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“Sam Carney, a name to do business with,” read cards that people still carried in wallets and purses, though the man had retired from new and used car sales two years ago. Madison Motors on Verona Road, just off the West Beltline Highway in Madison, Wisconsin. Just shy of fifty years in the business of keeping America moving had earned him the trust of over three thousand customers. Eighty percent of those had eventually joined the ranks of trusting repeat customers. He had facilitated many ‘coming of age’ transitions as teenagers evolved into ‘away at collegers’. There had been many who started small and upgraded both business credentials and the sticker price on their transportation.
“Your car says who you are,” was one famous Carney quote. “Caesar never drove a beater chariot,” was another. Throw in, “You can’t be a cruiser with a loser,” and you were on your way to knowing the business mindset of Sam Carney.
Sam really did care about those who had placed trust in him for five decades. If the repair shop even looked like taking advantage of one of his lady customers, you could count on him nosing under the hood personally. Any time a new manager of the repair and maintenance department made the scene, Sam Carney read him the preemptive riot act.
People still swung by or called for four-wheeled advice to the point where Sam Carney was now an advice resource and conduit to any auto purveyor. Sam was a free agent who kept his hand in the business mainly because he’d be horribly bored otherwise. When one of ‘Sam’s people’ took a vehicle for a test drive, his house was where they drove to so that the Old Man could take a gander and offer sage wisdom. The understanding for any salesperson was that a deal clincher or a referral from Sam was good for one favor. Sam kept track in a little notebook he kept handy, just in case a salesperson got forgetful about who buttered their bread. Not that Sam would ever lead a customer wrong. Sales people had to EARN Sam’s good graces.
He lived alone now in the same house he called home for over twenty-five years. He and Gracie downsized after his two sons left home. One went to the military and the other worked on those black magic boxes called computers out in sunny California. He’d been thinking about moving out there, now that Gracie was gone these past five years. But here he knew his neighbors and here his extended family of automotive dependents appreciated him. Here, he was useful. Anywhere else, he’d just be another retiree looking for new friends among aged strangers who would never live long enough to be old friends. So, despite Wisconsin winters and their habit of avalanche-quality snowfalls, here Sam Carney would live out his life.
Sam’s long-time next door neighbor, Elsie Partlow, had been the sole proprietor of the Silver Screen Salon ever since her husband and partner, Raul, succumbed to a heart that wasn’t up to the task of living anymore. He was Ralph when they first met in hair styling school, now called a cosmetology college. To keep things honest and to double his likelihood of success, Ralph changed his name to Raul before setting up shop in Madison, Wisconsin. It was an upbeat and cheery place of business on Manitou Way, just off of the Seminole Highway. Raul was the panache; Elsie was the micromanager that kept accountants from charging more than the minimum. By the time Raul was explaining the Ralph/Raul name confusion to St. Peter’s accounting system, Silver Screen had a well-established clientele. The atmosphere inside was one that would have felt comfy to anyone whose youth had blossomed from the twenties to the fifties. Any wall space not dedicated to a mirror or state-mandated document had an image of most of the heart throbs from those eras. Here were touchstones to youth and wonder for hearts watched over by cardiologists. The male population was well represented here as well, though that section featured more of the timeless sports legends in boxing, baseball, golf, auto racing and football. In both sections, image therapy was coupled with TLC for thinning pates. Stylists and barbers alike were required to either be knowledgeable regarding every image on their respective walls, or to get there tout suite. Lord help the employee who thought any recent video heart throb even came close to Carey Grant.
Elsie stopped in regularly to keep an eye on things, though her manager, Barbara, was another set of eagle eyes on site. Barbara and Elsie were talking purchase options over the past few months.
Sam was waving goodbye to Peter Garofalo, owner of Country Lanes Condominiums. Though the property manager was a die-hard for cars with more mass than some tugboats, Sam had convinced Peter to scale down on metal monsters for something that had half the turning radius and would be an example for others of his residents to follow. Parking at his complex could be better. As it was, Peter had placed a surcharge for high-mass vehicles, since each vehicle had a reserved location. Peter Garofalo balked at paying his own surcharge. His new goal was to have traffic flow more like a parking lot and less like a marina.
Sam’s one time bridge nemesis was happily plucking weeds out of her front garden, so he strolled over to watch and chat. “So, that’s a weed, huh?
“Go on with you. I know Elsie had you well trained in what was what, so I am NOT coming over and doing your job for you...you old faker. Coffee?”
“Usual fee?”
“Usual fee. Give me an hour to finish up, which should be just right for you to get your own plot weeded.”
“But, my lumbago...oh all right. Darn it that Elsie taught you all my best lines.” Sam added a slight limp for effect back to his own home and hit the stove’s warm up cycle. Then it was on to ferret out plants that for some reason his dear wife had it out for. It was like a botanical gated community and he was the enforcer against intrusions of broad leaf low lives, surely degrading his prim and proper petunias.
“Off you go, stay on your own side of the tracks. And if I ever see any broad leafed babies? I’ll sic Elsie on you!”
From thirty feet away, “I heard that! Extra icing for my intimidation.”
That reminded him. Back in the house, he pulled out a cookie sheet and strategically placed four cinnamon roles, two now with extra icing, on them. Back they went in, on went the timer, and the screen door would allow him to hear the buzzer when it was time. By the time he was outdoors, Elsie was inside living up to her end of the bargain. Today was Tuesday, which meant her porch this time. Twelve minutes and thirty weeds later, the buzzer went off. Sam stiffly rose and grumped that Elsie wasn’t there to see him actually in pain for a change. He’d have to work more on his timing.
Sam pulled out the treats, shut off the oven, found a nice serving tray with a cloth napkin for class to set the rolls on top of, then headed next door. There she was, setting up the carafe on the TV tray, flanked right and left with two comfortable rockers.
“Oh, Sam. Aren’t we American icons? Rocking chairs on the front porch, watching the world go by?”
“Elsie, couldn’t ask for a better friend to help me make young people point and laugh. Maybe I’ll start dressing up with a suit with a flower in my lapel. So, you iron out the sticking points to sell Silver Screen?”
“Almost. Truth is, I’m afraid to go through with it, Sam. It’s been my life for so long, especially since Raul passed. I wonder if this is what Col. Sanders felt like when they turned him into a logo with no authority in the company. At least you’re keeping your hand in the car business. I won’t be able to with that ‘non-competition clause’. And Barbara will want me gone. She’s smart to do so, after a transition period. She’s going to have to make that place her own and she can’t do that with me there.”
“Ouch. I was glad to leave the sales lot, well, mostly. You’re right in that I can keep a piece of the past, and I don’t have to worry about those clauses. You ok on the finances?”
Sam and Elsie had known each other for a very long time. When both of their spouses were still alive, Tuesday was always bridge night, and Superbowl was always a shared event. Those two pass times went by the wayside after Raul was the first to leave, but there were still shared dinners and helping out with little things, like watching over the house of the one(s) who went away to spend a week at their kid’s home(s). Grace passed three years later, and porch sips and nibbles by the survivors evolved into a more frequent pleasant distraction. It was nice that they were the very best of friends, feeling completely comfortable with almost any subject.
“Pretty good, Sam. Between the sale of the business, Raul’s social security and what I’ll get on mine when I sell out, and a small life-insurance policy, well, I won’t starve and I’ll always have a roof. You?”
“Gracie hammer locked me into saving for retirement. Damned shame she didn’t get the benefit of that. I got a decent pension, too, and everything’s paid off...even my own plot and funeral costs. Guess we both did ok, except on the widow thing.”
“Not many couples die together, Sam.”
“That’s true, Elsie. We’re survivors. Yay for us.”
Two weeks had passed. The finishing touches were finalized on the sale of the Silver Screen Salon. Six stylists, three barbers, the new and the past owner had a farewell dinner at Red Lobster, since the exiting Queen had a thing for their cheese biscuits. The novelty drinks there were fun, too.
Elsie would continue to be a customer even after the transition where she would be there less and less, allowing Barbara to ease into the reins in the clientele’s eyes. Her continued patronage for at least one year would be seen as a positive on client retention, and for that benefit, there would be no charge in that year for services. Tips though were still likely, as long as the quality of service still met Elsie’s standards.
It was a Friday night and Sam’s porch was the rendezvous local. Elsie seemed moody, preoccupied. She wasn’t angry or morose...but more melancholy. If either was like that, then conversations could take a turn into left field. Tonight was no exception to the rule.
“Sam? What do you remember about Gracie’s wake or funeral most?”
“One of those nights, huh? Hmmm. I remember thinking that Gracie’s spirit must be bored out of her skull, given how somber most people were. That wasn’t her. You remember. Gracie would always be singing, laughing, chatting. The woman smiled at things that would have anyone else grumpy for a week. So I had the funeral director pull that god awful dirge music off their CD player and switch to Dorsey. The change for the better was the thing I was most proud of doing for her services. Why do you ask? You know you gotta take a turn answering yourself. Them’s the rules for whack-a-doodle questions.”
Elsie rocked, sipped Sam’s slightly stronger coffee and nibbled a toll house of her own design. “I remember sitting there in the front row, looking at Raul’s shell. I knew he wasn’t there, and yet, there he was. Sort of like someone seeing a house they grew up in, but abandoned and lifeless. There was the body I slept next to for so many years, the body that warmed my cold toes in winter, now itself cold. It’s funny, but I couldn’t bring myself to touch him. I could look at him, but not touch him. Why do you think that was so?”
“Elsie, I claim one maudlin point and that means I get the last two cookies. Don’t argue. You came up with that one yourself. I don’t know. Maybe you couldn’t bring yourself to touch him because he wasn’t there to touch. Why try to do something that’s impossible, and what’s more, would be guaranteed to cause you just more frustration and grief? Elsie? You ever think you’d get married again? You’re healthy, and still full of life. Maybe find someone you could travel and see the world with, do charity work with, I don’t know, paint landscapes up in the mountains with.”
Elsie eyed the last cookie with slitted lids. Sam generously left a peace offering of half the cookie, which was gratefully received and quickly dispensed with. “I thought about that a bit, but I’m not sure it would be a good idea. I don’t like being alone and all that any more than you do. Raul seemed just right for me, and it wouldn’t be fair to any new partner to feel always compared to him. Maybe I wouldn’t do that consciously, but it might be there under the surface. Besides, I’m pretty set in my ways. Not sure I want a lot of changes in my life anymore. Adventure just doesn’t have the appeal it used to. I like being home.”
Sam could tell where Elsie was coming from, for he pretty much felt the same way. Male widowers could enjoy a spate of popularity among single women. Available men at his age had to have some reason they were available. At least with the death of a spouse, availability didn’t have as much likelihood to be due to alcoholism, sports addiction, weird hobbies, or playing bagpipes nightly. Sam had also been doing some thinking along other lines.
The friendship between the neighbors was such that Sam wasn’t even nervous in bringing up something that might have another man sweating from palms to toes.
“Elsie?”
“Yes, Sam?”
“You’re my best friend, and we get along pretty good for older folk.
“Pre-emptive weird and awkward question point. Give me the last cup.”
Sam poured the last of the carafe. “What would you think about you and me? You know, married? Heck, the way we see each other most nights, the neighbors think we’re having a gray old time anyway. We’re both tired of sleeping alone. What do you think?”
“You know, Sam? That idea isn’t too bad. Let’s think about it and talk more tomorrow. Might be fun, but might be dangerous, too. You’re my best friend, too, and I wouldn’t do anything that would put that at risk.”
“Fair enough. Hey, look. Elmer and Louise’s tabby caught another mouse.”
Elsie laughed. “Remember when she screamed when Boots left the mouse on the front porch and she stepped barefoot on it when she went out for the paper?”
Sam chuckled. “Yeah. Good times.”
Sam’s phone rang. He looked at the clock next to the thing. 7AM. It was Saturday. Who in their right mind would be calling him that early on a weekend? If it was someone wanting car advice, he’d steer them into a junker.
“Hello?”
“Sam?”
“Elsie, of course it’s me. Who else would answer when you call my number at this hour?” OK, he was partially right. Elsie must not be in her right mind. Or did something happen? Maybe it was an emergency. Sam woke up on all cylinders.
“Very funny. You’re lucky the inconvenience and sarcasm points cancel each other out. We’re going on a date today. Now, think of things that you and I can do on our first date, and be mature about your suggestions.”
A date? Well, he’s the one who asked her about marriage. Her requesting a date didn’t seem all that much out of line. Sounded pretty good, actually.
“All right. Good. Ideas? I’ll throw out a few and see if any revs your engine. We could go for a walk at the Arboretum, you know, the one run by the University. It’s less than a mile a way. Umm, there’s Picnic Point on Lake Mendota where we could have a spread and maybe rent a boat. We could do dinner at that new Thai restaurant near Pilgrim Village. Wait, let me check yesterday’s paper. Friday has that section on things to do. Hey, the college is having a swing jazz ensemble at seven-thirty tonight, and it’s free to the public. Finnigan’s having a live Irish band from nine to whenever. Anything catch your fancy?”
“Did you choose things you like?”
“Well, yes. Any of them sounds pretty good.”
“Wonderful. We’ll do it all. I’ll pack a picnic breakfast and we’ll start off at the Point. Better get moving. See you in thirty or less. Bye!”
Sam thumbed the close switch on his phone. He wondered if Raul might have chosen death as the easy way out. Do it all? In one day? Where did Gracie put those vitamins? Wait...they’d be expired. He grabbed his wallet. Reasonable amount of green there, plus plastic. He took a quick shower, dressed in layers given the morning-time whims of Mother Nature in Wisconsin, especially near a large body of water. He stopped just before grabbing the front door knob. Shaving! He was more bristly than a puffer fish. Electric would have to do. Dry shaving with a razor was a guaranteed rash.
He exited the house and crossed over to Elsie’s place and knocked. The door opened, and they were off and running.
Picnic Point is a mile-long peninsula along Lake Mendota’s south shore. The scenery was beautiful and there were many trails and scenic places for a memorable commune with nature. Birds of many kinds were out and about, and visitors either strolled or found a bench to sit and just relax upon.
While there were plenty of trails to peruse there, Sam and Elsie took off (after dessert) to the Arboretum; a 1200-acre preserve with over twenty miles of trails, small museums, and more than the average number of flower varieties.
Getting hungry again around one, it was time to check out the lunch specials at the Sa-Bai Thong on Odana Road. The lunch specials were very reasonable. Elsie went for the Crab Rangoon, while Sam opted for the Chicken SaTay.
Sam’s cell phone rang. It turned out to be an old customer who had referred half his family to him. Elsie caught the gist and got Sam’s attention. They had some unclaimed time and she wanted to see how he still connected with his ‘business family’. Maybe it would give her some ideas on how she could find a way to still feel useful.
An hour later (after they had decided on ‘Dutch treat’ for the bill), Sam and Elsie swung down Cottage Grove Road to Maple Hill Dentistry. Dr. Perry DeRosa was in the parking lot with his son, Randy, with a white 2001 Ford Taurus SES that looked in decent shape. Sam gave it a walk around, then carefully got down on the ground and poked around underneath. The hood was popped open and the engine started up. From his trunk, Sam pulled out an iron rod about two foot in length and placed one end to the top of the manifold and the other to the bone just behind his ear and listened, then instructed Randy to give it a quarter distance gas pedal press a couple of times. Sam pulled out the dipstick, smelled it, looked at it, then did the same to the transmission stick. Sam got in and drove it for a few minutes, came back, turned the engine off, and talked to the DeRosas.
“First of all, for a 2001, it’s in darned good shape. This is the fourth generation of Taurus, and the interior design was also pretty good. They even put in cup holders in back that slid in and out. Mileage is not great, but better than a lot out there. 91K miles on a machine of this make and year isn’t all that bad either. Should get you through college, Randy, with minimal problems. Who’s selling it, dealer or private?”
The father answered, Elsie noticed. Seemed the father was doing all the talking. “Montrose Ford, up the Boulevard. Chuck Kreps is the sales rep. Elsie saw that during this whole conversation, Randy wasn’t looking at the car. If this was something the young man wanted, he’s be eyeing it from time to time, with ‘that look’ in his eye. She’d of thought Sam would notice that, but he was interacting with the man with the checkbook. Still...
“Sam? Would you humor me a moment? I’m so sorry to interrupt, Dr. DeRosa. Only be a minute.”
Sam wasn’t too sure of how to feel. This was his thing, his life, where he shone. Why was Elsie sidetracking him? Once far enough away, “Elsie? What gives?”
“Sam, is it important to the father that the son likes the car?”
That sounded like a stupid question at first, but Elsie wasn’t stupid. “What do you mean? It’s important for Perry to give his kid transportation for college. It’s a good deal, if the price is right.”
Elsie nodded. That made sense, but, “Sam, do you think Randy would have his father choose the way he cuts his hair?”
“No. Of course not. But this is a car costing thousands of dollars, not a haircut costing ten or twelve bucks.”
“Now don’t get testy, if you want me to clam up, I will. I have something that seems important to me. Do you want to hear it?”
How would any man answer that? “Sorry, guess I was being a little territorial. So, what are you getting at?”
“Hairstyle and cars both say something about the person. They’re both functional, but they’re both self-image statements. Randy’s going away to college, which has him full of excitement and imagination. This car is a gift from his Dad, which he appreciates. I can see that. But he doesn’t like the car. I can see that, too. Randy hasn’t looked at it once since we got here. So what I’m asking is, is this important to the father that his son likes the car he is buying him?”
Sam looked back at the confused DeRosa family. Chuck was standing next to the car. Randy wasn’t. He missed that cue, which would never have happened when he was on the lot. Was he getting rusty, or did Elsie distract him? Maybe she saw things differently than he did.
“Well, hell. I’m not getting more out of this than a free oil change and tire rotation. Let’s find out.”
Sam and Elsie walked back to the father and son. Sam looked at Randy. “Son, that’s a good car. You don’t like it very much, but you’re a good sport and you honor your father. I like that. Perry? You have a good son. He loves what you’re doing for him. He doesn’t like the car. Don’t even ask him why he doesn’t like it. Might as well ask him why he wouldn’t like him to cut his hair like yours. If you want a decent car, I’d go for this one and wouldn’t pay more than 3,100 for it, tops. Now, if your son’s first car being something he really likes is priority, then let’s take a hike over to Montrose and we’ll give the lot a scan and see if Chuck can sharpen his dealing pencil. What do you say?”
Three hours later, a much happier young man drove home in his first car, a red 1994 Toyota Supra Turbo with similar mileage, good maintenance records, slightly less leg room in the back, and better pick up potential on more than one front.
Dr. Perry told Sam and Elsie, “You two cost me another two thousand dollars. You know what? Worth every penny. Thanks. I know you go to Dr. Krantz. Next cavity you get filled, have him send me the bill for what insurance didn’t cover.”
The rest of the evening was fun, but that unplanned time with the DeRosas was the most memorable part of that first date.
Elsie woke up early Sunday morning. The sun was just coming up, shedding a soft light into the bedroom. As usual, her eyes shifted their gaze to the picture on the dresser. Her beloved Raul. Elsie had a wonderful time yesterday. When they finally rolled in at eleven thirty, unheard of for her since she couldn’t remember when, they both settled for a warm hand hold. A hug or a kiss just seemed too strange. There were the growing inklings of guilt as she got ready for bed, quietly, leaving the light off.
She knew these feelings of...what were they? Guilt? Over what? Finally enjoying herself with, with...with another man. She sighed. Once her room had a number of images of Raul. There were those where there was the two of them together, him on a fishing trip with their two sons. Those had been retired, for her therapist recommended she begin the process of letting go a while back. But there was still that one she could not put away. It showed so much of what she and he were together.
It was taken in the Silver Screen Salon. Elsie was in one of the booth chairs. The picture was taken by one of her employees and it was one of those chance images that just couldn’t have come out any better. The angle was just behind and to the right, allowing a rear/side view of Raul and her as he was ‘playing stylist’, and it also had a reflection off the mirror, showing both of them from a front view at the same time.
Raul had a brush in the left hand, extended over Elsie’s left shoulder, while his right held a long comb elegantly held up to the sky. You could almost hear the ‘voila’ from his eyebrows raised and mouth open. Elsie’s face was ecstatic, laughing, hands to her cheeks, eyes nearly closed.
No, it wasn’t right at all how she was feeling, but there it was. She was unfaithful. Sort of. If you were going to apply cruel logic, then Raul had abandoned her. There were extenuating circumstances, of course. He had a heart attack. He died. Bottom line was still the same. She was abandoned, albeit involuntarily. She went out on a date with another man, voluntarily, but she was a widow. Extenuating circumstance. She couldn’t hug Sam or kiss him because she knew she would come back to this room and see Raul again, hear her own laughter in that imprisoned moment in the picture, and his mock French accent proclaiming his magnificent coiffure creation. Elsie buried her face into her pillow. The hoped for and dreaded ring of her telephone politely but firmly asked for her attention.
Sam woke, again. He hadn’t slept well. His mind was a tumble and a jumble of soft voices echoing in his head. They were few, but competed like the orchestra pit when it first starts tuning up. With some effort, he divided the voices.
There was the loudest soft voice; Elsie. Her immediacy and the joy he felt with her after being alone for so long gave her voice the clearest presence. There was laughter, wit, humor, intelligence. There was that rescue she pulled for Randy DeRosa and his Dad.
There was a softer voice, faded in time but still present by virtue of decades of familiarity. It was to this voice, and to the picture on the lamp table next to his bed, he addressed his feelings. “Gracie? Can you forgive me? You loved me so long and so well. Maybe that should be enough to last me for the time you aren’t here. But part of the problem was that you DID love me so long and so well. Old girl, you spoiled me. I want to be loved again. Who? You know darned well who...don’t play innocent with me. Lord. How would I feel if I looked down from Heaven and saw you hot footing it with Raul? Maybe it would hurt. I don’t know. Probably a little. But I’d like to think I’d of been happy for you, more happy than hurt. Gracie? It’s Elsie. Yes THAT Elsie. We had a wonderful time yesterday on our first...um...ahem...date. Nothing happened! Just a hand shake at the end, that was all. But I still feel funny about it. What? You think I should? All right, beloved. Maybe she’s feeling the same as I am.”
Sam picked up the phone. It was seven fifteen.
“Hello, Gracie?”
“Well, who else would it be? You dialed my number.”
“My own words back at me. That’s fair. How you doing? Feeling ok?”
“Sam, I’m sorry. I’m feeling kind of, out of sorts.”
He knew she wasn’t talking about a physical illness. “Sort of the same thing here. I talked to Gracie this morning, sort of. Got the impression she felt I should call you. You know, I think she still likes you.”
“You...really think so? Is she ok with our going out together?”
“You know Gracie. She was always a sucker for those ‘girl next door’ stories. Guess what? You’re a girl, and gee, where do you happen to live?”
“You’re a funny man, Sam. Thank you. I feel a little better.”
“Always glad to help a damsel in distress. I’m your knight in shining Plymouth. Elsie? How does Raul think of me now?”
“I don’t know. I didn’t ask. I’m not sure HOW to ask.”
“It’s not all that hard, Elsie. You are very perceptive. Look at how you salvaged the deal yesterday with the DeRosa kid. Elsie, you have a big heart that listens very well. Just ask him. Maybe he’ll answer right away, maybe in a dream. Besides, keep in mind something. He’s up there in Heaven. So’s Gracie. What do you want to bet they’re having some picnics of their own?”
“Oh? Now there’s a thought. Sam, it’s your turn to brew...I think. We’ll talk in a bit.”
Sam promised his best brew and added he’d go ahead with the nibble preparation as well since she had some heart to heart yet to accomplish. Elsie got up, slipped on her robe and fuzzy slippers, and went to the bottom large drawer under the mirror. There were five framed pictures, which she set out next to the one she was looking at earlier.
The one she had to get rid of first was a shot that could have been a publicity image for an old time movie star. It was black and white, and the photographer had somehow increased the lighting to the eyes, giving them a penetrating, soulful look. Standing back and surveying the gallery, she then addressed her memories and her husband.
“SO, you and Gracie are strolling about up there together, are you? Well, good! I wouldn’t want you to be lonely. I also don’t want you feeling bad about me being down here miserable. So, lover boy. Let’s get some things straight.
“I love you. No one will ever replace you, so I won’t try. You gave me so much, including your devotion and charm, and two fine sons. I can’t repay you, but I can honor you. Since you love me with all your heart, I would dishonor your wishes by being miserable. Ergo, to wit and whatever legal stuff you want to throw in there, I am going to see if I can be happy down here until you and I can meet again up there.
“Raul, beloved husband, please, tell me it’s ok.”
Twenty minutes later, there was a knock on Sam’s door. He let in his dearest friend who had a most peculiar look on her face. She helped him bring out the hot corn muffins and the java carafe. Once settled in, “Well? What did he say?”
“He listened while I ranted for a bit, like he usually did. That’s a fair warning to you, by the way. He said he wants me to be happy again, and that he couldn’t imagine a better person or a worse bridge player than you.”
“HEY!”
“Finally, Raul told me that I’ve been a bit too bossy with you. Guess it was a carry over from having to run a business for so long. So, would you like to go on a second date today?”
“Only if we cut the itinerary a bit. I like doing things, but one at a time. Is that all right?”
“I can live with that. Heh. Guess I went a little overboard yesterday. I missed going out so much, well, I got carried away. Now, you chose the list yesterday, but I was the one who chose to do all of them. Now, tell you what. How about you find one or two things you would really like to do, and I’ll agree carte blanche to participate with all my heart.”
Sam smiled, looked up to the ceiling and said, “Thanks, both of you.” He opened the paper and scanned the two pages of ‘things to do in Madison’ adverts. His eyes locked on one item. “Oh, it CAN’T be! Really!? Oh, this is wonderful! Look, there’s a tractor pull with monster trucks and everything!”
Elsie looked in smiling horror, gulped, and squeaked out, “Okayyy. Fine. That sounds, fabulous.”
Sam couldn’t hide his mirth any further than that and roared out his delight at the look on her face. The look changed. It was a much harder look, as she reached down and took the whole tray of corn muffins.
“They’re mine...all mine. Now choose for real or we’ll go shoe shopping.”
Thank you for reading ONE MORE TIME. Sam and Elsie have a lot more to journey through, and I hope you’ll join them. If this short story series touches your life, I’d love to hear about it at twosword@earthlink.net.
I’d be most honored if you’d help me in my journey to authorship, if you truly enjoy my styles, with a couple of things. Include me in your ‘favorite author’ selection. Leave feedback by way of a review. Finally, let people you care about share this happy journey with you by referring the series to them.
There are other short story genres, and all of them are provided to you for free. They’re all styles that were incorporated into seven novels that are featured on this site. I’m offering the first in the larger series also free of charge. If you’re pleased, the other six can be purchased for less than the average Barnes and Noble brick and mortar purchase. Seems fair, yes?
Best of health, fortune, and success to you.
David L Howells, DC, EMT, NMT
OTHER WORKS BY THE AUTHOR
TIME SNAP – “In The Beginning” are the first words of Genesis, and they tell us that the first thing to be created was Time. When the machinery of Time fractures, all animal life on Earth freezes except those near enough to Heaven’s observation portals. While Heaven races to repair the machinery of Time, Host watch over Humans wandering through frozen life seeking other survivors, while watching out for Opposition Host.
HELL RISE - The sequel to Time Snap. Hell is not what it used to be, as the Fallen Host radically change how they manage Human souls. One of Lucifer’s leading Angels wants Moriah back in Hell and will stop at nothing to either bring her back, or destroy her.
VANESSA – A mentally fractured and hideously powerful spirit of a Georgian plantation and slave owner hold in thrall the men and mounts of a Civil War foraging party. She is avenging the death of her husband and children by putting the enemy spirits through a daily ritual of Hell. Ryan Fitzgalen was rendered spiritually clairvoyant and caused to be the world’s oldest man by a WW II experiment using electromagnetic power for naval stealth technology. He and the spirit of his deceased wife, Vanessa, are no match for Mad Annie, and so must call in his distant descendents to even the playing field.
VANESSA: FAMILY TREE – Sequel to VANESSA. The epic battle was over at the Edwards Estate. The Fitzgalen Family regroups to lick its wounds, mourn its dead, and pursue their mission of saving souls stuck on the Earth plane. What happens when an underground spirit desperately hiding from judgment beneath the ground doesn’t want to be found, and is ready to strike anyone who tries?
VANESSA: ALL HEAVEN BREAKS LOOSE – Sequel to Vanessa: Family Tree. Ever since humans began to wonder of the world’s miracles, knowledge of death and what comes after was precious and elusive. The Fitzgalen Family appears to have new authority in this awareness. That unwanted notoriety has a way of creating devotees, and very powerful enemies.
VANESSA: MENDED HARPS – Sequel to Vanessa: All Heaven Breaks Loose. When a human spirit merged its energies with an ancient oak tree during the Battle of the Rhinebeck Cemetery, a new species was born. Amidst legal entanglements that hamstring the growing Fitzgalen Family’s efforts to pursue its holy mission of spirit liberation, a greater question arises; how do you deal with an emerging competitive species?
VANESSA: FALLEN COLORS – Sequel to Vanessa: Mended Harps. Conclusion of the VANESSA series. The world’s religions have witnessed great changes, miracles, and proof that the dead walk the earth. Earth feels poised on the brink of a great change. The one who has a hope of leading the world away from cataclysmic holy wars of dominance is an autistic child, who is guarded by a being of great power…an Angel, Avenger Class.