las
Vegas, she knew she'd | eft Los Angel es behind her, maybe for good. Just |ast week her
life had been quite wonderful; it was amazing to her how fast things could shift. She felt
hopel ess to change things back again; she just knew she had to keep driving, driving,
driving. Since she left Beverly Hills early this norning, there were no plans in her mnd,
it was just a junble of hurt, shane and fear. Perhaps her flight could at |east help her put
her life into perspective again, and then she woul d deci de what to do. The drive down the
super highway to Vegas with its large vistas of barren desert fringed by lonely, granite
mount ai ns woul d give her plenty of tinme to think and deal with it.
Samant ha didn't know yet whet her she'd stop in Vegas or keep driving. She had filled the
little Austin Healy's gas tank yesterday by chance, not knowi ng that she woul d fl ee today.
If she'd thought about it then, perhaps she woul d have guessed that Peter couldn't handle
her news. Hi s age did deternine sone things, even though she'd | ong ago accepted the
thirty-year difference. Al though his health was exceptional at fifty-five, there were close
friends and fanm|ly that he'd seen sicken and die. H's own brother, only five years ol der
than he was, had died | ast year, just before she'd net Peter
Sanmant ha had grown to trust and | ove his gentleness and support, and had felt that he
woul d be there for her, forever. He'd said it enough tines. Wen she nentioned she had
al ways wanted to travel, he took her on a trip around the world to all the places she had
fantasi zed about as a child Egypt, India, Geece, Paris. And had indulged her with jewelry
and clothes. Gowing up in St. Louis, she'd dreaned such things, but during this magica
time with Peter she tried to renenber if she really expected themto cone true
She'd been living with Peter in the large nmansion that novies had built for nearly a year
now, and because of his position in the entertai nnent industry had net and grown to know
many of his high-powered producer and actor friends. Listening to Walter Matthau tel
jokes at a poker party was an indication that she'd arrived in another world. But nowthis
worl d was going to di sappear just when she was beginning to feel that she bel onged; she



just knew it. And where would she be then? Wio woul d want her? What woul d she do?

Coul d she survive?

These naggi ng questions plagued her as she drove ainlessly, not paying particular
attention to anything but her gloony thoughts . She gl anced at the speedoneter by chance
to di scover she was creeping up on ninety-mles-an-hour. A tear slid down her cheek, as
she pushed the accel erator harder. The tiny car vibrated with the speed, but the el ement of
danger only nmade her nore deternmined. She didn't care if someone stopped her; she didn't
care what happened next. San Bernardino's outskirts were past her and the |ong, enpty

hi ghway stretched in front of her. The day was sunny and clear, but it was too early for the
desert heat. The little car could never have gone this fast with the air-conditioner on. The
fresh, early norning air blowi ng through the vents and the crack in the driver's side

wi ndow revived her feelings a bit. Perhaps there were sonme answers. She let up on the
accel erator; there was no need to be so hasty, putting herself in peril until she had thought
t hi ngs through.

She'd come to Los Angeles to fulfill a dream drawn to the flame of the novie industry
like so many others. In St. Louis she'd already proved to herself that she had talent in
several different areas. She had outgrown its possibilities; the next step in her mnd had
been to try her luck in Hollywood.

Naned Sanmant ha by her nother and shortened to Sam by all her friends and eventually
famly, she liked the nane's m xture of masculine and fenminine. It gave her an edge that
hel ped her make her way in a white world; it gave her a certain neasure of strength as a
bl ack woman.

Sami's early |life had not been easy, but she did not feel sorry for herself. Experience had
proved that if she persisted she could eventually nold life nore to her liking. Sam s

nmot her, grandnot her and younger sister had managed to hold onto an ol der, three-story,
brick home on a tree-shaded street in a mddle-class nei ghborhood, sonetines just

scrapi ng by, but sonehow al ways managi ng the snall nortgage. Her attractive and

energetic nother worked | ong hours as a sal esworman in a well-respected departnent store
downt own t hat appeal ed to wealt hier wonen. Her grandnother took in sone sewi ng and
alterations to help the famly survive. During her teenage years Sam was bri ght enough to
excel in school while working a part-tine job.

Frustrated by her two failed nmarriages and the abusive second husband she had forced out
soon after her youngest daughter was born, Sam s nother was a weekend al coholic. She

never touched a drink during the week, but conme Friday evening after store hours, her

nmot her woul d bring home an i nexpensive bottle of vodka and a si x-pack of Coke. Friday

and Saturday evenings were devoted to getting as drunk as she could in three to four

hours, even if she had to work on Saturday. The rest of the family stayed clear as she did
her drinking in the living roomwatching prograns on an old black and white tel evision
set. Her snpoth, and dignified creany al nond-colored face did not betray her rage or the
effects of the al cohol as she drank, but her voice did.

I f Sam happened to be anywhere in the vicinity, and it was hard to get to the kitchen

wi t hout bei ng seen since the kitchen door led into the living room her nother would yel

at her. Her voice would slur, but her theme was a constant one, and it seened reserved for
Sam and not her younger sister

"Samant ha, you listen to nme, ya hear?"

"Yes, Mama."

"You don't get mxed up with any old nigger."

"No, Mama, | won't, Mama."

"You meke sure they treat you right, girl. You understand how i nportant that is?"
"Yes, Mama."

"No nigger's gonna treat ny daughters like their daddies treat ne."

One ni ght when Sam was twel ve, she discovered her nother's passionate anger could | ash

out at anyone. Sam had gotten caught as she was trying to | eave the kitchen. She no | onger
renenbered what was said, it was probably the sanme ol d di scussion. Her nother had
consunmed enough of the vodka to ignite her fury with even the slightest suggestion of
back-tal k. Her reaction was swift and shocking as she picked up the six-pack of Coke



beside her chair and threw it at Sam It shattered into deadly shards of glass and sticky
liquid. The sound of Sam s ankl e breaking bl ended into the sounds of smashing glass and
screans. The screans seened to conme fromeverywhere. Samvividly renenbered the

searing pain, a conbination of the physical hurt and the enotional anguish and shock of
being the target of her nother's wath. Since she had | ong ago nanaged to di mthe edges

of menory regarding the event, Samonly vaguely recalled her nother's guilty reaction

The drinking did not stop for another ten years, but her nother stifled the rage, and the
conversations were shorter during the drinking hours. Samtucked her pain away, and
continued | oving her nother

During the week Samis nother was attentive the few hours she was hone, and nade

certain her daughters were clothed and fed to the best of her ability. There was never a
di scussi on of why her behavi or changed during the weekend.

When she was thirteen, Sam suffered another outrage to her personhood and her feral e
psyche. She was raped by an uncle, a tall and nuscul ar stepbrother of her absent father. It
was during a famly picnic in a park fringed with dark woods. He had terrorized her so
that she promised to keep it secret. Sam s not her had been suspicious, but after a night of
drinking had forgotten the secret, hurt |ook on her daughter's face. Sam absorbed the
wound, but found it hard to deal with the fumi ng anger that would rise to her throat when
she | east expected it.

Later that sane year Sam became very ill. She was di agnosed with cancer. Before she'd

had a chance to envision a loving famly of her own, her l|ife-bringing wonb had been cut
out, declared a death threat. She kept her pain to herself, putting another stone in her heart
and building a stronger wall around herself.

Her grandnother was a source of strength and peace at hone. Sam spent tinme in Ganny's
roomon the top floor, talking of this and that, but never nentioning what was really
troubling her. Granny's dark, sad eyes seened to understand that Sam nust keep her pain
to herself, a secret shadow treasure, never to be shared

By the tinme Samwent to high school no trace of her cancer renmi ned, and she resolutely
forged a place for herself as a cheerl eader and acquired both black and white friends. Her
caranel -col ored skin, softened hair worn in a shoulder-length flip, and her vol uptuous
figure set off by a tiny waist, gave an exotic touch to her all-Anerican |ook, a face and
figure envied by white girls and black alike. The nmale attention began then and had never
stopped. From her chil dhood experiences and a growi ng sense of her own fenal e power,

she overcane by force of a steely will her early agonies and determ ned she would | earn
how to mani pul ate the nmal e to her advant age.

Taki ng col |l ege courses and working at a variety of jobs, Sam explored her talents. She
made friends with local artists and experinented with painting and graphics. \When she
found a | ack of nobney in the arts, she tested her physical prowess and intuitions by
becom ng a policewrman and a few years | ater reached a pinnacle of nmidwestern fane as

the first black anchorwoman on | ocal television. It suited her need for adul ation and
attention. She enjoyed the power and fane, but it only nmade her hunger for nore.

By her mid twenties Sam knew she would have to | eave St. Louis to acconplish anything

on a grander scale. She knew her | ooks would take her farther in a place |ike Los Angel es
than the backwater St. Louis had becone to her. She woul d never be satisfied in St. Louis,
she had to explore greater themes for her life.

When she arrived in Los Angeles, she got an immedi ate job as a feature filmextra.

Al t hough she sonetines tired of standing around waiting for filmng to begin or end, she
found the business fascinating and took the tinme to ask questions and get to know the

pl ayers both in front of and behind the canera. Her striking |looks, with her added

know edge and flair for the right clothes that attracted attention while enphasizing her
uni que figure, encouraged many a director or producer to talk with her

On a hot and crowded set one day while filnmng a crowd scene in a busy parking lot, Peter
sauntered up to her during the lunch break. Six-feet tall with a tanned, nuscul ar body, a
Germani ¢ face and thinning blond hair going gray, his studied informal air and casual but
expensi ve cl othes gave himaway as a producer. Samperceived all this in an instant; to
protect herself she had al ways been observant and perceptive. He stood in front of her,
renovi ng his sunglasses to reveal startlingly azure blue eyes. He gazed frankly into her
eyes, assessing her |ooks and manner with no apol ogy; he had been in this business too
long to waste tinme on courtesies. Her height, in small heels, was equal to his; her forward
gaze did not flinch or | ook away nodestly. She took a few |lazy nmonents to give hima



slight snile, her nose flaring as she smelled his expensive col ogne. She was at ease and
ready for any banter he mght direct her way.

"M ss?" he opened, casually.

"Hunter. Samantha Hunter."

"I''"'m Peter Hood, the producer for this epic!" He | aughed.

She sniled coolly. "I know. "

"l haven't seen you before. Are you new at this ganme?

"Fairly."

"l inmagi ne you get inpatient on days like this, when it's hot and crowded."

"Actually, no. | thoroughly enjoy this business, even though | amat the bottom.. for
now. "

She could tell her reactions were intriguing him He was probably so used to the
starstruck, over-inpressed, naive routine. The chase, she thought to herself, how they |ove
t he chase.

"Wul d you care to | earn nore about the business?" He paused for enphasis, testing her

sel f-contai ned manner. "From a producer's point of view?"

"What did you have in m nd?" She could just inmagine, but she gave no hint of sexua
interest, it was too early in the gane.

"Dinner this evening... perhaps by the ocean.”
She deliberately took her tine answering as she slowy smiled at him her dark eyes, pools
of mystery. "Yes... |'d be honored," she answered with just a hint of sarcasm

He | aughed, genuinely delighted at her comment, and knew he m ght not be the master of
this ganme. Here was a wonan that | ooked |ike she would | ead himaround if he were not
careful, a challenge to an attractive, powerful nan used to getting his own way. He was
heartily tired of having women gush and succunmb over him so easily because of his

nmoney and position.

They had dinner in Mlibu, sitting by the expanse of wi ndow at one of the trendier, wood
and gl ass di ning pal aces perched along the coast. Each crash of the incom ng waves

seened to neld these two passionate natures together. Sam was sassy and direct enough

for him Peter was nore nellow, but opinionated and strong enough to fight for control
Sexual ly the chenmistry blazed, and they lit the fire that first night. He took her home, and
she'd been with himever since until she left this morning, before the sun was even up

Thi nki ng of how their romance began, Sam s tears began to fl ow again. They becane sobs
that racked her body, so powerful they sent pains through her chest and back. She nearly

|l ost control of the car, and was forced to drive nore slowy. As she gained control of
hersel f and the car, she began to anal yze.

Way coul dn't he accept her as she was, slightly danaged? He knew she had inner strength,
had survived nuch for her young years. Hadn't she told himsone of her darkest secrets?
Maybe she shoul d never have opened up to him he wasn't the father figure she never had.
Was that what she expected? Wien woul d she stop | ooking for the strong, caring nale?

They did not exist. This thought brought tears again, but she willed themaway. She
needed sone nusic and grabbed for a tape in a holder on the console. She put one on

wi t hout even | ooking. As she started to |isten she recogni zed Wagner's Tristan und | sol de.
How appropri ate, she thought ruefully -- star-crossed |lovers, only happy in death. Wat a
beautifully sad piece of nusic, certainly in keeping with her nobod. Wiy didn't she drive
of f the highway now, and end it in a flash? But what if it didn't work, and she becane
nmore mai med that she was already. She wanted something certain, at |east in death.
Samrecal |l ed her doctor's visit and what had transpired afterward. She had finally gone to
the doctor |ast week after several weeks of incredible stonmach pain that she had endured
stoically, never letting Peter see her wince. He was so busy with a novie he was

producing that he didn't realize their sex life had been on hold the past few weeks. Wen
the doctor told her after conprehensive tests that she had cancer, she nearly fainted. How
could that be, she had screamed at him She had al ready beaten the di sease. She no | onger
had her uterus and ovaries. How dare it conme back to haunt her! It had nothing to do with
her femal e organs, he had said. She had a tunor in her intestine. It would have to come
out; she nust go through a series of chenotherapy treatnments. He felt sure she'd beat it
this time as well, but the sooner they schedul ed the operation, the better

When she managed to get her enotions under control, she went through the rest of the
interview as if she'd been issued a death sentence. She was nunb. How could she tel

Peter that his sexy, young | over had cancer, that she wasn't all he hoped she'd be. Wuld
he stick by her? Wy would he when there were thousands of beautiful faces | ooking for



a neal ticket in L. A?

She took the painkiller prescription the doctor wote for her and nade anot her

appoi ntment. They woul d set up an operation date next week, but first she nust get her
life in order.

At hone she nunbly planned a neal that could be delivered and found a | ow cut,
buttercup-yell ow sundress that Peter had called "delicious."” He'd find out soon enough
that she was no | onger edible; she was poi sonous. She poured herself a stiff vodka,
straight, no Coke like her nother, and sat in an overstuffed chair waiting for Peter in the
dimy lit living room

She heard the sounds of his Porsche drive up the steep driveway at 10 p.m He wal ked in

di shevel ed and exhausted, a disgusted | ook on his face, eager to share the frustrating
details of the day.

"I can't believe that director; he thinks the investors are made of nopney. Take after take
after take. | told himhe' d be off the picture, contract or no contract if he didn't plan his
shots better."

Peter continued to describe his day, not realizing until some mnutes had passed that Sam
had said nothing. Finally he stopped, concerned, and | ooked at her carefully.

He wal ked to her chair, |eaned down and ki ssed her gently. "Wat's wong, little

Sanmmy ?"

The pet nanme undid her resolve to remain calm she burst into tears. Her sobs filled the
roomw th pal pable sorrow. Her body shook as she curled into herself, shoul ders hunched,
huggi ng hersel f and shaking away Peter's attenpts to confort her. Wat seened |ike hours

| ater, but was only m nutes, she managed to pull herself together

"I've got cancer," she said finally, in a barely audi bl e voice

"What ? What did you say?"

"C- A- N- C- E- R" she spelled slowy as huge, sloppy tears rolled down her cheeks.

"Baby... Samy... It can't be. It can't be true. You're too young."

"Yes, it's certain." Her voice was strong and | ow, now w thout enotion. "I have a | arge
tumor. | need an operation." Her voice drifted off as she put her hands over her face,

over cone agai n.

"No, no, no. Not after Terry. | can't deal with this... |I can't go through it again. It's too
much... It's too nuch.”

He started to sob, painful choking sounds. It was terrible for her to hear. Listening to a
man cry was frightening, disturbing. She was asking too nuch of him he could never

handle it. She left himalone and stunbled up the stairs to their bedroom When she
col | apsed on the huge bed, a bed that had held so nmuch passion, she found she had no
enotion left. The painkillers and vodka had done their work, and she fell asleep in
seconds.

When she awoke, groggy and feeling mserable, mnoonlight was stream ng through the

sliding glass doors into the spacious room a ray illumnating her face. At first she couldn't
remenber where she was, or why she was still dressed, lying face down on the bed. Then

it came back to her with a jolt, as if soneone had smashed her in the stomach. "Ch Cod,"
she said al oud.

The house was totally silent. Were was Peter, she wondered? Wat woul d happen to

them now? She softly tiptoed downstairs. The solitary |lanmp she had turned on earlier stil
gl owed besi de the overstuffed couch, but she did not see Peter or hear his sounds. She
opened the front patio door and stepped out onto the flagstones. H s Porsche wasn't in the
driveway. He'd left her. He couldn't handle this, and he'd gone. She woul d probably never
see himagain. Fine. She would | eave too. Perhaps she'd end it all; she was of no use,
anyway. \Who wanted the burden of damaged goods, sickly bodies?

By 4 a.m she had aimessly packed a small suitcase, not caring what she put in it except
for the large container of painkillers she'd picked up at the pharmacy yesterday. She was
on the freeway and out of Los Angel es when the sun cane up, driving east with no set
destination in mnd.

It wasn't even ten in the norning when she crossed the Nevada border. The bill boards and
gaudy hotels at the little town of Jean did nothing for her nood but darken it. Less than an
hour | ater as she drove through Vegas, noting the furious construction going on

everywhere she | ooked, she felt nore discouraged. Vegas was nothing but a novie set, an
anusenment park for adults. She would solve no angui sh here. The coal black pyramd of



the Luxor reminding her of ancient Egypt's focus on death.

Just thinking of stopping nade her wonder what point there was to life. Was it only about
enj oyi ng yoursel f, spendi ng noney, sex, ganbling? Busyness and anusenents to stave off

the inevitabl e? She had al ways thought she had goals worth pursing a career in the film

i ndustry, an inportant intimate rel ationship, perhaps a fanmly of adopted children. Now
she wondered if those seeningly unreachabl e steps would ever be truly attained.

She had put her career on hold for the past year, and where had it gotten her? She felt that
she could fight the disease and win, but what was the use? Life had taught her to be

i ndependent and enjoy it, but she wanted a nman to share her life. Who woul d choose her,
tainted with cancer? Were were her answers? There were no answers. Wy not end it?

Her nother and grandnother had enough to deal with hel pi ng her younger sister get

t hrough col | ege. Who needed her? Peter woul d be better off. The world would be better

of f. She had nothing left to contribute, nothing, nothing.

The sobs cane again, but deterninedly she continued to drive. She would not choose

death in Las Vegas, no matter how desperate she was. Aimessly she drove, follow ng the
freeway, not even realizing until early afternoon that she had crossed into Utah. The
mount ai nous terrain was |ovely, but she could not appreciate the scenery.

When she saw the sign for St. George, she briefly snapped out of her depression. She nust
make a decision; she was tired of driving. What was the point? Her first boyfriend s nane
had been George, a reason as good as any to stop there. As she drove down the nain street
of the small town, which night have been interesting in its nountain setting at a better
time, she | ooked for a suitable notel, sonething ordinary where they woul d not ask many
guestions. She hadn't |ooked in the nmirror, but she knew she nust | ook distraught, and she
wanted to be left al one.

Sam pul led into the parking lot of a small, two-story notel. There were only twenty

roons and just a fewcars in the |ot. Before she got out of the car, she did what she could
to her makeup with a dash of blush, and deci ded she'd have to keep on her dark gl asses.
When she | ooked in her wallet for money, she realized she only had ten dollars. Now what
woul d she do? Her nmind was so dulled fromthe drive and her misery, she could not think
She sighed and a thought clicked in. She had Peter's credit card. That would do it. She'd
al ready used it once for gas, and they hadn't questioned her

As she wal ked toward the tiny office, she was thankful that she had worn a straight, black
skirt and sinple dark, red jersey top. The clothes woul d not draw attention

Samtried to put a pleasant | ook on her face, but could not | ook the desk clerk in the eye,
despite her sungl asses.

"Wl cone to Utah, honey," said a plunp, friendly clerk, her plain face enlivened with
green-franed gl asses. "What can | do you for?" She |laughed, and her breasts jiggled

agai nst the counter.

"A single for a night or two," Sam nunbl ed.

"We can do better than that. It just so happens |'ve got a lovely roomdownstairs with a
gueen size bed and it's only $25 a night."

"Fine," Sam answered as she began filling out the guest information sheet, and handed

over the credit card.

"You drive fromL.A ? | see you have California license plates." The woman wanted to

make friends despite Sami s obvious reticence.

"Yes."

"Enj oy yourself, honey. There's a coffee shop across the street." She gave up any further
guestions as she | ooked at her quizzically.

"Thanks. "

The room was cl ean and qui et and inpersonal. Just what Sam wanted at this point. She
dropped the snmall suitcase on the floor and searched her handbag for the pills. Her
stomach was starting to hurt. Sharp pains, sone of them excruciating, ran across her belly
and up her spine. The thought that she hadn't eaten for twenty-four hours did not occur to
her, all she could think of was dulling the pain. lIgnoring the instructions on the plastic
contai ner, she took four and swallowed themw th water. She took off her |oafers and her
sungl asses and sprawl ed crosswi se on the bed. Wth the lack of food, the pills took effect
al nost i nmedi ately and Sam sunk into a drugged sl eep

Peter returned home in mid-norning after a hellish night of self-recrinination at his
selfish reaction to Sami's desperate news. He had gone to a favorite bar, but when the
scotch could no longer dull the pain or the reality of Sami s cancer, he drove to the beach



and wal ked until the sun rose, and then sat watching the waves for a few nore hours.

When he entered the qui et house, he was surprised to find Sam gone; he had never

i magi ned she woul d | eave. He found her closet open, and a |arge suitcase open in the

m ddl e of the floor. He renmenbered that a smaller suitcase had been stored in the |arger
one. Some of her drawers hadn't been cl osed and nakeup appeared to be missing. Were
coul d she have gone?

He spent the next hour puzzling over her destination and nmaki ng some phone calls. He
checked flights to Mssouri, and called her nother telling her that he and Sam had a
horrendous fight the previous night, but didn't nmention the cancer. Then he thought about
the credit card he'd given her and his good friend, a Lieutenant with LAPD. There were
only so many directions out of L.A ; surely Bud could find a lead. By md afternoon Peter
had the informati on he needed, the name of the St. George notel, and he was on his way
to the airport. He'd fly to Vegas and rent a car for the short drive to Utah

* % % %

The noi se of a sixteen-wheel truck idling woke Sam from her deadened sl unber. She
wonder ed where she was as she | ooked around the darkened room and then it cane back

to her with all its anguish. She didn't want to be awake. She did not want to be alive. There
was no hope for her; life was pointless. She'd take enough pills to end it all. That was the
way to do it. Painlessly. Just go to sleep. Hamlet's fanmous speech cane to her mnd, "To

die, to sleep no nore, and by a sleep to say we end the heartache and the thousand natura
shocks that flesh is heir to."

Groggi ly she dragged herself fromthe bed and searched for her bag. No, she had put the
pills on the bat hroom sink. She found them and then wondered how nmany to take. Wat
would do it? She could not nmake a mstake. There was nothing to do but take themall.
Dam, there didn't | ook to be as many as she first thought. He nust have prescribed just
for a week since she needed the operation right away. God dam it! She poured the pills
into her hand and counted. She was so drugged she couldn't renenber if there were

ni neteen or twenty-four. How could she renenber Shakespeare and not be able to count?

To hell with it, just take them No one knew she was here; they'd do the job for her even if
it took the rest of the night. She sat on the bed and poured the pills onto the little

ni ghtstand; there was still enough daylight comi ng through the cracks in the curtains to
see. She had a difficult tine swallowing themall, even with water. Her throat was dry; her
stomach growl ed its enptiness. Several times she gagged and thought, frantically, that
she'd throw up. She cal ned herself and took three at a tinme, slowy, waiting a long tine
bet ween swal | ows. When she'd taken the last three, she lay back and waited for the

i nevitabl e.

"Pl ease God, forgive nme, for | know not what | do. Take ne to thy bosom fast. | know
you understand. "

She giggled a little at her remarks. Life was silly, she thought as she started to pass out.
Loud poundi ng penetrated her fast-di sappearing consciousness. She turned over. Was this
hel | ? The noi ses persisted. Then they stopped.

"Sam Sam ny little Sammy, wake up ny love. You're comng with me," said the |oud,

mal e voice that was coming fromso far away. It continued, echoing, dragging at her from
sonewher e

Sam opened her eyes and saw a worried nmale face. Was she in heaven or hell? Was this

an angel ? If it was, he snelled |ike Peter. She munbl ed and blinked her eyes at the bright
light. Then she felt hands around her shoul ders pulling her up
What was goi ng on? She was no | onger in control of her body.

"Sam we're going home, sweetheart. Help me. Did you take a sleeping pill? Wll, you

have plenty of tinme to sleep on the way back to Vegas."

She heard voices, but could nake no sense of what they were saying. Then she was in a
car, her head | eaning against the rolled-up window, and the car was in notion. The
nmovenent lulled her and she was slow y | 0sing consciousness again. Fine. The pills were
wor ki ng.

The noise of a siren penetrated the fog rapidly envel oping Sam Couldn't they | eave her
alone to die in peace? Turn off that noise. The |lovely hummi ng and notion of the vehicle
had st opped suddenly. Now what was happeni ng? The floating had stopped, they woul dn't

|l et her go in peace. She heard a nal e voice beside her cursing. Then an arm noved her
head fromthe wi ndow and rolled it down. Through the haze that had beconme her

environment, a peaceful gray and nuffl ed haze, she saw a hand. It was strangely



conforting, but it took a while to register the thought. The hand was that of a black man.
Then she cl osed her eyes, and the fog conpletely envel oped her

"Officer, was | going too fast?" Peter asked inpatiently.

"No, sir. But this woman is very ill and needs to be taken to a hospital."

Peter | ooked nore closely at Sam now sl unped onto the seat.

"I thought she'd taken a sleeping pill."

"It's nore than that. Follow me. |I'Il take you to the nearest hospital."

The patrol man quickly got onto his motorcycle and | ed the way, sirens scream ng. Peter
gunned the notor, reacting quickly despite the fear that gripped his heart. Wiy hadn't he
noticed that it might have been nore than a sleeping pill?

* k% %

When Sam awoke to a sun-brightened hospital roomthe next norning, her personal fog

had lifted, and she noticed the splashes of color in vases throughout the room Vases
spilling out red and white roses, vases of purple gladiolas, other vases jamred full of pink
and yell ow roses. Was she in heaven? She swallowed and then remenbered. Her throat

was terribly sore, and her stomach felt queasy. Her stonach nust have been punped, but
she felt so nuch better. Then she renenbered Peter's face. He nust have cone to get her;
she renenbered snelling him but when was that, she wondered? He nust care for her. A

| arge tear wet her cheek. Poking into her nmenmory was the vision of a black hand on a car
door, a blue uniformat the wist. A policenman? Wat was that about?

Peter softly crept into the room "Are you awake, sweetheart?"

"Yes. Thank you, Peter darling. That was a horrible thing I did."

"Don't thank nme. | did cone and get you, but | did not realize what you'd done. | was
driving us to the Vegas airport."

"What happened?"

"A nmotorcycle cop pulled us over."
"Yes, | renmenber it, but it's a hazy inpression.”

"Sonmehow he knew you were sick and needed to get to the hospital quickly. So he turned
on his siren and led nme here. He disappeared before I could thank him"

"You can thank himtoday. W should | et his conmandi ng of fi cer know what he did."
"Those were ny thoughts too this norning."

"Did you | ocate hin®"

"That's the odd part. | knew he was bl ack, and | had one of the hospital secretaries check
hi mout. Apparently there are only two notorcycle cops in the whol e southern end of

Ut ah. "

"That nakes it easier."”

"Neither one of themis black."

Up Where W Bel ong By
B. Lynn Goodwi n
© 1997

I needed a change of scenery, a break in the routine. I was |ooking for something different
when | took of f the weekend before Thanksgi ving. Al one as usual, | headed northeast and

|l anded in Reno. Restlessly, | prowl ed the casinos. Sonmetimes in a casino | got a sixth
sense about what to bet, but not that night. Everything felt wong, and I was sorry | had
made the trip. The next norning | left early for Pyranmid Lake. The name intrigued ne.
Pyrami d --a nysterious, ancient Egyptian structure where kings and queens were

ent onbed, built by some process lost to nodern man. | | ooked forward to traveling on the



Pyram d Lake I ndian Reservation, a place preserved for centuries, untainted by European

settlers. | looked forward to the vast stretches of desert and to being alone with ny
thoughts. | cruised along at the speed Iimt on Nevada's H ghway 447. The road was
narrow but recently resurfaced. | renenber passing a truck that had spilled over. The

driver was lifting wooden crates out of the sand, and soneone had stopped to help him

The radio was playing "Lord Lift Us Up Wiere W Bel ong" and ny spirits surged and

soared with the nusic. | wished for a sun roof so | could |ook up and find that place where
| belonged. | was often apart and separate: the idea of bel ongi ng appeal ed. The nusi c

was so beautiful | couldn't stand the constriction of ny seat belt. | released it and thought
of nyself as surrendering, letting go. There was a joy in surrendering to the nusic. A thud
brought nme back to the road. | had veered too far to the right. My wheels were on the
rim..no further...into the drop. | slanmed on the brakes, and yanked to the left. | was out
of control; the car fishtailed. | pulled with all ny mght back to the right, still braking,
still

traveling too fast. | needed another correction, and yanked the wheel to the left. The car
fl ew across the road, and skidded into the dirt. Then ny right wheels were spinning md

air as | thunked to the left, careened onto ny side and kept on going. There was a horrid
crash of metal, and the tinkle of breaking glass. The car cane to a stop, upside down, roof
crunched in. Everything was still, except the radi o which blared sonme nindless tune. A

boul der was next to ny door. | pushed, knowing it was futile. "I have to get out of here
before the fire starts!" My heart raced. This was the end. | was relieved to know how I
would die. | gave up on the door, my second surrender, and realized nmy feet were sticking
out where the rear wi ndow had been. Sonmehow ny body had flipped around conpletely

and reversed itself as the car rolled. | was lying flat on ny back, ny feet protrudi ng where
the rear wi ndow had been. | had taken the seat belt off a nminute before the accident and
have al ways believed that action saved ny life. | inched nyself out, ny feet dragging on
the soft dirt behind the car. Shards of glass hung over ne |ike daggers and | thought, "No
way | can get through this space without scraping ny body raw. Guess it's too late for a
diet." | sucked in and slid out. | stood up. That neant | was able to stand. Nothi ng was
broken, sprained, or dislocated. Trenbling and dizzy, | backed away fromthe car and

| ooked out on the vast expanse of sand and sagebrush. | considered wal king out into it and
di sappearing forever. That would have been the ultimate surrender. Instead | capitulated to
what ever kept me alive. So where was ny earth-shattering, burning-bush nonment of

clarity? Wiy wasn't | rejoicing |like a novie-of-the-week heroi ne? Wiy wasn't the true
purpose of nmy life instantly revealed? | felt none of the joy of "Lord Lift Us Up Were

We Belong." Instead | felt alnost guilty, like | had gotten a break I didn't deserve. | was
afraid to hope for joy. As soon as it was within nmy reach, it would be snatched away from
me. Too many good nonents had al ready been snatched. | didn't see the irony of that

t hought, despite the fact ny life had just been spared. The wheels of ny Toyota were stil
spi nni ng when a wonderful middle aged couple on their way to a wedding in Reno

rescued me. There were a nillion practical things to deal with--the police report, a renta
car, a new car, cleaning out the trunk of the totaled car, waves of dizziness, and resum ng

my life. For a long time, | still inagined nyself escaping into the desert. | amnot a
churchgoer, but | know sone Hi gher Power, some angel, sone spirit of a |long dead

Pyram d I ndian was guarding ne as ny car rolled. |I had not finished whatever | was here
on earth to do, and I was being given a second chance. There is no other explanation,
certainly no scientific explanation, for ny wal king away fromthe w eck unharned. Qut
on the desert, | found the luck that was missing in the casinos. Seven years have passed
and | amthankful now. | no |onger fear that hope and joy will be snatched fromne as
soon as they are within reach. | still believe God has not yet finished with me. A Higher
Power has sonmething for me to do on earth. | hope today | amdoing God's will, whatever

it is.



HARMONI CA MAG C

by
Ani t a Gunnuf son

Sam Cohen never went anywhere without a bit of magic in his shirt pocket.
For Sam ny bel oved father, the harnonica was nore than a hobby. It was
his best friend. Since age 12, he used his gift to entertain others. He
brought along his trusted friend on every hay ride, cruise ship, and tour
bus he was ever on. | have many fond menories of himplaying it during our
vacati ons.
Al t hough his ol der brothers are acconplished nusicians with form
training, nmy dad had none. He never |earned how to read nusic and pl ayed
strictly by ear. He recounted, "I don't know if | was actually taught how
to play by ny brother, Mrry, or if | just |earned by watching and imtating
him He always saw nme as just a kid brother."™ Eventually, in his sixties,
he had his chance to prove hinself. They were both on stage entertaining
some group, and Sam pulled out his chromatic harnonica. "For the first
time, | felt he really respected nmy ability. It was a great feeling."
VWhen | asked himto relate his favorite nenory involving the harmonica, he
responded i mediately. "It happen on a ship during the war. W were going
fromHawaii to Ilwo Jim and one of the soldiers asked if anyone el se had an
instrument and would like to play along with his guitar. | pulled out ny
harmoni ca and anot her soldier had drunms. The three of us forned a
spont aneous band. We played our hearts out for hours."
VWhen ny parents went to Al aska, they were on a train which was stopped by a
rock slide for four hours. The event was newsworthy because Prince Andrew
was a passenger. M nother saved the article. Wat it didn't nention was
how nmy dad and his harnoni ca made the four hours slip by for those |ucky
enough to be in his car. They had an inpronptu sing al ong.
Dad felt that his ability was nothing really special, and he tried to teach
his three children and the ol dest of his eight grandchildren how to play.
But to no avail. That's because he had something the rest of us don't
magi c.
To make a living, he repaired tel evisions and other el ectronic equi prment.
He never fully retired fromthe work he | oved, but once he was sem _retired,
he joined a harnonica band made up of other senior citizens. The band had
ten menbers at the tine, three of which were ladies. They practiced once a
week and performed at | east once weekly for senior citizen groups,
conval escent homes, hospitals, and organizations |like the Masons. He was one
of several who played the chromatic harnonica in the band, but he was the
only one to play harmony _ self taught and no small feat. Dad |oved
performing with them because their concerts brought happiness to others.
VWhet her sitting in chairs or wheelchairs, the nmen and women who had the



opportunity to listen to the band sang and cl apped along to the lively,
nostal gic nmusic. Some of his best friends where in that band.

During his last years, he wote a colum in a national harnonica
newsletter. It stemmed froma letter he wote to the editor suggesting a
colum on hints on how to take care of the harnonica, and the editor wote
back asking himto do it.

The highlight of his year was the annual Harnoni ca convention, where he not
only got to play with others, but he could listen to concerts given by the
best. At one of these conventions, he was caught on filmby a newspaper
phot ographer in the nen's room The photo shows a line of urinals in the
background with three men standing in the middle of the roomplaying their instruments.
The caption under the photo explained that they were utilizing

the roomfor its acoustics.

The highlight of nmy year was when he and mom woul d t el ephone nme on ny
birthday. He would play the traditional birthday song while Mom sang al ong.
It's one of the things | miss nost since his death.

This is the menory | cherish nost. |In 1996 ny dad, who had heart failure,
was sent hone fromthe hospital to die. H s best friends came over to bid
hi m good bye, harnonicas in hand. They wanted to play for him Dad joi ned
in, despite the fact he was bedridden with an oxygen cannula in his nose.
He even did his fanbus stint on Spani sh Eyes, where he played the harnonica
with one hand and shook the rmaracas with the other. MW nother and | sat
there with tears in our eyes as the audience to this final performance.
They had the chance to play once nore with him The whol e band pl ayed at
his funeral, and we all knew that dad was in heaven playing harnony with

t hem



The Dance of the Painted Ponies
By Loretta Kensl ey

The lilting tune of the organ caught nme by surprise --
the unni stakable <call of the carousel. On the beach in Santa Barbara? | followed its lure
willingly, let the menories ebb and flow |ike the restless tide washing the sands clean.
Across the street, through the traffic, into the park. And then there it was. Splendor. Love.
Pure |ove. Dad's love. He |oved nme. He |oved the carousel. | don't know which he | oved
more. It doesn't matter. The two are inextricably linked in ny heart. Dad' s career began
with a carousel in a park in Ogden, Uah. He was fourteen, not nmuch younger than the
boy running this carousel. The sign proudly proclainmed the carousel's age: built in 1902
by a master craftsman, one of three that still survived. 1902. Born seven years before ny
father. Forty-five years older than the nerry-go-round that sat in ny backyard, fading,
forlorn now, perhaps m ssing Dad as nuch as | do. The norning was cool, and | had
plenty of tine. | |eaned on the fence, studying the horses as they flashed by. Muths open,
ears pinned, |like chargers racing forward to neet the foe. The center art depicted scenes
from America | ong ago. W/ derness. Bears. Stagecoaches. Indians. The horses natched
the scene, one painted pony for the Indian, draped with a bear skin carved as deftly as the
wooden saddl e. Like every carousel, this one contained two sleighs, each decorated with
the same thenme. As the platform spun round and round, ny head whirled, revisiting a

time long ago, when | was much snaller and ny inmagination nore vivid. | was the

I ndi an princess or Annie Cakley, riding the chargers with such skill and deft the brass

ring was easily mine. | could still feel the up and down surge of the horse beneath ne

still. Hi gh above, the iron turnstiles churned, their magic just as real, lifting the horses
hi gh, then gently lowering themagain. | loved lying on the platform mesnerized by their
rhythm The colors of the draped breast plates and saddles still intrigue ne. Bright.

Bej ewel ed. Happy. Just plain old happy--like the faces of the people clinbing aboard. A
grandnot her and granddaught er--about four years old. A father and son. A Japanese man,
about forty, enbarrassed, bashful, eyes down, still determined to sit astride one of the
colorful horses. Al faces smling. These faces are what ny father saw every day he went
to work. He was a sinple man, contented with his career, refusing all who tried to lure
himaway. It was as if he was born just for this. He never caught the normal chil dhood
di seases--not even as an adult. He nust have been exposed a few thousand tines to

measl es, munps, colds and chicken pox in the seventy years he worked. Nary a spot.
Hardly a sniffle. Menories flowed past, a river of happiness shared. The young girl at
Hal | oween, a nminiature |lady fromthe M ddl e Ages, cone hat rising high above her head
hel d proudly, its gossaner scarf streamng behind as she rode. The tiny, old worman
hiding in the curved footwell of the sleigh, her noney too neager to afford nore than one
ride. She hoped we wouldn't notice. We tried hard not to but safety considerations
demanded ot herwi se. Dad approached her as gallantly as a knight of old, holding out his
hand and chivalrously helping her to her feet before seating her upon the sleigh's bench
She rode all afternoon, strunmm ng her uke and singing the songs of her heart. There was
danger too, especially when he drove his self-contained nerry-go-round into the ghettos
of Los Angel es. Muunted on a truck, he could stop on any street corner and sell rides.

Li ke ice cream men everywhere, the children rushed fromtheir hones, glad to hear his
musi c. Sonetinmes the police ignored him Qher tines they asked him to nove on. One

day, a cruiser pulled to the curb, and he prepared to |eave. The nman in blue questioned
him "Planning on being here | ong?" Dad | ooked at the disappointed kids but knew he

couldn't argue with the law. "No, I'Il just finish up this ride and | eave." The cop frowned.
"I was hoping you' d stay awhile. | live three blocks over and wanted to fetch nmy daughter
and her friends." FEager kids cheered as the black and white pulled away, and the rides

started anew. They even cheered when it reappeared, disgorging several nore children

who ran to join the line. He worried about hol d-ups, although no one had ever tried. He'd
|l ong ago decided his wallet and cash weren't worth fighting over. If it ever happened,
he'd hand them over without protest. One day, toward the end of his career, he noted three
young nen hangi ng back fromthe crowd. Their clothing screaned "gang nenbers," and

their deneanor said they were nei ghborhood toughs. Only a half hour before, Dad had
stashed nost of the afternoon's revenue under the seat of the truck. He had a bit of npney
in his pocket and hoped it would be enough to satisfy themwhen they finally got up their
nerve. They waited until nost of the kids were done riding, then approached, spreading
apart in a sem-circle. Dad kept his back to the truck and faced them "Afternoon. Can
hel p you gentlemen?" Two | ooked at the ground. The other |ooked away, casing the street



for witnesses. Finally, he turned back. "Yeah, we were hoping you'd wait while we go get
our little brothers and sisters. W ain't got nmuch noney, but we could help round up nore
kids and keep themin Iline." The deal was struck and Dad stayed another two hours,

every ride full. 1In the years before he died, Dad shared stories of his life before | was
born. As a teenager, he already owned a few ponies and sold rides at the county fairs in
Utah. One year, two younger brothers acconpanied himas they rode the ponies from

(Qgden to Salt Lake, planning on earning a few dollars at the fair. As night fell, they
searched for a place to sleep but didn't find anything until well after dark. At |ast, they
canme across a deserted barn with enough hay to feed the ponies and provide a soft bed to

sl eep upon. They were soon fast asleep. Dawn was | ong gone when a farmer's boot poked

his side. "You boys better get up soon, or you' re gonna mss breakfast." The barn was

fifty feet fromhis farmhouse. Inside, his wife had set a table filled with home cooking.
Dad tried to pay them but they |aughed and refused. "W're just glad for the conpany.

You boys stop back by on your way hone." Dad |left behind this narvelous gift. Wat

better | egacy than the joy on the faces of people at the carnival. Kensley's Kiddie
Karnival . Popcorn, snow cones, sw ngs, whips and bonbers. dittering lights that

whirl ed and sparkl ed. Ponies that snatched cotton candy from unsuspecting kids. W had
themall. It was with reluctance that | finally left the carousel on the beach. | bought a
CDwith nmy favorite tunes, sweetly played upon an old fashioned calliope. | took with ne
photos and notes on |lined paper. | didn't want to forget a nonent of that norning or the
menories it inspired. As | sit witing this piece, the CDis playing and those notes sit
before ne. Dad's gentle insistence on living his dreamis also beside ne as | reflect upon
my life. | don't renmenber a tinme when | didn't know how to read. My nother wote, in

my baby book, | finished reading a set of childhood story books at age three. She was
wong. Al thirteen sit on ny shelves today, and | still read them but her handwiting
makes nme smle. | wonder if she knew how nmuch they neant to me, with their exquisite

art and fancy letters, books | could clinb inside and letters | could hide behind, becom ng
one with the story, joining the adventure at the hero's side. It was on their pages | net
Long John Silver, @illiver, and a host of others. They took ne to the South Seas, to the

frozen North and backwards in tine to visit ages past. |In that sane baby book, | wote, at
age twelve: "I want to be an author.” And so | am Thanks Dad. You taught nme how to
dream-and how to follow that dream | just hope | can live up to your exanple.

A CHRI STMAS TRADI TI ON
By
Susanne Kni ght

Staying in touch with relatives takes on a whol e new neani ng when your father is

one of eleven brothers and sisters. Mst live in md-western states like Mssouri, Illinois,
and Kentucky, but we al so have menbers in California, O egon, New York, and Florida.

W' ve never shared a '93 Fanmily Christrmas, '94 but have shared something el se:

Grandma's priceless, story-telling quilt. My grandnot her was a very special | ady.
She married at the young age of nineteen, only to be widowed by a freak accident at

twenty-two. Left with a two-year-old son (ny father) and a nursing baby, G andna

managed the best she could until five nonths |ater, when tragedy struck again. M

father's baby sister devel oped pneunoni a, and di ed. It was then, under this cloud
of grief, that Grandnma decided to sew a tribute to her |oved ones. Spanning the years



between her first marriage in 1915, until 1966 the death of her second husband,

Grandma's story-telling quilt comenorates births, weddi ngs, deaths, and any of life's
triunphs, for exanple, the end of Wrld War I1. Sone of the six inch squares depict

pi cturesque scenes tiny paintings done in fabric. QOhers feature painstakingly appliquéd
itens pertaining to each of her children. My father's three stripes as a seaman in the Navy
proudly announces his military service. Grandma's two nmarriage rings hold places of

honor in the center

My grandnother's arthritic fingers signaled conpletion of her project. For

the remai nder of her years, this blanket of |ove decorated her living roomwall. When
this extraordi nary woman passed away, her estate, along with her possessions, were

di vided anbng the children. However, there remai ned one problem who would inherit the
quilt? As the ol dest, perhaps ny father should have gai ned possession, but since the

daught ers out nunber the sons, protests were vocal. One daughter insisted that because she
had the nost children of her own, she should be the beneficiary.

That suggestion didn't go over well, either

As Christmas tinme approached, the quilt suffered silently inside a cardboard box.

My not her, bless her heart, fretted over this neglect. It was her turn (or nore precisely,
my father's turn!) to wite in the round robin holiday letter, and as she sat down to read
everyone's news, she thought of a solution. Wiat a wonderful Christmas tradition it would
be for each of the ten living brothers and sisters to receive the famly heirloomfor one
year, then hand it to the next sibling down the I|ine. And that is how this synbol of our
heritage came to be evenly divided. Qur history is visually told through each square
lovingly sewed on the quilt, and al so through verbal renenbrances to the grandchildren

and great-grandchildren. For one whole year, the quilt adorns the lucky famly's bed.
Everyone shares in the joy. My grandnother's Iife will never be forgotten. The price of
this living present is only the cost of postage and insurance. True, it takes ten years for the
quilt to circulate through the famly, but it is certainly worth the wait. And tal king about
wait, I'mlooking forward to Christmas tine in 2003, when it will again be ny parent's

turn to be guardian for Grandma's priceless, story-telling quilt!



THE G FT
By Katriena Knights

Scot | and, 1307 Affrick sat on her usual rock by the kaleyard, transferring wool from
distaff to spindle, practiced hands changing it fromfluffy, conmbed wool to tight-spun
thread suitable for weaving. She'd been spinning since she was a little girl; she couldn't
remenber a tinme when she hadn't known how to do it. Yet sonetinmes it still seened like
magi ¢ as the movenent of the twirling spindle drew the fluff of wool into the firmlength
of thread. "*Tis today, is it not?" The voice at her right hand failed to startle her,
t hough she hadn't seen Joneta approach. The other woman sat on the ground next to
Affrick's perch and | aunched her own spindl e. "Aye," said Affrick. "Just after nidday."

"Glly's a fool." Joneta spoke w thout rancor; Glly was her brother. Affrick only
smled. "He's a man, is he not?" "Aye, that he is." Joneta watched her spinning a
monent, buil di ng nomentum "You'll be there?" "Ch, aye. This | wouldna niss for al
the world." # Affrick couldn't renenmber a time when she hadn't known G lle-Crist
MacLaren. The son of the MaclLaren, he'd al ways been prouder than he shoul d have
been. Affrick couldn't renmenber a time when she hadn't [oved him Joneta had never
much cared that Affrick was a foundling. Glly hadn't been as diplomatic, and on his ninth
bi rt hday, Joneta dared Affrick to kiss him a | esson as vengeance for the bug he'd put in
Joneta's bed the night before. Affrick scrunched up her freckled nose, thinking she'd
rather collect cow dung for the fire than admt she actually wanted to kiss Glle-Crist
MacLaren. Plus she didn't like the idea of her kisses being as repul sive as a bug in your

bed. "How | ong rmust | be kissing himfor?" "Not long," Joneta assured her. "Only
| ong enough that I'lIl see it. | have to be sure it really happened, ye ken?" "And what'll vye
be giving me for it?" "Those fine, wee buttons Da brought me back from Edi nburgh."

It was enough for Affrick. The buttons were lovely, fromFrance. It wouldn't be hard to
convi nce Joneta she took the bet for the buttons, and not because she'd dreamed of kissing

Glly. Glly sat on a rock by the kaleyard, sifting through the stones he carried in a smal
bag wherever he went. Hi s nother had made himthe bag froma scrap of his father's
tartan, only a few weeks before she'd died of fever. Glly sat on the rock, and his bare

feet were dirty, his long, white shirt tattered at the tails and cuffs. H s dark hair, pulled
into a tail at his nape, had hay in it. Too young for trews or tartan, he swung his bare |egs,
unm ndful of the scratches on them the scrape at his ankle, the scabbed knees. Affrick
didn't notice them either. She was rarely out of trouble, and her knees | ooked nuch the
same beneath her own white shirt. Al she saw was Glly's hands, his clever fingers
turning the shining stones. She stood still, hidden behind the corner of the MaclLaren
cottage, watching those fingers turn the stones, one at a time. A round, brown stone,
polished by the river. A black stone, sparkly, streaked with red. A lunp of white quartz.
She wondered what he thought about while he turned the stones, if they were his way of
remenbering his nother. Affrick had no such ties to her parents. She didn't know who
they'd been, only that they'd abandoned her and she'd been found wapped in a bl anket on
the roadsi de by the woman who had raised her. She didn't really need to know nore than
that, she supposed. She swal | owed hard for courage and went to sit next to Glly.
"Those rocks are pretty,"” she said. "Could | |ook at then?" He | ooked at her with
di sdain. Affrick, not one to be cowed, smled back. "That bl ack one's very bonny. |'ve
never seen anything like it." Hi s bl ack eyes softened, and Affrick's heart melted. She'd
dreaned of the day he'd | ook at her with sonething other than contenpt. He handed her
the bl ack stone. "Here," he said. "Dinna be dropping it." She turned the stone in her
fingers, feeling the warnth GIlly's hand had | eft behind. The red streak in the stone broke
in a few places, like bright lightning. Affrick closed her hand around it, then |eaned
toward GIly. He | ooked up, his eyes wide, like a startled deer's. "Here," she said,
pressing the stone back into his hand. At the same time, she pressed her |ips against his
cheek. Joneta's squeal of laughter told her she'd conpleted her task. Still, she held
herself close to Glly, snelling his nine-year-old boy snell, until he cane out of his initia
shock and began to shout. Then she turned tail and ran. # Two dozen peopl e, nost of
them wonen, had gathered in the village square. The sun sat high in the sky and npbst of
the morning's fog had burned off. "Look at them" Joneta said, shaking her head. "So
bonny and yet so daft.” Affrick smothered laughter. The girls were bonny, that was
certain--every pretty girl in the village had cone for the occasion, and nost of the not-so-
pretty ones. None had come without a gift--but that was the point. "You' ve brought
somet hi ng, of course," Joneta said to Affrick, who answered with a pained smle, "Aye,



my bruised and battered heart." "I'"ve never seen a dafter man than ny brother, not to
see you pining all these years." Affrick's cheeks went hot and she pulled her plaid closer
around her shoul ders, protectively. "Never in ny life have | pined." "Aye, and it's as ye
say. " Wsely, Joneta let it drop. The crowd of wonmen fell suddenly still. Affrick
| ooked toward the MaclLaren cottage. Glle-Crist ducked his head to conme through the
door. Hi s hei ght had surprised everyone. He was taller than the MacLaren had been--
taller, it was said, than any MacLaren before him H's black hair was pulled back fromhis
face and tied at the nape of his neck. It glistened in the noon sunlight. Black brows drew
down severely over black eyes. Handsone, Affrick thought, as she always did, |like a
bl ack- eyed Faerie King. Ti me had been unkind to him though, putting lines on a face
not yet thirty. The loss of his mother as a lad, the loss of his father, then his young wife in
childbed with twin boys. There were those who said he'd forgotten how to | ove. Affrick
t hought himsinmply afraid. Glle-Crist stood tall in his carefully draped plaid, regarding
the crowmd of wonmen with neutrality approaching disdain. "I'lIl see ye one by one," he said,
his voice firmand carrying easily to the edge of the crowd where Affrick waited. "I expect
to cone to a decision by the end of the day. The |l ass who presents nme with the best gift
will become nmy wife." He sat down on a stunp with a grand flip of his plaid, and the
first girl approached, tinmidly proffering a package of gorgeous French silk. At the edge
of the crowd, Affrick set her chin on her fist and renenbered a tine when Glly had
| aughed. # There had been flowers everywhere, and it was hard not to hate the slip of a
girl who was to become GIly MacLaren's wife. Affrick had hoped too hard, and too | ong,
and her sixteen-year-old heart had lain in a hundred pieces within her as Glly lifted his
gol den-haired bride and kissed her full and |Iong on the nouth. The ceilidh would go on al
night, nost likely, and Affrick would be hard-put to escape it. She tried to sneak away,
t hi nki ng perhaps the sheep woul d nmake better conpany, but Joneta caught up with her
from behi nd and grabbed her arm "Where are you goi ng?" "I"'mtired," Affrick
lied. "Mother said | should be resting after that dunk in the river." "That was days
ago. Come dance." "*Tisn't you |I'd wish to be dancing with." It cane out in anger, and
Affrick clapped both her hands over her nouth. Joneta studied her, frowning. "I
suspected it, but |I'd hoped ye had better taste than to pine for ny daft, hairy-arsed
br ot her." "I don't pine!" Affrick protested, but her voice broke. Mortified to the depths
of her soul, she turned and ran. It was even harder to hate Glly's wife a year |ater when
her screans had filled the village for nbst of a day and a night. She was too small to bear
the twin boys she carried, and in the end they'd laid nother and sons beneath the kirkyard.

In the woods a few days | ater, gathering herbs and |osing herself in the sweet snell of
heat her, Affrick found Glly sitting alone on a half-rotted |og, plaid askew, knees bl oody,
scratches on his face and his lip split open. Startled, Affrick cane to a halt, nearly
dunpi ng over her basket. "Glly, what's happened to ye?" He | ooked up and the
deadness in his eyes frightened her. He put his face in his hands. "Running through the
forest willna kill ye," he said. "Slanming full tilt into atree willna do it, either." Hs
shoul ders sagged, and to Affrick's horror, the next words came out between sobs. "I
wanted to junp, but | couldna do it. ‘Twould have been better. | could be with them now .

" Affrick dropped her basket of herbs and ran to him sat next to himon the log. It
di si ntegrated beneath her as he slumped half into her [ ap, weeping out his broken heart.

It was only the second time Affrick had ever seen himcry. The first time had been when
he was twel ve and he'd | ost the bag of stones his nother had given him He wept and
wept, snearing tears and blood on Affrick's plaid, and after a tinme he fell asleep

Affrick conmbed her fingers into his long, black hair, her own tears falling on his face. "I
| ove you, Glle-Crist MacLaren, ye sorry, blubbering fool. I'lIl love ye till the day |I die."

She bent close and kissed his face. # Affrick noved closer to Glly's self-appointed
throne as one by one the village girls sinpered and curtsied before him presenting the
gifts they hoped would win his heart. A bag of gold buttons, a yard of silk, rolags of
beautifully dyed and carded wool ready for the spindle. A pig. An absolutely glorious
sheep. One by one the gifts were gathered and taken away, to be judged | ater. Affrick
had called it a daft idea, but in truth it was perfect. The perfect way to silence the critics in
the village who'd been after GIlly to produce an heir. The perfect way to do it wthout
ever having to involve his heart. The village girls, of course, thought there was a chance
of softening that heart with the single, perfect gift. A pretty lass with doe-brown eyes tried
to find a chink in that arnor now, singing a lovely Gaelic |ove song, pouring her heart out
into it. Wien she had finished, Glle-Crist smiled gently and thanked her. But Affrick
could see he hadn't been noved. Finally the last girl took her turn, so shy her nother



had to shove her forward so she nearly tripped and fell at Glly's feet. She presented

buttons of wood, likely carved by her own hand. Bl ushing, her tongue tripping over itself

as she tried to speak, she finally turned and ran. Glle-Crist watched her go, fingering the
smal | buttons. At Affrick's el bow, Joneta said, "Go, lass, else he'll be leaving." Glly
was, indeed, standing, adjusting his plaid as he prepared to nake another, nost likely
arrogant announcenent. Affrick hesitated a breath, then said, "Wit." Glle-Crist

| ooked at her in surprise, as if only then noticing her. He probably hadn't noticed her--
she'd stood in his shadow so many tinmes, for so |ong, she probably seenmed part of his
everyday scenery, like a tree, or a rock. "Affrick?" he said. "Aye." Affrick stepped
toward him hands covered by a fold of her plaid. She'd carried her gift all day, tied to her
belt and hidden by her cl ot hes. "Have ye a gift?" Scorn edged his voice. But not for her
she realized. For hinself. Because he didn't care for what he'd done this day, because

he'd done it out of fear. "Aye, Glly, I've agift." "Bring it. I'lIl consider it with the
others.™ Most of the other wonen still lingered, undoubtedly to assess the

conpetition. They drew cl oser again, all eyes on Affrick. She stepped close to Glle-
Crist, lifting her chin. "Hold out your hand." He hesitated only a nonent before

extending one hand in front of him Affrick |ooked at it a nonent, at the |ong, clever
fingers. Then she laid a small bag in his palm He stared at it a nonent, as if

menori zing the pattern of his father's plaid. "What is this?" he said, his voice strangely
t hin. "Open it." He did, pulling the drawstring open to tip the contents out. A round,
brown stone, polished by the river. A black stone, sparkly, streaked with red. A |lunp of

white quartz. Soneone behind Affrick |aughed. "A bag of stones! She's given hima bag

of stones." But when Glle-Crist |ooked up, his eyes were full of tears. Affrick laid her
hand agai nst his cheek. "G lle-Crist MacLaren, | canna give ye your nother back, or your

| ost | ove and her wee bairns. | canna even give you the sanme stones ye lost all those years
ago. But | can give ye this--1 love ye, Glly. I've loved ye all ny life, and | dinna see that
changi ng. " She started to | ower her hand, but he caught it with his, pressing it back

agai nst his cheek, then against his |lips. "The stones," he whispered. "How did ye

r enenber ?" "*Tis an easy thing to renenber." She | ooked into his eyes, marveling at his
tears. "'Tis not such an easy thing to forget. | woul dna ask that of ye." "What woul d you
ask of me?" "Only that ye smle, and try your best to |love ne." He did smle, the first
smle she'd seen on his face in a long tinme that was without bitterness. "It sounds a good
bargain,"” he said, "but I think a wiser man woul d have kept the sheep."

O REILLY' S POT O GOLD

By
Terri O Hanl on

Patrick O Rourke sat on the edge of his bed with his forearnms resting on his knees.

Taking in and letting out a deep breath, he tried to shake the depression that nade him
unabl e to concentrate or even function

He forced hinmself to stand and stretch to his full height of five foot ten then wal k

over to the dresser. He cringed at the man he sawin the mirror. His dark hair was

di shevel ed froma night of tossing and turning. Dark circles hung under his eyes. He was
struck by the fact that he | ooked so alone, felt so alone, was so alone. Patrick was acutely
aware that this would have been the tenth anniversary of his nmarriage to Sarah, |ost when
she was struck down in a crosswal k by a drunk driver two years before

He showered and dressed nmechanically to go to work. Discovering that he'd

m sbuttoned his shirt, he m ssed her even nore because Sarah woul d have | aughed. She

had such a wonderful sense of humor. He m ssed her so nmuch, missed the joy and

| aught er she had brought into his life. He ached for Sarah, for the |love she taught himto



feel and accept so unconditionally.

She al ways described Patrick as pleasantly handsone with blue eyes that were a

dazzling mixture of every color of blue in the rainbow But since her death, he hadn't
wanted to be good | ooking, hadn't wanted to attract wonen. He didn't want his heart to
be broken again knowi ng he couldn't survive a second tinme. Feeling so very out of sorts,
he padded over to the tel ephone and dial ed the nunber to his own office.

"M. O Rourke's office."

"I won't be in today, Jenna."

"Are you okay, Patrick?" Jenna asked with concern, knowi ng full well what day it

was. When he didn't respond, she added, "Take care of yourself, Pat. You conme first."
"I''"l'l see you tonmorrow or Wednesday." He touched his fingertips to his |ips and

closed his eyes. The warmtears dribbled down his cheeks.

Fighting the pain his tears represented, he grabbed his knapsack fromthe hal

closet. He stuffed a hooded wi ndbreaker into the bottomthen tossed in sone fruit and
cheese, a bottle of water, and two bags of M&M s

He rummaged in the closet for his favorite Cubbies baseball cap, but could only

find the hat Sarah had given him He rolled it and tucked it in with the rest, then, as an
aftert hought, snatched a little book of poetry fromthe nearby end table and tucked it into
the side pocket of his knapsack. Hi s heavy hiking boots and a pair of thick wool socks
went in next, then he threw the knapsack over his shoul der

Hi s hand turned the knob and pulled the door to his apartnent open, but he stopped

in the doorway. He was forgetting sonething but he didn't know what. Sonething. He

sl unped and hung his head. Couldn't think

A tug at the top of his knapsack caught his attention and he was i medi ately

enveloped in an intangible aura. He was suddenly aware of Sarah's presence and felt her
lips on his cheek. He closed his eyes and tipped his head toward the sensation on his face.
Warnth filled himwith a sense that everything was going to be okay. He lifted his head
and continued out the door, closing and | ocking it behind him

He tossed his knapsack onto the passenger seat of his m dni ght blue Porsche

Carrera and clinbed into the driver's seat. The Carrera pulled out of the parking garage
and pointed toward the freeway. Patrick absentnindedly steered the little car eastward,
toward the nountains. A slow smile curled his |ips as the fondest of nmenories cane to

m nd. He and Sarah hi ked on weekends in the neadow. He sniled at the thought that

maybe Sarah was steering the car, wanting to spend the day with himthere.

A half hour later, Patrick turned off the highway onto a hidden one-| ane road.

Ahead he could see the huge California Ponderosa Pine that marked the begi nning of the
hiking trail. He parked the car and opened the door. It was a beautiful spring norning in
April and the meadow was brimmng with wildflowers. The warnth of the sun felt

wonderful on Patrick's face. He felt encouraged and even hopeful that the day woul d be
pl easant enough.

"Let's go, Sarah," he said softly once his boots were snugly laced. "I'Il take you

with ne in ny pocket."

He wal ked al ong the wel | -seasoned footpath along the north edge of the nmeadow

where nelting snow fornmed a little brook this time of year. A feeling of contentnent
cane over himand he stopped.

"This is where | will let you go, Sarah. | know you |loved this nmeadow." He felt a
gentl e breeze brush his cheek as he opened his pocket to synmbolically |let her out.
"Come walk with me for a while, Sarah." He felt the breeze against his | egs and

conti nued wal ki ng al ong the brook where young nmountain daisies and buttercups were
beginning to perk their little heads through the neadow s grass toward the warm spring

sun.

This was heaven for Patrick. |f any place on the face of this earth could help him

heal, it was this place. He wi shed he'd cone here sooner, then realized that perhaps only
now was he ready to say goodbye

About hal f way around the north edge of the nmeadow was a huge Jeffrey pine tree,

a perfect place to sit and rest beneath its cool shade. Patrick tucked his hat and sungl asses
into the knapsack and took out the little book

"This isn't the book of poetry | thought | brought," he said, studying the front of it.

"I don't remenber this one. |Irish Folklore," he read. "Mist have been Sarah's." It was a
collection of Irish folk tales and, as he flipped through the pages, he found a handwitten
inscription. According to the date, Sarah had given himthe little book on their |ast



Christmas together. "To ny favorite | eprechaun. Wshing you many hours of joy with the
little people. Love forever, Sarah." He didn't renenber seeing that inscription before
either. It not only surprised himto find it there, but it unexpectedly warnmed his heart.
He munched on a handful of MM S as he read the tiny book. The first story was

about a | eprechaun nanmed O Reilly and his precious brass pot of gold. The second story
was about a ring of trees where | eprechauns |ived.

When he had finished the second story, he put his head back against the tree just

for a nonent to enjoy the warnth that was filling his heart and pushing sone of the
bitterness and pain fromhis soul. He felt a faint breeze brush across his body and cl osed
his eyes to savor Sarah's presence.

A rustle in the bush behind himalerted Patrick and he turned to see who or what

was back there.

"Shhh! Don't say anything or she'll hear ye," came the hushed voice. Patrick

cocked his head when he detected an Irish brogue.

Alittle man about three and a half feet tall peeked at himfrom around the huge

tree trunk and junped back behind it when Patrick caught a glinpse of him A

| epr echaun?

Patrick smled and sat very still, knowi ng he would see the little man again.

"Ckay, I'lIl be very quiet. Wwo will hear nme?"

"The curse of ne life," he muttered.

"Tell me about it and perhaps | can help."

"I don't think that's possible, sir," he said with a wistful but definitely lilting Irish
br ogue.

"Tell me anyway. | have lots of tine. M nane's Patrick O Rourke. Wat's

your s?"

The little man cane from behind the big pine tree, tip-toeing carefully. "Nane's
OReilly, sir," he whispered. "Pleased to neet ye." Wen he bowed, off his head toppl ed
a dark red hat nearly half as long as he was tall. He snatched it off the ground.

"Argh! WIIl ye look at that!" he said, disgusted. H's hat was pointed at the top, at

| east it once had been. He slapped it against his knee then he jammed it back on his head,
slightly askew. The wide, flat brimshaded his face and there was a wi de bl ack hatband
held to the hat by a big brass buckle the size as the buckles on his pointed shoes.
Patrick could hardly see the little man's face through all that unruly persinmon

hair and eyebrows. "Uh, the buckle isn't in the mddle."

The | eprechaun pulled the hat off his head with his stubby work-worn hands,

centered the buckle, and placed it a bit nore carefully back on his head. "WII| ye just
| ook at what the worman is doin' t'nme?" he asked with his arns outstretched. "I ask ye."
Hi s eyebrows were so bushy they nearly covered his forehead and his wry

persi mon beard was so long, the tip of it nearly touched the ground. On the nobst

bul bous nose Patrick had ever seen was perched a pair of round gold-rinmed gl asses.

O Reilly's dark green coat buttoned down the front with big black buttons.

Mat chi ng kni ckers were buckl ed just bel ow his black stocking-covered knees.

"How did you get so dirty?"

"I'"ve been running fromKatie. She's got ‘er little ‘eart set on marryin' me. WII

ye just look at ne suit? M best one, too."

Patrick tried to help himbrush off the dust. As far as he could see, OReilly didn't
have much of a neck, so his round, dusty collar sat just under his rather big ears. His
stomach was an overwhel ming feature of his profile, suggesting a hearty appetite, and
perhaps a | ove of the brew

Patrick was thoroughly captivated with this little man's manner as well as his
delightful brogue. "M. OReilly," he began

"Ch, no, sir. Just OReilly. | don't think ne numgave ne a first nane." He

| ooked thoughtful and stretched upright as if it would nmake himthink better. "No, | guess
it's just OReilly."

Patrick threw his head back and | aughed and that felt good. He hadn't been so
genuinely anused in a very long time. "Were is this Katie, OReilly?"

"Last time | saw ‘er, she was on nme heels, runnin' after nme through the forest."
Suddenly O Reilly backed up against the big tree as if to hide his presence.

Patrick | ooked around the tree.

"You see ‘er, sir?" OReilly asked.



Patrick | ooked around the other side of the big tree. "No, but then | don't know
what she | ooks like."

"Ch. Well, she's a wee bit taller than | amif ye count ne ‘at." O Reilly extended
his armupward, his wist bent with his fingers pointing toward the top of his hat,
crunpled as it was.

"Well," Patrick rubbed his chin. "That would nmake her, what, five feet tall?"
"Aye, that's about right, sir. She's a tall lass."
"She'd be just about right for nme," Patrick said with a w nk.

The little man's face lit up. "Ye're a pretty snmart fellow, Paddy. Now, Katie's a
very pretty girl, don't ye know? A real Irish beauty and sweet as Irish sunshine. She's
yours, then, aye?"

"Ch, | don't know, OReilly," Patrick answered in a sincerely disheartened tone of

voice. "I haven't been in the right state of nmind for a long tinme to take someone new into
my life." Patrick brushed nonexistent dirt fromhis jeans.

"Ch. I'msorry, Paddy. Did ye ‘ave sonmeone once?" O Reilly asked

enpat hetical ly.

"My wife. Sarah," Patrick said without |ooking up. "I loved her with ny whol e

heart. She was taken frommny arns forever."

"But she's still in yer heart, isn't she, Paddy?" O Reilly asked.

"Yes. But | can't see her face any nore or hear her voice. | miss her terribly."
Patrick's eyes welled with tears. "M soul is enpty," he choked out as a big teardrop fel

down his cheek, then was sw ped quickly away.

"Patrick," the | eprechaun prodded. "Paddy!"

Patrick | ooked up at OReilly and when the little man's periw nkle blue eyes

twi nkled, Patrick had to smle.

"I want ye to neet Katie," he said with a knowi ng nod.

"If she's so wonderful, why are you trying to hide from her?"

O Reilly bent and whi spered, "She wants nme pot o' gold as sure as the sun shines

every day in Ireland.”

"It rains every day in Ilreland, OReilly. Besides, not every | eprechaun has a pot of
gold."

"Well, this one does!" OReilly answered indignantly. "I've been savin' ne gold

me entire life and I"'mnot intendin' t'share it with anybody!"

"Leprechauns will do anything for you, but don't go near their gold," Patrick

nmunbl ed.

"Ch, it's nore than nmoney. Ye can always see the sparkle of the Irish sun in a

gol d coin even when the weather is gloony. Anyway, mine's buried where not Katie nor
anyone else will find it." He put his fists on his hips and nodded such an affirm ng nod
that his hat pitched off again and rolled toward the brook

"Il get it," Patrick said. He hopped up and chased after the rolling hat, catching

up with the mllinery wonder just before it rolled into the water. Smacki ng and bl owi ng
the dust off of it, Patrick returned to the tree where he had been sitting.

As he handed the hat to the little man, he noticed another pair of feet standing next

to the tree. A female pair of feet attached to very shapely | egs.

"Paddy, this is Katie." OReilly graciously swept his armtoward the newconer.

"Top o' the nmornin' to ye, sir," she said with a curtsy, and when she smled, a

glow filled the entire meadow. Patrick felt the breeze again on his face and then he saw
the breeze bl ow through Katie's cascadi ng auburn hair.

Patrick was dunbfounded. She was the prettiest woman he'd ever seen. Her

petite figure was slender, yet rounded in all the right places. She snelled of the flowers of
shanrocks and the fresh breeze off the Celtic Sea.

Her eyes were the color of bright spring shanrocks and her cherry lips stretched

across her entire face, revealing perfect white teeth. She had only one dinmple. It was in
her right cheek and it drew Patrick's eye to the natural flush of her Irish cheeks. Her
hands cl asped behi nd her back as she tw sted back and forth denurely.

OReilly looked fromhimto her to himto her as they stared at each other and

slowy stepped backwards so as not to disturb any magi c that m ght be happeni ng between

t hem

"Good day to ye sir," she greeted hima second tine. "M nane is Katie." She

spoke in a charmng Irish brogue as thick as OReilly's.

"Hh-hi, K-Katie. Mny nane is Paddy, uh Patrick." He reached to shake her



hand. He was thoroughly taken with her and held on to her hand, unable to let it go.
O Reilly clapped his hands gleefully and chortled with joy, then cleared his throat

before either Katie or Patrick noticed his amusement. "Well, now," he said. "Isn't it nice

to nmeet new friends?"

"M ght ye stay for tea, Paddy?" she asked in her beautifully nelodic accent. "I've

j ust baked sone apricot scones.”

"Thank you, Katie. 1'd like that. [1'Il just." Patrick sat down and ran his hand

over his face as if to clear his thoughts and still his pounding heart. He gathered his things
and st ood.

But they were gone. Both OReilly and Katie. Gone.

"Ch. That's too bad," Patrick said to hinself. He hefted a deep sigh. "Really too

bad. "

Seeing that the afternoon sun was low in the sky, Patrick headed back to his car

where he di scovered another car parked next to his, a cute little yell ow VW bug.

As Patrick changed shoes, he was suddenly aware that there was sonmeone el se

nearby. CQut of the bushes cane anot her hiker wearing a Cubbi es baseball cap and

sungl asses. Patrick instantly smled. He was so focused on the cap that he didn't notice
the person under it.

He spoke first. "H there."
The hi ker stopped and | ooked up. It was a fem nine voice that answered, "H,
yourself." She pulled off her sunglasses and cap and shook her head, allow ng an

abundance of auburn hair to cascade around her shoul ders.

Patrick sat frozen, stunned. She |ooked just like Katie, bright green eyes and all
"My nane is Kathleen."

"Patrick." He stared at her and tilted his head, "Does anyone ever call you Katie?"
"Now and then," she replied, anused at his stare.

"Are you from Chi cago?" he asked, referring to her baseball cap

"No. ©Oh, no, | just like to root for the underdogs."

"Me too." This is too nmuch, Patrick thought to hinmself. She even had Katie's
smle. He couldn't help but stare at her even though he was enbarrassing her. He knew
that because her cheeks pinkened. Just |ike Katie's.

"I work in the city for an architectural firm" he said, handing her his business
card, hoping it mght connect them

"How | ong have you worked for this firn®"

"Fifteen years. You?" He wanted to know everything about her

"Well, that's a curious coincidence. |'ma freelance | andscape architect. W
shoul d get together and create an association. For business."

Patrick again noticed her brightly flushing cheeks. "Wuld you like to have dinner
with ne? |If you're not narried or sonething."

She stopped fiddling with the |aces on her shoes. "l'd love to. And no, |'mnot

married or something. Wat's your |ast nanme, Patrick?" she asked, referring to the card
he had given her

"O Rour ke. "

"Mne's O Shea. W seemto have a lot in comon."

Her smle set off a warmglowin the pit of his stomach. He absently reached

i nside his knapsack and held up two pieces of fruit. "For dinner, you can have an apple or
an orange."
Her | augh was nel odi ous |ike Sarah's but different enough to be her owmn. "I |ove

your | augh."

She studied him "Anyone in your life, Patrick?" A fair question

"No. | nmean yes. | nmean | didn't ten mnutes ago. |I'msorry, | just don't want
you to get away fromne this tinme."

"This tinme? Have we net before?"

"You wouldn't believe it if | told you."

"Can we talk about it over pot roast? Wuld you like to come to ny house for

di nner ?"

"Yes," he whispered. "I'Il follow you. Just don't lose ne or I'l|l never find you
again."
"That's not going to happen, but just in case, here's ny business card. It's ny

hone address and phone number. But, | don't intend to |ose you," she said with a w nk.



As Patrick's snile broadened, he felt a slight breeze brush across his face and
t hought he heard Sarah whi sper, "Goodbye, Patrick, nmy love. Be happy."

# # # #

Ch Mot her, Pl ease

By
Heat her Renea Si npson

For some people it took the tragic event in Septenber to nmake themrealize how precious
life is. I knew long before that how fast it all can be taken away fromyou here's a story |
want to share
Oh Mot her, Please
Sone say that nothers are ordi nary peopl e who become extraordinary . | believe in ny
mot hers case she al ways has been extraordinary. Her hair was as dark as the nights sky
and eyes |like the grass had kissed them green. A medium frame and happy white smle
al ways greeted you at the door. | hear on the news that parents should be parents and not
your friend. My parents were both ny best friend up until their passing. | believe they wll
be the best friends | ever have. | never got the sex speech, the don't snoke or do drugs
speech it was just a given. | didn't want to do anything that woul d di sappoi nt ny parents.
Because when soneone believes in you with all their heart the last thing you want to do is
di sappoint them Sure we had our fights where it always began "Ch nother, please what
year are you living in" or sonething to that extent. If it wasn't a party | wanted to attend it
was a sl eepover or another get together at a friends house. | did ny fair share of scream ng
and crying and stonping ny way to ny bedroom The difference is ny nother cane to
my bedroom not |ong after my teenage brigade and tal ked to ne. W would watch sone
taped Andy Griffith shows or play sonme video gane and we'd end up | aughing until we

cried. Every night no matter what we always said | love you, it was a beautiful nelody
heard t hroughout our house daily. My nother and father were married for twenty-two

years when he died. | was twelve and even though |I didn't have a clue what to do | stepped
in. Some might say | lost my chil dhood because of the death of my father. | believe | just

stepped up and becane ny nothers best friend |like she always had been for ne. My

mot her stood al nost five foot five and she was in her nmd forties. She got up each and

every norning and wal ked to work. | renmenber on snow days | would get out of school

woul d see her grab ny coat and gl oves and double | ayer. She never said | can't go | am

sick I hate walking all that way its so cold. She wal ked in snow, sleet, rain or hai

what ever it may have been she was there. It to this day breaks ny heart recalling her
wal king in froma hard day at work and wal ki ng hore.

I got a job and sonetinmes pulled in double shift just to hel p nake ends neet. My nother

and | would both walk to work her work was the closest so | wal ked woul d wal k by

myself. | was twelve years old and | never told anyone at school that | was pulling double
shifts. Its mddl e school the girls were worried about boys and nakeup. | was worried
about bills and house paynents. Some might say that it wasn't fair for nmy nother to all ow
me to work and worry. | don't think I could have lived with myself if | hadn't hel ped her
out. Over the years we becane cl oser and even throughout high school she was ny best
friend. I had put on alot of weight after ny father died, what they now call enotiona
eating. | couldn't express the feelings of loss | mssed my father so much but | never had

time to cry. Kids are cruel in high school if it wasn't my weight it was ny clothes which



nmy nother had worked so hard to afford. | would just hold it all in and go honme and cry to
my nom She would go walking with me and by the tinme we nade it honme | woul d have
forgotten all about the bullies. W' d gather around the television eating dinner and watch
TV Land. She was the nother you could wake up at 3 am and ask her to watch tel evision

with you because you were bored. She'd wake nme up during the sunmer or days that she

was of f of work, in the niddle of the night. W would watch ol d novies and work on

pages in ny scrapbook. Wen | was seventeen she was di agnosed with breast cancer. She

was scared to death but together we fought it and fought it. | mssed school to be with her
t hrough surgery, cheno, and radiation treatnments. | had a list of all her nedicine with nme
and the nunbers to all her doctors just in case. | spent nmy 18th birthday in the cancer

center waiting on her to get her 11 amradiation treatnent. Her spirits were always high
and throughout all her fearful times as long as | was there she said she wasn't scared
anynore. The worse she got the more | had to do which | felt guilty for if I wasn't there. |
didn't attend any parties throughout high school, sleepovers, sporting events | don't recal
one novie | saw. | stuck by her side because she would have done the sane for ne. W al
know that our parents won't be around forever, but when that tines comes we hope we are
much ol der. My nother died in a hospital bed that had been set up in our living room She
was right where she wanted to be the only thing she loved nore than the | ord and her
children was the house. It was nothers day and | couldn't get her to wake up conpletely to

take her medicine. Which | had figured was getting to her so | |let her sleep and just kept
an eye on her. | slept on the couch and | watched her fromthe couch.
It was 10:30 at night on Mdther's Day when she died. | renmenber the call | made to 911

The information | was giving to the nmedics in nmy living room | renenber the night
before she said she didn't want to be alone. So | clinbed into the bed with her, she tried to
put her armaround nme and hit ne in the mouth. She said she was sorry in slurred speech

her nmedicine did that to her. | layed ny head on her chest like | was a kid and | wapped
my arnms around her waist. | said "Mom| amso sorry for ever yelling at you or hurting

your feelings if | have ever been nean to you | amso sorry". She said in the plainest
speech | had heard fromher in days you have never been nean to ne. | cried as | held

onto her like if I didn't let go she would stay with ne forever. | got up |ater she told ne
she was scared and | said there's nothing to be scared about noma. She di ed the next

day and | can't explain how that feels. |I renmenber watching all these television shows and

seeing how rel atives take kids in who | ose their parents. How aunts, uncles and grandnas
shower themw th | ove and enbrace theminto their honmes. That never happened with ne
I haven't heard any kind words fromthem since her death. Its been eight nonths since ny
nmot her has passed away and | have dreans about her. Everything | do its because | know
she is watching and woul d be so proud. It didn't take current events to nake ne realize
how precious life is. | understood that | ong before ny father died both of ny parents had
illnesses for awhile. | don't know exactly what it was being poor and being grateful for
everything we ever got. Going to church or was it the I ove of nmy parents who al ways
taught us to be thankful for every day. Now at nineteen | find nyself saying "Ch nother,
pl ease be with ne".

Marryi ng of f Mirphy

By
Conni e Vi nes AKA Addi son Murray

"It all started off harm essly enough." Sylvie Dupree said, fingering the only letter
post mar ked from out si de of Opel ousas Parish. She only had twenty minutes to make the
deadl i ne on her colum and she hadn't witten a word.

"Phillip won't hold the presses!" Tallulah LeBl anc warned as she whi pped past
Syl vie's cubi cal
Sylvie plastered a smle on her face and rem nded herself that she was payi ng her
dues, as the slender blonde turned to hover at the edge of her desk. She wanted to be a
feature columist in New Ol eans, Sylvie rem nded herself as she swall owed her retort.
Tal | ul ah had thought up this matchmaki ng colum to hel p boost readership in OP
News, a small weekly paper--at |east that's what she'd told Phillip Davis their publisher,



but Sylvie knew the truth. Tallulah's ideas were always self-serving. And in this
particul ar instance, Sylvie had the unsettling suspicion that this week's featured bachel or
was none other than Tallulah's socially inept stepbrother, Mrphy Flynn

Not that Sylvie had anythi ng agai nst Murphy, aside fromthe fact his parents had
shackled himwith an inpossibly nerdy first nane, and a fashion sense that could only be
described as cursed, but it was the fact that Tallul ah expected her to unearth a date for
Mur phy by the end of the nmonth fromonly a handful of letters nailed into the newspaper,
that had her in a dither. She wasn't a nmiracle worker, or a fairy godnother! She was just
Syl vi e Dupree, a bl ack-haired, blue-eyed, Cajun girl who had a hankering the live in the
Bi g Easy.

Like it or not, this matchnaking colum, could be her ticket out of this backwater
town. And she intended to snag that chance, even if it nmeant wading out into the swanps
to find a suitable mate for Mirphy!
"I always nmake mny deadlines," Sylvie rem nded her boss as she slit open the letter

Tal l ul ah strumed her nmanicured nails on Sylvie's desk. Ilgnoring her as best she
coul d, Sylvie unfolded the single sheet of pink stationary and ski mmed over the
enbel Ii shed handwiting flow ng al ong the scented paper.

An inmperial sneeze punctuated the air as lilac fragrance wafted though the cubi cal

" Syl vie—=

"I"'mon deadline," she renminded Tallulah as she set the |letter down. Reaching for
the mouse, she clicked the icon that held the bio. The conputer belched and her typed
copy glimered into view on the nonitor.

Wth a nmuffled sneeze and irritated click of high-heels, Tallulah left Sylvie al one
to conplete her task.

She had to do something about this bio, Sylvie realized, nibbling on her I[ower lip.

Single, Forty-year old male is searching for. . .talk about predictable and boring copy!
Syl vi e poi sed her hands above the keyboard. She wasn't going to lie, not exactly.
.she was just going to. . .sexy himup a bit.

#

Two days later, on the canmpus of Natchitoches University, Mrphy Flynn sat

down at his desk and pulled out the copy of the OP News his stepsister had faxed him |
Wwant To Get Married, the headline read. Wen Mirphy realized the grainy photo that
stared back at hi m beneath the Tabl oi d-1i ke headli ne was a phot ograph of him he upended
hi s t hermal - cof f ee- mug

Junmping to his feet, he snagged a stack of scan-trons holding the results of his
student's final exans fromthe before they were saturated.

"This time she's gone too far," he grow ed.

"Who?" Booker Janmes asked as he set now the chessboard to hel p Murphy nop up

t he ness.

"Tal lul ah." Murphy spat out his stepsister's nane.

Booker grinned. "How bad can it be?"

"How bad?" Murphy replied, tossing the fax on top of the chessboard. "This is

how bad!"

"Holy, Mol ey!" Booker exclaimnmed, as he read the headline and | ooked at the npst

unfl attering photograph he'd ever seen. "The two of you bring the termsibling rivalry to
a higher level, nmore technical |evel."

Mur phy frowned, and conbed his fingers though his collar-length auburn hair in

mounting frustration. "l still need a date for the awards ceremony on the 28th. And now |
have this to deal with."
"Well, it looks like old sis is knocking herself out to fix you up with soneone
speci al . "
#

"Tal lul ah Belle!"

Tal | ul ah Bel | e?

Sylvie nearly bolted fromher chair when Mirphy Flynn's cultured baritone

vi brated the wall of her cubical

"This time you' ve gone too far," he ranted. "You've made nme the | aughi ng stock

of the faculty. And, the co-eds. . . | don't even what to tal k about what they're doing."
"Ch, lord," Sylvie groaned.

It appeared that M. Cal mand-Stuffy had a tenper.



She frowned. For sone reason she'd never thought of Mirphy as being a man of

passion; but if the rolling runble of his voice was anything to go by. . .well, mercy, the
man had possibilities!
Her naughty thoughts sent heat rushing to her face. Possessing a healthy portion

of reporter's curiosity, Sylvie resisted the urge to peek over the blue divider that separated
her office from Tallulah's. The last thing she wanted was to be smack-dab in the mniddle

of a famly quarrel

"Mur ph—= Tal | ul ah stammered.

"Don't Murph ne," he snapped. "Who's keeping this pet project of yours afl oat?"

"Mur ph, you woul dn't?"

"No? Try ne."

"You can't! Not the OP News. . ."

He grunted in response. "You should have taken that into consideration before
you ran that. . .sleezy—*

"Sleezy!" Sylvie cried, then clanped her hand over her nouth, praying no one had

heard her. The fact that Mirphy had all but confessed that he was the funnel of nobney
that kept the paper afloat barely registering in her nind.

After several minutes of what Sylvie assuned was groveling on her boss' part, a
slightly pale and | ess confidant |ooking Tallulah stepped into her office.

"Sylvie," Tallulah began, her gray eyes flashing worry. "You've got to help

me—=

Sylvie uttered an unl ady-like snort. "This was your idea remenber?"

"It's too late to split hairs. Mirphy's tal king about slander—

"Slander? You had his permission . . ." One look at Tallulah's face told a different
story: Murphy could hang themall out to dry on this one.

Syl vie saw her dreamfor a brighter future plunge into the dank waters of a bayou

Ch, no, he wasn't. Mirphy Flynn wasn't going to ruin her one big chance!

"What do you want nme to do?"

Tal lul ah blinked. "Do? | don't know what you should do. Just do sonet hing,

fast! Mirphy's angry about the article, but | think he's even nore upset about the
picture." Poking her finger at the offending photo stationed on Sylvie's desk, she said,
"Did you have to use picture that nmade himl ook like. . .a—=

"Col | ege professor?" Sylvie inquired, surprised at the injured tone of Tallulah's
voi ce. Maybe her boss had a softer side after all

She nodded.
"He is a college professor, renenber? Well, maybe | coul d. " Even as a plan
formed in her mind, Sylvie was aware of Mirphy entering her office. It was his probing

gaze, she realized. He mght be standing several feet away from her, but he was watching
her and she experienced the unconfortable sensation of being catal ogued fromthe curling
tendril of hair slipping fromher hair clip to ruby painted tips of her toenails.

The pulse in her throat fluttered and her nouth went dry. Gathering her courage,

Sylvie blurted out her plan.

"I"mgoing to nake a new nan out of you Miurphy," she said junping out of her

seat to grab himby the wist and |l ead himout the front door of the OP News. "Even your
own nmanma won't recognize you."
#

He hadn't argued with her. That was what surprised her the nost. Mirphy was

next door getting a hair cut while she searched for something suitable for himto wear for
on the 28th. He was getting sonme award for his work in Quantum physics. He taught
Quant um physics. Lordy, she'd known the man was brainy, but she hadn't realized he

was a genius. Exanmining the tailored shirts on the circular rack. She felt her stomach
churn. Maybe she shoul d just apol ogi ze and start |ooking for another job. Instinct told
her that her efforts were doonmed anyway. Even if she managed to nake hi m | ook trendy

and found hima date, one thing would never change, Mirphy was—

"Sylvie."

She gl anced up fromher task. "Yes?" she asked, frowning because the tall man

| ooked vaguely faniliar, and he was bl ocking her view of the doorway. She needed to

make sure Murphy didn't change his mind and | eave w t hout here.

"Sylvie, is that the shirt you'd like ne to try on?" he asked, reaching for the

gar nent .

"What ? Ah, yes," she said, releasing the nmetal hanger with nervous fingers.



" Mur phy?"

He arched one eyebrow in question. "Yes?"

Syl vi e knew her jaw had gone slack and she was staring, but she couldn't help it.

Mur phy had gotten a short hair cut, and he'd shaved his beard.

What a difference! His cheekbones had a Slavic slant to them and his jaw was

firmand. . .sexy. Sylvie swallowed and tired to respond to his question. "The slacks are
over there, by the wall," she croaked.

Wil e Murphy was in the dressing room Sylvie searched for atie to go with the

navy suit. She had to stay focused. This was business. After she convinced himthat the
OP News had only inproved his image, she was going to wash her hands of this whole
business . . .There'd be another shot at New Ol eans.

Sylvie's neck prickled, something it always did when she knew she was doi ng

sonmet hing wong. She couldn't just dunp the man, her conscious rem nded her. She had
to nake certain Miurphy had a date for the awards cerenobny. Shoot!

"An excellent, choice, sir" the salesman was telling Mrphy.

@ ancing at the open dressing roomdoor, Sylvie sucked in a sharp breath.

The crisp white fabric of the shirt deepened Miurphy's eyes to enerald, and taned

the color of his hair to a rich, deep auburn. When he handed the jacket to the sal esman,
Sylvie realized just how broad his shoul ders where. Good Lord, Mirphy Flynn was a
hot ti e!

"Sylvie, what do you think?"

"The suit is. . .you," she said, know ng she nust look like a fool with a selection
of ties dangling fromher arns. "Now which tie do you |ike?"

"I have ties—

She'd seen his ties. "lI'msure you do," she replied, diplomatically, "But—

He shook his head. "I like ny ties."

She could deal with this. Plastering a pleasant expression on her face she said,
"Way don't tell nme what your tie | ooks like so we can find a handkerchief to match?"
"By your elbow. That one |looks like ny favorite tie."

She gl anced down at her arm

"No. Behind you."

d anci ng over her shoul der she | ocated the offending accessory, "That's a bow

tie."

"I know. "
"Then you'll need a pair of a pair of suspenders to go with it."
#
Sylvie stared at the nmailbag filled with letters resting against the wall. She'd read
themall, yet none of the wonen seened right for Murphy. Still, she had a job to do and

over the course of the past three weeks she'd dutifully selected the five best letters and
publ i shed themin the paper
"There's only a week left until the award cerenony,"

Tal | ul ah rem nded Syl vi e.

"The e-mail is running four to one in favor of Eunice. W've got to announce the w nner
intonmorrow s addition. Sylvie, Sylvie are you listening to nme?"
Sylvie junped like a child caught daydreanming in class. "lI'mnot sure Eunice is

right for him" she hedged, reaching for her cup of chicory coffee and taking a sip. "She
sounds so desperate—-

"OfF course she's desperate, they're all desperate. Wy else would they want to go

on a blind date with nmy stepbrother?"

"Why? Maybe because he's a nice guy, that's why."

It was too crazy. Her enotions were tangles in a knot right now She'd been

spendi ng hours and hours with Mirphy these past three weeks. He didn't seem nerdy

after you talked to himfor a while, he seened. . .sincere, dependable, and kind. And the
funny thing was she could barely keep her hands off of him Wich nade no sense;

Mur phy wasn't her type.

Tal | ul ah gave her one of her looks. "You're jealous. You're actually jealous.

You don't want Eunice from Abbeville, or Tanya from Hackberry, or anyone else, for that
matter, going on a date with Mirph, do you?"

Syl vi e shrugged her shoul ders and gl anced at her boss with a hungry expression in

her bl ue eyes.

Leaning forward, Tallulah hit the delete button on Sylvie's keyboard.



"Get busy," she pronpted. "Tonorrow s paper is going to publish the w nner."
"Euni ce—~

"No," Tallulah told her. "S.D. from Thi bodaux wote the winning letter."
Sylvie's eyes widened. "That woul d mean you fixed contest! — can't do that.

"You' d better. O herw se Eunice fromAbbville. . . " "Okay, okay."
Tal I ul ah was right she didn't want Eunice or any other wonan goi ng out with
Mur phy.
As her fingers flew over the keyboard, Sylvie conposed her letter. She'd sort out
her feelings after her date with Mirphy.

#

The ballroom of the old mansion was |ike sonmething out of a dream Sylvie
t hought as Murphy escorted her fromthe dinning room Mrphy hadn't seenmed a bit
surprised when she showed up on his doorstep this evening, dressed for the cerenony. He
handed her a spray of roses for her to wear on her wist and told her how | ovely she
| ooked.
Lovely. The word was ol d-fashi oned and sincere, just |ike Murphy. Pleasure
bubbl ed i nside her like party chanpagne. It had been quite an evening: first with the
awar ds, Mirphy's speech, and then dinner.
The soft glow of wax candles filled the holders the French crystal chandeliers that
mar ched down the ceiling of the long room
Mur phy took her by the hand and | ed her to the dance floor. Then in one gracefu
movenent, he pulled her into his arnms and they waltzed around t he dance fl oor
Sylvie's nerves tingled. The tenpo of the nusic increased and she stopped
breathing, her fingertips resting in Mirphy's strong hands. She didn't want the night to
end, she realized
She wanted it to go on forever
Suddenly the music stopped, and reality intruded.
But Murphy was still there.
"Let's go outside and get sonme fresh air,"
French doors to the ballroom s terrace
As Sylvie glanced at the dark street bel ow, she wondered what tonorrow woul d be
|'i ke—i t hout Murphy.

he pronpted, guiding her beyond the tal

"Murphy, | never apologized for witing the colum for the paper.. ."

He gazed at her, his expression unreadable. "Qur paths are always crossing. Did
you ever notice that?"

She frowned and ni bbled at her lower lip. "I've never given it nuch thought
before. . .but | guess that's true. Which is rather odd because—~

"I work in Natchitoches?"

"Yes, and--"

"I't happen too often to be a coinci dence—=
"Murphy? Are you trying to tell me that you new about the contest?"

"No," he said, moving closer. "Wat I'mtrying to tell you is that |'ve been trying
to get you to notice ne for the past two years."
"Ch." She slid her hands into his hair, holding himstill for a sweet and gentle

kiss. Then she stepped back and gazed up into his face, her blue eyes briming with
enotion. "Ch, Mirphy."

Mur phy rai sed his hands to her wists, but that didn't stop her from sliding
her arms around his neck, frompulling his head down for another Kkiss.

"Sylvie. . ." his voice was a groan agai nst her parted |ips.

"Urmm " she murmured, toying with the knot of his red, white, and bl ue
bowtie.

He cl osed his eyes, and he dragged a deep breath of strength, and then
blurted out what he had to say. "WII you marry ne?"

Sylvie wasn't certain she'd heard himcorrectly. Stepping back a pace, she
stared up at him the nusic fromthe band throbbing in the background. "What?"

"I want to get married, Sylvie."

"To ne?"

He nodded.

As she |l ooked up into his incredibly green eyes, she realized, she'd fallen
inlove with himyears ago



Her thoughts nust have been visible on her face, because he stroked her
cheek with an unsteady hand.

"Sylvie," he grow ed.
Murphy felt her breath on his jaw, snelled her fragrance when he breathed, he

knew he couldn't go on living without her. "I |ove you."
"Ch, Miurphy, | |love you, too," she confessed.
"And will you marry nme?"
"Ye—~
Bef ore she could finish, he pulled her back into his arns and ki ssed her
Syl vie Dupree closed her eyes and felt Murphy's love surround her. "Laissez |es

bon tenps rouler,” she nurnmured against his lips. Let the good tinmes roll!

The Tinmes They Are A Changin', or Not
By Raven West
My daughter Kinberly turned seventeen | ast week and the changes in ny
life seemed to have happened overni ght. Cases of Huggi es have been replaced by boxes of
tampons. In first grade, she came home in tears because her best friend had just told her
she no | onger wanted to play with her because she'd find a new best friend. This year her
best friend no | onger wanted to play with her because she'd found a new boyfriend. Wen

she was two, | got angry with her for getting into ny makeup...well, sone things haven't
changed. | suddenly felt very old. How could I be the mother of a H gh School Senior
when | just graduated two years ago nyself? OK so it was nore like thirty years, but I
can still remenber every magi cal nonent when | was seventeen. The future was full of

unlimted possibilities and ny biggest worry was who was going to take me to the prom |
have to admit | ama nore than a bit envious of the advantages she has that | didn't at her
age. My word processor was an SCM el ectric typewiter and erasable paper. My parents
couldn't help ne with homework, the WWI had halted their education in md-term They
only knew that they wanted their only child to go to college, but they didn't have a clue as
to which college or howto find the means to afford it. | took the SATs once, w thout the
slightest idea of the enornous wei ght the scores would have on ny future. My gui dance
counsel or had very limted information about schol arships and financial aid and | had
absolutely no idea what | wanted to be when | grew up. Now, | ess than three decades |ater,
the sources for information are vast. There's workshops, study guides, and SAT software.
She can take the SAT several tinmes to get the best score. College web sites are just a
mouse click away on the Internet. Schol arshi ps sources and financial aid are also on-line
and ready to help finance her education. And she has absolutely no i dea what she wants to
be when she grows up. Ch well, sone things never change. It was nuch nore fun being a
teenager than raising one. At seventeen, | had ny owmn room ny own phone and my own
car. Parents conpl ai ned about the crazy nusic they coul dn't understand and how
somet hi ng needed to be done about the sex and viol ence on television and in the movies.
Qur country was at war in a foreign country. My daughter turned seventeen | ast week. She
has her own room her own phone and her own car. Parents conplain about the crazy
musi ¢ they can't understand and that something needs to be done about the sex and
vi ol ence on television and in the novies. Qur country is at war in a foreign country.
Unfortunately, some things still haven't changed.



DEARLY BELOVED
By
Karen Wbods

"Dearly bel oved, we are gathered here.." the ninister began the marri age

cerenpony at six o'clock on the first Friday evening in June.

| stood as Becky's maid of honor. Steve's ring, or rather the ring that Becky would

soon give Steve, fit loosely on ny thunb. It hadn't been all that |long ago that | had
thought that | would be the one to marry Steve. But, here Steve and Becky were tying the
knot. 1'd had al nbst six nmonths to get used to the idea. Honestly, the news that Steve had
proposed to Becky had been nore of a relief than a grief. Steve and | had hung around
toget her nore out of habit than anything el se.

Here | stood, the maid of honor and not the bride. It was the seventh tine that | had
stood right here as a maid of honor when one after another of ny friends had gotten
married. | was happy that things worked this way for Steve and Becky even though I

wasn't fond of the gossip that had been generated by this particular turn of events.

I had overheard a couple of the | ocal biddies talking about what a shane it was that

Emily Rogers lost that nice young nan to her best friend. Then, the old gossips, sitting in
my restaurant mnd you, wondered how poor Enmily was going to deal with her broken

heart. And they wondered what Becky had been thinking to ask Emly to be her maid of
honor, and what poor Enmily was thinking to have accepted the honor

Enmily Rogers, that's me, the last unmarried nenber of the circle of ny high

school friends. Funny, ny single status hasn't bothered nme at all. |'d been too busy just
trying to keep the restaurant running snoothly after Mom and Dad had died to have tine

to worry.

Here | was all of twenty-five, fairly attractive, and reasonably prosperous- at |east |

was maeking a good living and providing a living for others with the restaurant. | was al so
alone. | decided right then and there while | was standing as Becky's nmaid of honor that |
woul d not remain alone for long. It was time to start |ooking for M. Right.

Um...Right, | imediately disnissed cynically. Sure | would | ook. Sonetine

bet ween when | got up at four in the norning to go into restaurant and when | cane hone
after closing up food service at ten at night, I'd have tinme to |ook. Sure | would. Heavens!

| didn't even have time to think about getting haircuts, which is why | wore nmy hair |ong
and blunt cut. Howin the world would | ever have the tinme for dating?

The only reason | had tinme to be Becky's maid of honor is that | closed the

restaurant to the public after the lunch rush. My staff was there even as this cerenpony was
going on, putting the finishing touches on the wedding reception. |I'd baked and decorated
the weddi ng cake yesterday. Al they had to do was to set up the tables, finish the
decorations, and put the finishing touches on the sit down dinner for two hundred.

Al ? That was enough work for an arnmy. | felt guilty that | wasn't there doing ny

share of the work. But, | rem nded nyself that | had worked hard on the previous few days
with preparations of all the things that could be done ahead of time and that before |I had
|l eft the restaurant today, | had gone over the tining list with everyone. The neal would be
perfect. | hoped. Because if it wasn't then the biddies woul d have sonething else to
gossip about. | could hear it now, "Poor Becky, that rotten Emily spoiled her wedding

reception in a fit of pique. But, then again, naybe she deserved it, stealing Steve from
Enmily like that." | really couldn't win.

Sonehow, | managed to get through the weddi ng cerenony w t hout making

horrendous mi stakes. Thankfully. | took Becky's bouquet at the correct tine, handed her
the ring, helped her with the train of her dress, signed the marriage docunents as her

wi tness, and generally did all that was required of a maid of honor.

Ri ght after the formal photographs, | ducked out, and went to the restaurant.
Al though the newy weds didn't know it yet, the reception was ny gift to Becky and
Steve. Becky had planned it just the way she wanted it. But, | hadn't let her pay anything

in advance. And | wasn't going to let her pay for it.

When | got back to the restaurant | was inforned that one of the servers wouldn't

be comng in. Since she was in the hospital with a shattered leg frombeing hit by a car

and woul d be undergoing surgery to repair it the next day, | couldn't work up any anger at
her. Anger at the idiot who had hit her, sure, that, | could nmanage. There being no help for



it, I changed out of my wedding finery and put on ny working clothes- a white Victorian
collared bl ouse, a black, md calf length, skirt and apron, and sensible shoes. Pulling ny

deep auburn hair up into the understated el egance of the Victorian topknot, | |ooked Iike
all of the other waitresses.

Then, as the guests began arriving, | nmade sure the cash bar was open and that the

band had begun to pl ay.

When Rusty, the regular bartender, took a break well into the evening, | covered

for him

"Bl oody Mary and a scotch rocks," a nal e voice ordered.

| looked up to see Becky's cousin, Hank Crow ey, standing there. Until the

rehearsal dinner, |ast evening, | hadn't seen Hank in ten years. He had been a boy then, a
boy headi ng off to boot canp. Now, he was definitely all man.

"Certainly," | said as | forced ny eyes off of his face. There was no sense of

nmooni ng over himlike a |lovesick calf, | told nyself. | poured the Bloody Mary fromthe
five-gallon jug | kept refrigerated beneath the counter. | set the glass down in front of him
Then | poured the twelve year old Scotch over several cubes of ice. "Six dollars."

"How are you, Emily?" he asked in concern

"Busy, as you can tell."

"Coviously. |I'msurprised that Becky asked you to stand up with her, seeing that
you and Steve were an item from hi gh school until recently."
"That's all history. Steve and Becky are the future," | disnissed, although | wanted

to cringe. It was bad enough that the biddies were saying these things. Were other people
believing that | was nursing a broken heart over Steve? "Wat brings you hone, Hank?"
asked, changi ng the subject.

"I't"s not conmmon know edge, yet. But, |'mtaking over Crowl ey Operating

Engi neers. Dad and Uncle Ray both want to retire while they are young enough to enjoy
traveling."

"I't'll be good to have you hone, again," | told him

"W it?"

"Of course it will. Cone in one evening and have dinner as ny treat."
Hank smiled at ne. "Can | bring a date?"

"I'f you want," | told himquietly. Then with nore bol dness than | knew I
possessed, | added, "O you can cone and have dinner with ne."

"You are a dangerous woman, Emly Rogers."
"I'"'mjust a wonan."

"There's never been anything ‘just' about you, woman! | doubt that there will ever

be," he said thoughtfully. "You've always been a shining beacon of light in a dark world."
"Now, | don't renmenber you being so full of adniration before you left for boot

camp," | dismissed with a laugh. "As | recall, you used to call the eight of us, ‘Becky's
brats'."

"Even then you stood out."

"Sure | did. You used to call ne ‘that trouble making redhead.

"I'"'msurprised that you even renmenber ne at all. You only had eyes for Steve
back then."

"Everyone's entitled to a mstake or two in their youth," | offered.

"Well, you're the last single one fromBecky's brats."

"Some of us are just destined to be old naids."

"Real ly, is that how you see yourself, an old maid?"

I shrugged and replied, "It's as good of a description as any." Rusty canme back

fromhis break. Then, | excused nyself and went to check on everything el se.

| saw Hank take the drinks over to his parents, Becky's aunt and uncle, d ena and

Mark. Then | saw himwal k over to the beverage table and pour hinmself a cup of coffee.

Bl ack. Two sugars. Personally, | thought that sounded good. | was beginning to really
need a caffeine jolt, nyself. It had been a | ong day, already.

After | had ny coffee, | worked the room making sure that everything was going

snoot hly. Becky and Steve were danci ng. She had bundl ed her train into a bustle and had
renoved the netting fromher veil, leaving only the pearled headdress. She had been such
a beautiful bride. But, then again, Becky had al ways turned heads. Steve was | ooking at
her as though she were the nobst precious person in the world to him | was glad for them
It was good to see two people who | oved each other that rmuch together. Blinking back
happy tears, | turned away and wal ked right into Hank's arns.



He spoke to nme with an edge of harshness in his low voice, "Emly, | won't let you

ruin Becky's day just because you are still carrying a torch for Steve. So, blink back those
tears and dance with ne. People are |ooking. And they'll soon be tal king. You don't want
to give the biddies sonmething else to hurt Becky with." Then he urged ne onto the dance

floor while the band was playing a slow tune.

Hank held ne with a gentle firmess as we swayed to the nusic.

"I"'mnot carrying a torch for anyone," | protested softly as | enjoyed the sensation

of being in his arns. It felt so right to be held by him | wondered how it would feel if he
ki ssed ne. "Steve and Becky are two of mny best friends. The tears were happy ones for
them" | offered, as | tried to force those other thoughts frommy nind.

"Pull the other leg, it's shorter,"” he said in disbelief.

"Ch, just shut up and dance with me," | said |owy.

He pulled ne even closer to himas he nuttered, "Yes, mam"

The song ended, but Hank didn't let nme go. Instead, we danced through the next

two songs without either of us saying a word. | don't know what Hank was feeling, but I

was definitely lost in the sensations of being in his arns.

But, that didn't last long. "Em" one of ny staff nmenbers said in a worried tone

fromjust beside nme, "could you cone? | hate to interrupt. But, you need to deal with this
before the sheriff needs to be involved. It's Jimy Geer and Pete WIllians. They're
fighting again. |'ve called Jack at the Countyw de Taxi. He's sending two cars."

Hank followed ne. On the way out the door, | grabbed nmy airhorn. Two of the

weddi ng guests had taken a "conversation" outside and were attenpting to settle their

di sagreement with their fists. It wasn't the first tine that | had broken up a drunken braw
at a wedding reception. It wasn't even the first tinme that | had broken up a braw between
those two. | was grateful that Jimmy and Pete had possessed at | east enough sense of
decorumto take it outside. O nmamybe they had just renenbered the huge damages they

paid the last tine that they brawed in ny place. Replacing the mirror over the bar, a table,
a nunber of glasses, plates, and cups, as well as three maple chairs and the energency
roombills for a couple of ny enpl oyees who had been hit with flying glass had not been
cheap. But, they had paid every |ast cent.

| tried to get the attention of the brawl ers. But, nmy voice couldn't be heard over

their shouting at one another. So, | held ny armover ny head and bl ew a bl ast on the
airhorn. That got their attention. "Ckay, guys. | don't care who started it. | just want you
off ny property as soon as your taxis arrive. Mary Louise and Carolyn are both having a
good time at the party. It would be a shame to make themleave. 1'll tell your wives that
you have each gone hone. Leave your car keys. You're both too soused to drive."

The pair of them | ooked at ne sheepishly. "Ah, Em we're jus' havin' a friendly

talk," Jimmy said thickly.

"Your keys. Now. Both of you. O perhaps you would rather | get the sheriff out

here and |l et himhaul you both in for Drunk and Disorderly or worse for DW. He's just

i nside enjoying the reception. It would be no trouble to get Doug out here. Neither of you
could pass a field sobriety test, |let alone the new Breathal yzer that MADD just gave the
county. And you know it. You also know that you can't afford what a DW or a D&

woul d do to your insurance rates. And | wouldn't be able to sleep at night if either one of
you killed yoursel ves or soneone el se while driving honme drunk. Now, would you want to

do that to me?"

The two nmen grunbl ed, but dug through their pockets and produced their car keys.

My enpl oyee had gone back into the restaurant.

The taxis pulled in. | saw each man safely off to home with the instruction to the

drivers to bill me for the rides. | had a standing account with the conpany.

I'"d al nost forgotten that Hank was standing there until he spoke. "And what woul d

you have done if they had been nasty drunks?"

"What ever | needed to," | told him "I've handl ed nasty drunks before. | probably

will again. It goes with the territory of running the place. But, these guys aren't
particularly nasty drunks. The only people they pick on are each other."

"Still the same Enmily. WIling to tackle the world single-handedly and charge into
situations alone that should take several people to handle," Hank said, but his tone wasn't
conpl enent ary.

"When you're al one you don't have a choice, Hank. You either handl e situations

or they handle you. | prefer to do the handling."



"You' re one skinny woman, not a whole battalion. Don't you realize how easily

you could be hurt, wonman?" he denanded of ne.

"I'"'mstronger than | | ook, Hank. And | know how to take care of nyself."

"You |l ook like a strong wind would sweep you away."

"l can take care of nyself."

"Sure you can," he agreed in a condescendi ng tone. "About as well as an hour old
babe. "

This man was really making me angry. "Leave nme al one, Hank."

He shook his head negatively. "I don't think |I can," he confessed as he took me by
my hand and pulled me to him "And | don't think that you want ne to. Do you?"
"“No. "

"You' ve al ways been painfully honest,"
tightly.

"Hank, this isn't the place or the tine."
"Wher e and when?"

' he said, his voice thick, as he held ne

"I have to get back inside," | told him but |I didn't nove out of his arns.

"Emly Jane," Hank said firmy. "Kiss ne."

"\ 2"

"I's a kiss so hard to give? Are you still in love with Steve?"

"No." So, | kissed himfor all the wong reasons. |'d intended for the kiss to be a

light, friendly, sort of kiss. But, Hank had other ideas. He kissed me as if he was starving
and | was a six-course nmeal. Naturally, | returned his kiss equally. He touched sonething
inme that | didn't even know existed. |I'd heard of becom ng weak in the knees. But, it

was the first time that any man had affected ne that strongly with only a single Kkiss.
"Emly," he began

I didn't know what he was going to say. But, | was afraid to hear it. The man

confused me. Part of me wanted to run as hard and fast as | could away from him Another
part of me wanted to throw nyself into his arns and stay there forever. Runni ng won.

"I have to get back in. Becky will be throw ng the bouquet soon. She's threatened

to toss it at me."

"Do you want to be the next bride?" he asked lowy.

"Why? Are you asking nme to marry you?" | chall enged.

"No. "

"Then why would it matter to you what ny wants are? Excuse ne," | said coldly.
"Emly," he protested as | wal ked away. But, | just kept on wal ki ng.

"Boss, you don't |ook so good," Tami Quinn said as | came back into the kitchen

"I'"'mfine, Tami . How s the party goi ng?"

"The bride will be tossing the bouquet shortly. The groonsnen are naking noi ses

about the garter."

| forced nyself to smle and returned to the party. The crowd had thi nned out

somewhat. | gave Jimry and Pete's keys to each man's wife and filled each of themin on
the situation. It wasn't the first tine that either of their husbands had been sent hone in a
cab. If either wonan was enbarrassed about it, | didn't see any sign of it. But, both
wonen left within twenty mnutes of getting the keys.

Several guests had left, but the party was still in full swing. And it showed every

sign of continuing for sone tine.

The only reason | stood with the single girls for the bouquet toss is because | knew

that it neant a |ot of Becky. She fulfilled her threat and did toss the flowers at ne. And
caught them Naturally, Hank caught the garter. The inevitable teasing followed. |
shrugged it off. Hank | eft w thout saying goodbye.

The reception finally wound down well after m dnight.

Becky cane to ne. "Send nme a bill, Emly, for the party."

"No. It was ny present to you."

"You can't afford this."

"Yes, | can. Now, don't argue with ne. Your husband is waiting for you. Go to

him Be happy. I'll see you when you get back fromthe Bahanas in a couple of weeks."

The cleaning crew went to work. | went into the basenent to ny office to crash for

a few hours. | was too tired to drive honme. It wasn't the first tine that | had sacked out on
the sofa in ny office after a long party. | was asleep as soon as ny head hit the arm of the
sof a.

At four, | got up and went hone. A quick shower and change of clothes, then | was



back at the restaurant by five. By then, of course, the norning crew had al ready opened.
The breakfast crowd started arriving at five fifteen

Hank wal ked in at six Saturday norning, right in the mddle of the breakfast rush

He took a table by the front window He wasn't there nore than | ong enough to order
coffee before his dad and Becky's dad cane in and joined him

| took over that table. The Crowl ey brothers al ways drank coffee- no cream but

with lots of sugar. So, | brought over the carafe. "Mrning gentlenen. Wiat can | get for
you?"

"A bill for the reception," Becky's dad, Ray, said after he sipped the coffee. "I

wi sh that Catherine could nake coffee this good, Emly Jane."

"The beans are a special blend and I grind themfresh as they are used, Ray. It

makes a difference," | told him "As for the reception. Forget it. Last night was ny

pl easure. | wanted to do sonething nice for Becky and Steve."

Hank | ooked at ne and smled. "The lady is stubborn. 1'd listen to her Uncle Ray."

"Il find a way, young wonan, to pay you back," Ray Crow ey said softly. "Even

if it is only ten dollar tips whenever | cone in for a cup of coffee for the rest of ny life."
"Ray, if you come in for a cup of coffee and leave ne a ten dollar tip, I'll put it in
an account for Becky and Steve's children. | swear | wll."

"You' ve always been difficult," Ray conplained quietly in a tone that said he

knew he was not going to win this one.

"And al ways will be. Now, what will you have for breakfast?"

| took their orders and left themto their coffee.

A fewmnmnutes later, | returned with their food. Al of the men were readi ng copies
of a contract. | assunmed that it was the agreenment to turn the business over to Hank's
control

I came back a fewmnutes later with the coffee carafe. "Emly," Hank's dad,

Mark, said, "I'll take another cup of coffee."

"Well, son," Mark said quietly, "you've got yourself a business. Now all you need

is a house and a wife."

"The house |I'mworking on. | talked Jake Edwards into selling nme his ot out at the

| ake," Hank said as | poured coffee into Ray's cup

"Jake and Betty are retiring to Florida," Ray said.

I was pouring coffee into Hank's cup when he said, "As for the wife part of that
equation, well, that's not |ikely to happen. Unless of course, | can talk Enmly here into
marrying nme."

I warned him "Anyone ever tell you, Hank, that it's profoundly dangerous to tease
a wonan who coul d easily pour a half carafe of hot coffee over your head?"

"I"'mnot teasing, Em"

"Correct ne if I"'mwong," | said coldly. "But, | believe that you are the one who
told nme- just last night- that you weren't asking ne to marry you."

"I wasn't, then. However, a man's entitled to change his mind," Hank offered.

"At least until he finds one that works," | countered dryly. "I'mnot sure that you
have. "

Ray and Mark chortl ed.

"That dinner invitation still open?" Hank asked, ignoring both ny barb and the
| aughter of his relatives.

"Of course. What tine would you like your reservation for? And will there just be
us, or are you bringing a date?"

M schief twinkled in his eyes. "There's not a woman on earth who chal | enges ne
the way that you do."

"I never know if you are conplimenting me or insulting nme."

"Trust me, if they were insults there would be no doubt."

"How reassuring," | replied dryly. "Dinner at eight. By then, npbst of the neal
crowd has cl eared out and the Saturday night party crowd has begun."

“I''l'l be here. What's on the nenu?"

"For you? Ptonrmine | aced potato sal ad and spoil ed neat."

Hank chuckl ed. "Then the appropriate wine would be a Merilot laced with

cyani de. "

"Or arsenic," | teased. "But you'll have to drink it by yourself."

"I knew it, you just love nme to death," Hank replied teasingly.



"I'"ve always done extrenely well in meat cutting conpetitions. | could just as
easily love you to pieces, Hank. Tiny, unidentifiable, pieces."
"Dangerous wonan," Hank replied with a small chuckle.
"Potentially," | teased. "So watch your step, Marine."
"Yes, mtanml You're cl osed on Sunday."
"Yes. "
"After Church will you go on a picnic with me out at the | ake?"
"What nmakes you certain that | still go to Church?" | asked suspiciously.
He smiled at ne. "You go to Church, every Sunday, according to nmy nother."
"l suppose that you want ne to pack the picnic?" | asked quietly.
"No. I'lIl take care of that. WIIl you cone on a picnic with ne on Sunday, Em|y?"
"I''"ll think about it. Dinner tonight will be at eight. If you're late, you won't get
dinner. | close the full kitchen tonight at eight fifteen. After that you' |l have to nake do
with short order,"” | said gruffly just before | wal ked away fromthem
But, Hank didn't make it to dinner. In fact, | didn't even see himuntil the next
nmorning at Church when he slid into the pewright next to ne. He appeared both tired and
worried. 1'd heard the news about the fatal accident on one of the job sites. | took his
hand and squeezed it. He |looked at ne and smled in relief.
"I"'msorry for mssing dinner last night," he said fromhis position just
beside ne after services were over
"How are Marge Jenkins and the kids hol ding up?"

"They're handling it. Losing Larry was a shock to everyone. | suspect that the

i nsurance conpany will pay out a |ot of nobney over this. But, then that's why the
corporation carries insurance. |I'Il make sure that they' re taken care of."

I nodded. | knew that he would do the right thing for the wi dow and chil dren of

one of his enployees. There wasn't a doubt in nmy mnd that he was an honorabl e man.
"Are you ready to go on the picnic?"
"You planning sitting on the ground while wearing that suit?"

"No. I'Il go home, change, and pick up the basket. Then I'l|l stop by and pick you
up. Is that good with you?"

"I't'Il be fine, Hank. 1'll see you in a little bit."

I changed fromny dress into jeans and a t-shirt and | wore ny sw nsuit under
everything. A sumer picnic at the |ake usually neant swimm ng as well. This was the

first weekend after the end of the school year so there would likely be all kinds of kids out
at the lake in boats and sw nm ng.

Li ke dancing, | couldn't renenber the last time that | had been out on a picnic.

H gh school, probably. But, | was bound and determ ned that | would enjoy the afternoon
off. Normally, | spent Sunday afternoons in the kitchen trying new recipes, reworking the
menus for the week's specials, and catching up on ny paperwork.

Maybe he was serious about marriage, nmaybe he wasn't. | wasn't going to worry

about what | would say if he seriously asked ne to marry him Yet, in naking that
resolution, | had to admt to nyself that | was worrying about it.

Marriage to Hank, now there was a concept to think about. What did | know about
hi m anyway? He took family seriously. He had al ways been Becky's defender. He had

spent ten years in the Marine Corps. Runor had it that he was still in the Reserves. He had
a good singing voice and he knew many of the hyctms we sang this norning by heart. But,
that didn't tell me who he was. | did know that he was capable of curling nmy toes. Al that

told nme was that | was attracted to him Attraction wasn't enough to base a marriage on
But, it was a good start. Wasn't it?

I was snapped out of ny reflections by the sound of the doorbell ringing. Hank

stood there at the door. He wore a tee shirt with the Marine enblem a pair of well-worn
jeans, and tennis shoes. | had to admt he | ooked incredibly, nouth-wateringly, nice.
"See anything you like?" he asked as he wal ked into the house and cl osed the door

behi nd him

I felt nyself blushing at his know edge of ny appraisal of him | |ooked himin the
eye and countered, "I could ask you the sane thing."

"Unl ess you want to forget about the picnic, and spend the afternoon in bed
together, | suggest that you don't ask that."

"You' re maki ng assunptions.”
"No. I'mnot. You want ne as badly as | want you. When | kiss you, we both go



up in flanmes."

"l don't hop into bed with anyone."

"No, you have to date them for several years first."
"Was that another crack about Steve?"

"Forget it," he muttered.

"For your information, Hank, Steve and | never.!! | knew that | was bl ushing
boldly. My face felt incredibly hot. | turned away from Hank
Gently, Hank turned me to face him "Emily Jane, |I'msorry. |'ve been acting |like

a jealous fool."

"Yes. You have. Now, cut it out!"

"Yes, manl You don't give an inch do you?"

"Not usually, no," | admitted dryly.

He | ooked at ne for the longest tine. It was clear that he was trying to find a way
of saying sonething. Finally, he blurted out, "Enmily, are you a virgin?"

I couldn't help it. My face heated. The bl untness of the question enbarrassed ne.

| was sure that | was as red as a vine ripened tomato. |'ve always blushed easily. That
tendency goes along with the red hair and freckles. "That's none of your business," |
stamered, not knowi ng what el se to say.

"And that's the nost ridiculous thing you' ve ever said to me. O course, it's ny

busi ness, wonan! Sooner or later, we're going to be in bed together. | don't want to hurt
you. | happen to | ove you, Emly."
I know ny jaw dropped. When | was able to speak, | told him "That's a fine way

of telling ne that, Hank!"

"Tact isn't my strong point," he said gruffly. "Never has been."

"I'"ve noticed that," | replied with a chuckl e.

"Are you | aughing at nme?"

The chuckl e becane a full-bodied | augh. Soon, he was |aughing with me. Then, he
pulled ne into his arnms and ki ssed ne.

| knew that he wasn't lying. He did love me. More than that, | knew in that

moment that what | felt for himwasn't just desire. | couldn't imagine a future without him
sharing it with ne.

"I hope you like children," | said quietly. "I've always wanted a large famly."

"I think that can be arranged," he replied just before he kissed ne again.
Sonehow, we never nmade it out to the |lake that afternoon

At ten o'clock, on the first Saturday nmorning in July, Hank and | stood together

and listened as the mnister began, "Dearly bel oved, we are gathered here together in the
face of God and this conpany to join together Emly Jane and Henry Alvin in the holy
state of matrinony."

THE END

To our Special Readers:
Thank you for being a part of PARAGONS. W appreciate your
pat ronage, and we hope we have entertained and inspired you
Qur best wishes to you for a safe and prosperous future.
Your Friends at Studio E
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