Her daddy always told her...
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Claire Stuart just didn’t know how these small towns operated, Jonathan thought as he wrote an amoxicillin prescription for the Simmons boy.
Nope, breezing in from upstate and knocking door to door like a vacuum cleaner salesman... Heck, they’d turfed one of those just a few months back. Brett Michaels, Pete Waggoner, Tad Comstock, Rory Smith—they’d met up at Rory’s barbershop, decided the town didn’t need any more vacuums, and gone and told the man.
He was gone by sunset.
But Claire Stuart, she was going to be trickier to handle.
“There you go, son.” Jonathan gravely handed the prescription over to his patient and the boy equally gravely tried to read the scribble. “It’s in code,” Jonathan explained.
“Oh.” The boy handed it to his mother. She smiled over her son’s head at Jonathan, then shuffled the boy out.
Jonathan creaked back in his swivel chair and made himself spin back and forth with one foot. Yes, Claire Stuart. She’d come by to say hi not once, but four times since she’d arrived three months ago. The prettiest face Barton had seen in years, and he should know. When Jonathan had arrived five years back, all the town’s pretty faces had made a point of visiting him regularly the first six months. He was single, after all, a widower. Had to be lonely, therefore. Looking for a fresh start. Aching to find the right girl to settle down with.
Except that Jonathan’s ache wasn’t to find someone new; it was to forget the someone he’d had, the woman he’d married straight out of medical school and spent six glorious years with before she’d contracted m.s. and died eighteen months later.
Barton had been a place for forgetting. And now, five years later, he had, sort of. Put the past in the past, anyway. Put enough guards up around his heart that no one could even so much as tempt him romantically.
Not even this Claire Stuart.
He reached back and rolled his chair around to face his old double pedestal desk. Where were those cards of hers? (As if you don’t know, said the impertinent inner voice he’d been hearing since Claire’s first visit.) Sliding open the right hand drawer, he tugged out a thick stack of what had to be twenty or thirty glossy postcards. (Exactly twenty-three, you mean.) Around the time the lady had stopped visiting in person, Jonathan started finding these in his mail every three or four days. They smelled a bit like that citrus perfume she’d worn, he realized as he brought the stack up to his nose.
“Doctor Roe? Are you going?”
It was Wilma, his receptionist/secretary/bookkeeper/office manager. Usually imperious, she’d pulled on a deep red and purple shawl he’d never seen her wear. Over her steel gray hair was a flowered hat that matched. Jonathan dropped the cards to his desk and frowned. “Did I miss something?”
“Silly Stuart’s Grand Opening. I assume that’s why you were checking your cards? It starts at five-thirty p.m. today. Free pizza and balloons for the first hundred people.”
She said it with such expectation that Jonathan’s frown deepened. Surely Wilma hadn’t been taken in by this bald-faced hype. You just didn’t push this hard in a place like Barton. Going door-to-door, dropping off “Grand Opening” postcards every few days. And each card with a picture, not of the party-themed restaurant, but of the proprietor herself, just as smiling and ingenuous as she’d been when she’d first come by and introduced herself.
He was chagrined to find he’d been caught up by the postcards again, because Wilma was suddenly at his shoulder, saying, “She’s not exactly dignified-looking, is she?” Her tone of voice made him look up and he saw his right-hand woman was smiling primly.
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