
PROLOGUE ï STARS 

The soft breeze wafted across the open land between the Manor House and Crabapple Farm.  
Its welcoming coolness found the face of a woman sitting on the porch swing of the old 
farmhouse.  She sighed contentedly and closed her eyes, memories flooding back to her on 
this, her 60th birthday.  Behind her the house was full of activity, the cleanup after the birthday 
festivities.  She could hear her children and her grandchildren, all her family and friends, happily 
chattering away as they washed and dried dishes and silverware, moved extra chairs back to 
scattered corners, and returned the homey kitchen to order again. 

Her oldest grandchild was 13 and shared the same birthday and the same party.  She was 
shooed out of the kitchen when she tried to help with the cleanup, and came out to join her 
grandmother on the porch.  They had chatted amiably for several minutes then, after a few 
moments of restless silence, Katie had declared she needed to walk off the abundant supper 
and disappeared through the ancient orchard and into the old game preserve.  She had tried to 
sound nonchalant about it, but there was a look of intense curiosity on her face as she had 
started out into the woods, one of her uncleôs Irish Setters faithfully trailing after her.  Her 
grandmother smiled wearily.  At least she came by her adventurous spirit honestly. 

She wondered what kind of condition the old clubhouse was in.  It had been almost a year since 
she had made the effort to hike up through the woods to see it, and even longer since it had 
been used by the Bob-Whites of the Glen.  Make no mistake, she was in excellent health for her 
age, but time had taken its toll on her body (ñToo early!ò she thought with a grimace), bringing 
arthritis to her knees and back.  She still tried to keep active, but the days of walking to the 
clubhouse and remembering how much the children had enjoyed it growing up were long past.  
She still tended a small garden behind the farmhouse, but the upkeep of a working farm was 
growing to be too much for her.  She had hopes one of her sons might want to move his family 
in and keep Crabapple Farm in the family, as it had been for generations.  Sheôd happily offer it 
to her daughter too, but she lived a different life now in New York City, and she wasnôt sure how 
well she might readjust to a quiet life in the countryside.  She loved to visit though and did so 
often. 

How happy she was that all of her family had been able to make it for this visit!  It was lonely 
living here at the farm alone.  It was nice to hear the old farmhouse alive with the sounds of 
laughter again.  She could hear a rumbling noise from the family room.  Probably her 
grandsons, Josh and Sam, wrestling.  Well, the old family room could handle that.  She heard 
her best friend scolding her young granddaughters, who were fighting over Barbie dolls.  She 
heard her eldest son calling for his daughter to be on his Trivial Pursuit team.  Too bad she was 
in pursuit of an adventure instead. 

ñMom?ò  It was her daughter, come to join her on the porch swing as the twilight fell around 
them.  ñWhereôs Katie?ò 

òOff on an adventure, of course,ò she replied.  They both smiled, each remembering their own 
adventures on the Wheeler game preserve.  The young woman linked arms with her mother and 
they sat in companionable silence listening to the crickets harmonizing with the squeak of the 
swing, as the stars emerged one by one in the deepening blue sky. 

ñTell me what Dad used to say about the stars, Mom,ò Danielle implored.  She had heard the 
story countless times, but never tired of hearing it, especially when her mother told it. 



Trixie smiled and squeezed Danielleôs arm a little tighter.  ñOut here in the country, you can 
appreciate the stars, Danielle.  You canôt see nearly so many in the city.ò  It was just a gentle 
reminder to her daughter of one of the many glories of Crabapple Farm.   

ñMom, thatôs not what he used to say.ò  She leaned her head on her motherôs shoulder.  ñAnd I 
know...I know.ò 

Trixieôs smile grew melancholy as she remembered that long ago spring evening.  ñOn the night 
your father proposed to me, we walked up along the lake on a night just like this.  When we got 
to the boathouse, he pulled me into his arms and we looked up at the stars.  And he said, 
óTrixie, every star has a story to tell.  Someday, years from now, weôll be able to look up at these 
same stars and theyôll remember every happiness, every adventure, every heartbreak.  When 
weôre old, and start to forget all that has happened, theyôll still remember. And if weôre quiet 
enough, weôll hear them telling those stories back to us.ôò 

Danielle sighed heavily.  She missed her father.  Even though heôd been gone for almost ten 
years now, she still missed him every day.  She was several years younger than her brothers 
William and James, and they had more and clearer memories of their father.  But hearing that 
story always brought him right back to Crabapple Farm.  She could remember sitting on his lap 
on this same porch as he told her that story, and sheôd sit as still as she could, listening, waiting 
for the stars to speak to her.  She could feel her fatherôs presence there now and knew her 
mother felt it even more strongly. 

Trixieôs eyes grew misty as she remembered.  She didnôt want to cry on her birthday, not with all 
the joy in the house.  She leaned her head back against the swing and stared up into the night 
sky.  Tell me those stories, she asked the stars.  Tell me again how I came to be here... 

CHAPTER 1 ï LOVE AND A QUESTION 

"Trixie!ò Honey Wheeler called from across the school courtyard.  ñOver here!ò 

Trixie Belden hurried over to her honey-haired friend, who was waiting with Diana Lynch in a 
somewhat less than orderly line of seniors waiting impatiently for the commencement 
ceremonies at Sleepyside Junior Senior High School to begin.   

Trixie held her mortarboard firmly to her head as she rushed to join the line all set to move 
forward into the auditorium.  Freckled face flushed with excitement, Trixie grabbed her two best 
friendsô hands in hers and exclaimed, ñCan you believe it?  We actually made it through high 
school!ò 

ñYes, but you almost didnôt make it to your own graduation ceremony, Trix!ò Honey chided.  
ñWhere were you?ò 

ñOh, youôll find out later,ò Trixie said evasively, with a mischievous grin on her face.   

ñOh no!ò Di wailed, ñNot another mystery!ò  But her violet eyes twinkled as she said it. 



There was no time for her friends to quiz her however, for the strains of ñPomp and 
Circumstanceò could be heard emanating from the open auditorium doors and the students 
were filing their way in for the last time. 

It was all Trixie could do to sit still during the ceremony.  From time to time, she could see 
Honey or Di surreptitiously wiping away a tear.  Trixie supposed this moment was sentimental, 
but she was too fidgety to be paying much attention.  She searched the seating area and found 
her family waving and taking pictures.  She smiled up at them.  She knew the Wheelers and 
Lynches were somewhere up there too. 

Finally, the students paraded onto the stage one by one, receiving their diplomas and getting 
their pictures taken with the principal.  They all ceremoniously moved their tassels from left to 
right.  They all let out a hearty cheer as they threw their mortarboards into the air.  Chaos 
ensued as the students scrambled on the floor, each trying to find their hat and tassel for a 
souvenir, or at least one somewhere near the right size.  Family and friends migrated down from 
the seating area.  Congratulations and hugs and tears and photos abounded.  And graduation 
was over. 

After standing for countless photos with family and friends, classmates and teachers, Trixie was 
finally able to corral Honey and Di.  Laughing about the spots in front of their eyes from so many 
camera flashes, and chattering about the highlights of the ceremony and the joint graduation 
party to take place at the Lynch estate the next afternoon, Honey and Di seemed to have 
forgotten all about Trixieôs surprise.  Without saying a word, she merely linked each of her arms 
through one of theirs and steered them out towards the school parking lot and the B.W.G. 
station wagon. 

When they were halfway across the lot, almost simultaneously Honey and Di stopped dead in 
their tracks.  There, leaning against the back of the station wagon were the two older Belden 
boys. 

Squealing in delight, Honey and Di extricated themselves from Trixieôs arms and rushed 
headlong into her brothersô arms, raining kisses upon their faces, as Brian and Mart stood 
bemused, pleased, and slightly embarrassed.  The cacophony of voices that ensued was 
deafening. 

ñI didnôt know you were going to be here!ò 

ñHow on earth did you get the time away?ò 

òCongratulations on surviving high school, Trixie!ò 

ñOne at a time, please!ò 

ñTrixie, you knew all about this!  You sneak!ò 

ñWhen did you get into Sleepyside?ò 
 
òNo, when did you get back to the United States!?ò 



ñIôm glad your party is tomorrow afternoon, because I am seriously jet lagged!ò 

ñYou havenôt answered my emails in weeks, Mart!ò 

ñHow long are you staying?ò 
 
Finally letting loose a shrill bobwhite whistle, Mart brought a halt to the clamor.  ñOh, my 
cranium!  You girls havenôt changed a bit, you know!  I kindly make supplications that you 
damsels bestow upon your peripatetic friend some much needed torpidity and quietude before I 
continue.ò 

All three girls and Brian laughed heartily.  ñWeôre not the only ones that havenôt changed around 
here, Mr. Thesaurus!ò giggled Diana, her arms securely around her beau. 

ñYes, but I can also say that in somewhat rudimentary Kiswahili as well, not that you would 
understand me anyway.ò 

Trixie snorted inelegantly.  ñWe canôt understand you in English, smart guy, so whatôs the 
difference?ò  Mart and Trixie were ñalmost twinsò, born exactly eleven months apart.  Though 
they often bickered, their true affection for one another was obvious to everyone who knew 
them. 

The five B.W.G.ôs piled into the station wagon for the ride back to Crabapple Farm, while Brian 
and Mart filled the girls in on what brought them back to Sleepyside.  Mart, in particular, 
chattered away excitedly about all that he was doing and all that his group was accomplishing.  

Mart had chosen to temporarily set aside college for some hands-on experience in Africa.  He 
worked with a volunteer group that helped people in severe drought areas learn different 
methods of farming and irrigation to help cope with their extreme climate.  He had been so 
affected by the poverty he encountered that he was determined to stay as long as necessary, 
he said, traveling from village to village, helping the natives learn about modern farming.  He 
had emailed and called whenever he had the chance, but often worked in remote locales where 
that kind of communication was just not possible.  His loved ones had often gone weeks, and 
sometimes even months, before they heard from him. 

Brian was the eldest of the four Belden children.  He had dark hair and dark eyes, like his father, 
while his three younger siblings all favored their fair-haired, blue-eyed mother.  Inspired by his 
younger brother, Brian had elected to take a year off in the midst of his undergraduate studies 
and volunteered with an overseas health awareness organization.  He had been through several 
countries in Africa, helping to administer vaccinations and teaching the natives about HIV/AIDS 
awareness and prevention, as well as basic medical care and nutrition.  Working mostly in 
hospitals in larger cities, he had been able to communicate with home on a more regular basis 
than Mart, though his work often kept him so busy he had little time for more than a quick 
update.   

Diana and Honey had suffered patiently, as everybody expected they would.  Mr. and Mrs. 
Belden, on the other hand, had just suffered.  Trixie frequently had fits of impatience and anxiety 
when what she considered to be ñan eternityò would go by without hearing from her brothers.  
She had worked hard over the past several weeks, cajoling, pleading and begging her brothers 



to get them home for this weekend.  And it wasnôt just for Honey and Di, she knew.  She missed 
her big brothers too. 

It wasnôt long before the station wagon was pulling into the drive at Crabapple Farm.  Brian and 
Honey slid out of the backseat and Brian announced he was walking Honey back up to the 
Manor House, the elegant estate on the hill where she lived with her family. 

ñWhatôs the point of that, Brian?ò  Trixie asked in a puzzled tone.  ñYou know Moms and Dad 
and Bobby are dying to see her.  And Moms will probably invite her over for dinner.  Why donôt 
you two just stay here?ò 

ñWelléHoney probably wants to change into something more comfortable,ò Brian suggested.  
ñAnd besides, itôll be several hours until dinnertime.  Moms and Dad and Bobby can visit with 
her then.ò  And without waiting for a reply, he took Honeyôs hand in his and headed off up the 
path towards the Manor House. 

Trixie opened her mouth to continue the argument, but Diana softly interrupted, ñTrixieéthey 
want to be alone.ò 

ñOh.  Of course they do,ò Trixie mumbled as her face grew red.  She knew she couldnôt expect 
to monopolize her brothersô time while they were here.  Shoulders sagging slightly in 
disappointment, she turned to walk into the house. 

ñIôm driving Diana home,ò Mart announced to her retreating back, and pulled the station wagon 
out of the driveway. 

Unlike the drive out of town, the drive to the Lynch estate passed in silence.  It wasnôt until they 
turned into the long, meandering driveway that Diana finally spoke.  ñYouôre not coming back, 
are you?ò  It wasnôt a question as much as it was a statement.  She just knew. 

Mart tried to evade.  ñOf course Iôll be back.ò  But he realized he was just prolonging the 
inevitable.  He sighed and continued.  ñOf course, I canôt guarantee Iôll be home at the holidays 
or for summer vacation, but Iôll visit whenever I can.ò  He tried to catch Dianaôs eyes, but she 
had her head bowed and her long black hair hid her face from him.  He pulled the car over to 
the side of the driveway, still out of sight from the house, and turned to her.  ñThis is really 
important to me, Di,ò he said.  ñThis is important to a lot of people.ò 

ñOh, I know!ò Diana said quickly.  ñIt was so obvious on the way back from school how happy 
you are.  You were so excited you didnôt even use your big words.  Iôm so proud of you too.  I 
just wish your important work werenôt so far away from here.ò 

Her tone was light, but Mart knew she was just covering.  He reached over and put his fingers 
under her chin, lifting and turning her head towards him.  Her beautiful violet eyes were filled 
with tears.  ñThis work is important, Diana.  But youôre important to me too.ò  Mart hesitated then 
suggested tentatively, ñYou could come with me.ò 

ñYou know that would never work out, Mart.  College is important to me.  My mother never 
finished college and I feel like I should set a good example for my brothers and sisters.  
Anyway,ò she laughed weakly, ñI doubt there is much need for art majors in Tanzania.ò 



Mart squeezed her hand.  ñThereôs always a need for volunteers with generous hearts and 
compassionate natures.ò 

Diana smiled through her tears.  ñThank you for that, Mart.ò 

They sat in awkward silence for a couple of minutes then suddenly, as if the weight of the world 
was upon their shoulders, they both sighed heavily at the same time.  That brought tremulous 
smiles to their faces. 

ñSo.  I guess this is it then,ò Mart said. 

ñI guess so.ò 

ñI wasnôt going to say anything until Sunday.  I donôt want to spoil the party tomorrow.ò 

ñYou wonôt.  Weôre not the first Bob-White pair to split up.  Weôre all friends first and foremost.  
And nothing will ever change that.  Besides,ò she grinned, ñTheyôll be plenty of food tomorrow 
for you to drown your sorrows in.  Iôll even get Daddy to donate the cost of what you eat to your 
organization.ò  Mart smiled and Diana leaned over and pecked him chastely on the cheek, 
squeezed his hand and hurried out of the car and through the trees towards her house before 
he could see her cry. 

******************************************* 

Honey and Brian strolled hand in hand around the lake on their way up to the Manor House.  
They didnôt converse, but it wasnôt uncomfortable.  In fact, Honey thought, she loved how much 
she enjoyed simply being with Brian.  It didnôt matter what they were doing, or whether or not 
they spoke.  Just being near him made her feel secure and peaceful and at ease.  It was 
just...right. 

She had really missed him this last year and hoped he felt the same.  He spent his pre-med 
years on full scholarship to Columbia University and although he lived in a dorm on campus, he 
was close enough to visit home often.  Those visits home always included a trek up the hill to 
the Manor House.  Honey frequently went into the city to visit him too and often made excuses 
to stop by ñjust to say hiò when she and her mother came to the city on shopping trips. 

Without telling him, she had applied to New York University, hoping to get accepted so they 
could live in the same city.  Then he had gone to Africa for a year before starting medical 
school.  She had only seen him once during that time, at Christmas.  Although it was like they 
had never been apart, she had worried frequently since then about his future plans.  Would he 
go back to Africa?  Would he want to go to medical school at Harvard?  Or Johns Hopkins?  
Had the experience changed him?  Or changed the way he felt about her? 

She stopped near the edge of the lake and no longer able to contain the flood of emotions within 
her, she burst out, ñBrian, whatever you decide to do, Iôm with you.  Iôll support you through 
medical school.  Iôll wait for you if you move away from New York.  Iôll follow you to Africa.  Iôll 
follow you to Afghanistan.  Iôll follow you to ï to Antarctica!  Iôll go to the ends of the earth just to 
be with you.  I ï I ï I love you!ò 



The silence that followed was so complete Honey thought the world had stopped. She couldnôt 
even hear any birds singing in the trees, or the gentle waves on the lake lapping the shore.  She 
thought about what she had just said and her hazel eyes grew wide with shock.  It was so out of 
character for her.  It was so ï so Trixie of her to behave so impetuously.  She wanted to take it 
all back.  She wanted to turn and run home and hide in her bedroom closet. 

Brian let go of her hand and walked a few steps away from her, thrusting his hands into his 
pockets.  Honeyôs brow wrinkled fretfully and she bit her lower lip to keep from saying anything 
more or bursting into tears.  She saw Brian shake his head slowly from side to side and she 
knew she had made a mistake.   

Raising his head and staring off into the distance, Brian spoke slowly, but surely.  ñHoney, you 
have definitely spent far too much time with my sister.  Always speaking without thinking, just 
letting your heart do all the talking and not stopping to just take a breath and think it through for 
a minute before you leap into trouble.ò  He turned halfway to her, but didnôt look at her. Taking a 
deep breath he continued, ñWhy donôt you let someone else take that leap for a change?ò 

In three quick steps he was in front of her and getting down on one knee.  Pulling his hand out 
of his pocket, he revealed a small black velvet box, which he opened and presented to her.  
ñMadeleine Wheeler, I will marry you tomorrow, I will marry you ten years from now, or anytime 
in between.  Just say youôll be mine and Iôll be the happiest man on earth.  Will you marry me?ò 

Honeyôs eyes shone brighter than the diamond in the ring Brian held out to her.  She couldnôt 
trust herself to speak, so she simply nodded her head vigorously and burst into tears as Brian 
slipped the ring on her finger.  He stood up and took her into his arms and held her close.  
ñBeing away from you this past year just made me realize that I never want to be away from you 
again.ò 

******************************************* 

Crabapple Farm was a bevy of happy activity that afternoon.  Brian and Honey had gone first to 
the Manor House to share their news with Honeyôs parents, as well as Honeyôs longtime 
governess and now Manor House estate manager, Miss Trask.  Rushing in and out like a 
whirlwind, they had hurriedly invited all to dinner at Crabapple Farm and raced back down the 
hill hand-in-hand to tell the Belden family. 

ñNow weôll really, truly be sisters, Trixie!ò Honey had exclaimed happily, hugging her dearest 
friend tight to her before turning and planting yet another kiss on her fianc®ôs lips. 

An impromptu celebratory cookout quickly got under way.  Mrs. Belden hurriedly took inventory 
of her kitchen, wrote up a list of what she needed and sent Mart to the grocery story, instructing 
him to pick up Diana on the way and invite her whole family to the cookout.  Mart didnôt argue.  
He was glad of the chance to be alone with Diana. They needed to agree to keep their breakup 
quiet for a few days and let Honey and Brian enjoy their moment.  Mrs. Belden put the rest of 
the family to work readying the house and yard for the large number of people that would 
converge upon her in a few short hours.  She sent Brian and Honey to the phones, calling and 
inviting friends and neighbors to the gathering, and calling out-of-town relatives to share the 
news. 



Trixie offered to go get fresh vegetables from the garden.  Relishing the chance to be alone for 
the moment, she took her cell phone with her out to the garden to make another important call.  
The phone on the other end rang several times, and she feared sheôd get the answering 
machine again, but finally he picked up. 

ñJim Frayne.ò 

ñHi.  Itôs Trixie.ò 

Jim hesitated, but only briefly, ñHi ya, Shamus.  Whatôs up?ò 

ñYou mean you havenôt heard yet?  Iôm the first to call you?ò 

ñWell, I just got in a minute or two ago.  The machine says Iôve got four messages.  Should I 
listen to them?ò 

òNo, Iôll just tell you myself.  Brian and Honey got engaged today!ò  Although there was some 
underlying tension, she couldnôt help but let the excitement of the news bubble over into her 
voice.  ñI made sure Brian and Mart both got home for our graduation.  It was such a wonderful 
surprise for Honey and Di!  They took off right after we got home ï Brian and Honey that is, not 
Honey and Di.  Well, I mean Di took off too, but she took off with Mart.  Brian took off with 
Honey...ò 

Jim couldnôt help laughing.  Trixie would never change.  And he did love that zest for life she 
had.  It was contagious.  òIôm really happy for them.  I expect one of these messages is from my 
betrothed sister.  Maybe one from Mom and Dad?ò  He laughed again.  ñWho am I kidding?  
Theyôre probably all from Honey!ò 

Trixie was glad to hear Jimôs husky laughter on the other end of the line.  It seemed like a long 
time since she had last heard it.  ñI know you were planning to be here tomorrow for the 
graduation party, but do you think you could come down early and join us for dinner tonight?  
Moms is preparing a traditional Belden feast and inviting everybody within a 500 mile radius, I 
think.ò 

After cramming four years of college into three, including taking summer classes, Jim had 
graduated with a dual degree in Business Management and Early Childhood Development.  
Just last month he and his adoptive parents had finally broken ground on the boysô school he 
had long dreamed of and Jim had been there overseeing the project seemingly round the clock.  
The school would be located near Indian Lake, about four hours north of Sleepyside.  

After he and Trixie had mutually decided that school, distance, careers, and the general 
busyness of their lives were making it too difficult for them to remain together, Jim had thrown 
his entire body and soul into the Winthrop School for Boys.  Most people assumed he was just 
zealous to get this dream underway and admired his dedication, but he knew there were other 
reasons that he worked himself to exhaustion every day, and he suspected Trixie understood 
that too. 

ñSure, I can let the crew go early today and hit the road.  Give me half an hour or so, and Iôll be 
on my way.  Donôt hold up dinner on my account though.  Iôll be there in time for your motherôs 
famous apple pie, I promise.  Save me a piece, okay?ò 



 
Trixie breathed a sigh of relief.  ñYou bet.  Iôll guard it from Mart with my life!  So, weôll see you 
tonight then.ò 

They had promised to remain friends, and friends they would remain. 

CHAPTER 2 ï THE FREEDOM OF THE MOON 

She was beginning to feel overwhelmed and panicky.  On the pretext of getting more lemonade, 
she picked up an empty pitcher from the picnic table and fled into the Belden kitchen.  Bracing 
herself over the kitchen sink, Diana looked out the window at the happy scene outside. 

Honey was seated on Brianôs lap, her arms around his neck.  They both looked like they were 
about to float away in happiness.  Miss Trask and Mrs. Vanderpoel were fussing around the 
picnic table, making sure there was plenty of food available for everybody.  Regan and Tom 
were amiably discussing the recent Kentucky Derby and the upcoming Indy 500, each politely 
pretending to be interested in the other manôs passion.  Tomôs wife Celia was fussing over old 
Mr. Maypenny, the Wheelerôs semi-retired gamekeeper, who was dandling her firstborn child 
precariously on his knee.  Trixie was talking to Spider Webster about her college of choice, 
SUNY Albany, and her plans for majoring in criminal justice.  Mrs. Wheeler and Mrs. Belden 
were already making wedding plans for their children, even though Honey and Brian had 
expressed their desire to wait until Brian was finished with med school.  Mr. Belden and Mr. 
Wheeler had wandered off through the apple orchard for a walk, talking about finances no 
doubt.  Birds were singing, crickets were chirping, and fireflies were just starting to appear as 
dusk settled on Crabapple Farm.  It was a perfect spring evening.  So why then, am I so 
miserable? Diana wondered. 

She heard shrieks of laughter and saw Mart, blindfolded, being chased and taunted by her 
younger brothers and sisters and Bobby Belden in a rousing game of Blind Manôs Bluff.  She 
tried to smile, but it was no use.  Tears began cascading down her cheeks and her shoulders 
shook silently.   

ñDiana?  Are you all right?ò 

It was Nick Roberts.  He and Diana had taken many art classes together during high school and 
now both of them were heading to the University of Chicago to study art there.  They had 
become close friends, even more so since Mart had been in Africa.  Whenever Diana had a 
problem, and didnôt feel like she could talk to Honey or Trixie about it, Nick was there. 

When she didnôt turn to him, Nick rushed to her side and put his arms around her.  He didnôt say 
anything or ask her any questions.  He just let her cry on his shoulder.  Sometimes, you just 
needed a friend to be there, without saying anything. 

******************************************* 

Trixie heard the car as it turned up the driveway.  It was probably too early to be Jim, she 
thought, but still looked that way in anticipation.  As the vehicle approached, she saw that it was 
Dan Manganôs battered old red pickup truck.  He and Tad Webster were roommates at the 
community college in White Plains.  The two of them climbed out of the truck and shouted hello.  



Tadôs older brother immediately put him in a headlock, demanding to know where he had been 
and what had taken him so long to get there.  The two of them ended up in the grass wrestling 
while Bobby Belden and Larry and Terry Lynch shouted on encouragements. 

Dan rolled his eyes and came to greet the more civilized folk at the party.  Dan was the seventh 
and last member to join the B.W.G.ôs back in high school.  After getting in with a bad crowd 
while living in New York City after his parents had died, Dan had been brought to Sleepyside to 
live with his uncle, Bill Regan, who worked as the Wheelersô stable foreman.  It had been rough 
for a time, but being a part of the B.W.G.ôs really turned him around.  He had cleaned up his act 
and set a course for becoming a police officer like Spider Webster. 

He squeezed Trixieôs arm as he passed her and gave her a quick peck on the cheek, then did 
the same to Honey, offering his congratulations to the happy couple.  Only Honey noticed the 
slight redness on his cheeks when he leaned over to kiss her. 

Dan had been experiencing some very strange feelings ever since he had escorted Trixie to her 
senior prom.  After Jim and Trixie had broken up that winter, Trixie had firmly declared she 
wouldnôt attend prom.  But Honey and Di had worn her down, until she finally agreed to the plan 
that the three girls would go ñstagetteò as Honey called it.  Then the no-dating pact had 
suddenly fallen apart. 

Di couldnôt stand that her good friend Nick Roberts wasnôt planning on going.  He wasnôt dating 
anyone, despite his dark good looks and chivalrous personality.  So she urged him to ask 
Honey.  He insisted he wasnôt interested in a relationship, but Di insisted even harder that 
Honey was devoted to Brian and there would be no sticky issues like that.  They would simply 
be friends enjoying their senior prom. 

Meanwhile, unbeknownst to Di, Tad Webster was probing Honey about prom, asking all sorts of 
questions about what the girls were planning.  When he discovered that Diana, the prettiest girl 
in school, did not have a date, he screwed up his courage and asked her.  He knew she was 
dating Mart Belden, but Mart was in Africa and what was that saying about all being fair in love 
and war anyway?  Diana was too polite to refuse him, and besides, she liked Tad.  It might be 
fun going to prom with him.  She had no clue that he was actually hoping for more than a 
friendship. 

When Honey and Di discovered that they both now had dates, while Trixie was ñstagetteò all by 
herself, they panicked.  That would never do.  Trixie would never go to prom now.  So the two 
girls had put their heads together, given Dan a call, and begged him to ask Trixie to prom.  Dan 
hadnôt even gone to his own senior prom.  He was definitely a jeans and t-shirt kind of guy and 
getting all gussied up in a tuxedo to go dancing wasnôt his idea of a good time.  But the girls had 
played the ñall for one and one for allò card, insisting that his fellow Bob-White needed him, and 
he had grudgingly allowed them to twist his arm.  He surprised them all, and even himself, by 
having a really great time.  Nick Roberts told him he looked like James Bond in his tux, and that 
was enough to make Dan feel like a tough guy again.  ñYou can take the boy out of the city...ò 
he had mused. 

But beyond the fun of being with his friends, Dan was now looking at Trixie in a new way.  She 
had worn a strapless sapphire blue gown to prom that took his breath away.  Her blond curly 
hair, which she had let grow almost to her shoulders, had been pinned up on top of her head in 
a way that made her look very grown-up.  Dan had brought her the requisite corsage and then 



blushed furiously as he attempted to pin it to her gown without sticking her.  And each time he 
had had the opportunity to slow dance with her that night, he could feel his heart beating madly 
and his palms sweating.  
 
But it wasnôt that long ago that Trixie and Jim had broken up.  Dan didnôt want to be her 
ñtransitional manò.  So he had played it cool, hoping for more, but not pushing himself on her.  
Kissing her cheek just now had come to him instinctively and he had been embarrassed by it, 
trying to cover by treating Honey the same way, even though he had not been a ñkisserò prior to 
this.  He hoped nobody noticed. 

He hurried to the table to see if Mart had left anything for the latecomers.  But Mrs. Belden had 
made plenty, and guests had brought extras and there were still a lot of goodies to be had.  He 
fixed himself a plate and situated himself on the grass near Trixieôs feet, asking her about the 
graduation ceremony, how Mart and Brian had come to be at home, what he had missed so far 
that evening, what Brian and Honey were planning, where Diana was, if Jim was planning to be 
there.  He slipped that part about Jim in there casually, but carefully watched Trixie for her 
reaction. 

ñI called him earlier.  He had to wrap up things with the construction crew at the school, but he 
said heôd be here,ò Trixie said. 

Dan couldnôt get a read on her, but she didnôt seem inclined to continue the topic, so he 
changed the subject.  ñWhat are you planning on doing this summer before you go to school?  
Look for another mystery?ò 

That brought a smile to her face.  ñYes, Iôll be trying to solve the mystery of the homeless 
freshman.  Honey is going to NYU, so now Iôve got to either find myself a new roommate or a 
cheaper place to live. Itôs too late to get into the dorms now, and anyway, I was kind of liking the 
idea of having my own place.  Too bad Iôve lost my roommate who sews and cooks though.ò   

Dan opened his mouth to make a wisecrack about her culinary skills, when a pair of headlights 
cut through the dusk as a car came up the driveway.  It was Jimôs little blue Toyota hatchback.  
Dan was chagrined to see Trixie jump from her seat and go quickly to greet him.  Honey beat 
her to it though, throwing her arms around her adoptive brother as he picked her up and spun 
her around.   

ñCongratulations, sis!  And you too, Brian!ò  He shook Brianôs hand and gave his future brother-
in-law a hearty hug.  He smiled at Trixie, but it was brief and stiff and he quickly hurried off to 
the crowd gathered in the yard. 

Dan could see that Trixie looked hurt.  He wanted to run to her, but thought that might be too 
obvious.  Instead, he went over to say hello to Jim, trying not to shoot daggers at him with his 
eyes.  What was up with him anyway?  Breaking up was one thing.  Treating Trixie like this was 
quite another.  Maybe he should pop Jim in the nose, just to give him a wake-up call. 

ñDan?  When did you get here?ò  It was Diana, coming out of the house with a pitcher of 
lemonade.  Her eyes were a little red-rimmed, but she had a smile on her face that reached all 
the way to her eyes.  Nick had helped her freshen up so that she looked normal again.  He was 
close behind her, a large platter heaped with cookies in his hands.  ñMangan, Dan Mangan,ò he 
said somberly, and Dan punched him lightly in the arm with a grin on his face.  Tad rushed over 



eagerly and took the pitcher from Diana and carried it over to the picnic table.  Dan followed, 
laughing under his breath, his irritation at Jim forgotten in the light-hearted atmosphere. 

******************************************* 

As darkness fell on Crabapple Farm, guests began to leave one by one.  Others stayed to help 
clean up and moved the party into the house, where a raucous game of Apples To Apples got 
under way in the family room.  Trixie was the last one to leave the kitchen after cleaning up, but 
instead of joining the others, she slipped out onto the porch for some fresh air.  She was staring 
up at the full moon when she heard the screen door open and shut softly.   

ñHi.  Mind if I join you?ò 

ñOf course not,ò Trixie smiled. 

Dan moved over to stand next to her.  She was leaning on the porch railing staring up at the 
moon and the stars.  His hand was very close to hers and he had an impulse to hold it, to hold 
her.  Gripping the porch railing tightly in order to restrain himself, he stared up into the night sky 
instead.  He was trying to remember a story his mother used to tell him when he felt Trixieôs 
touch.  She had put her hand over his and was gently tracing her thumb down the back of his 
hand and wrist.  Pleasantly surprised, he turned to look at her, but she was still staring pensively 
up at the moon.  Smiling, he turned his hand palm up and interlaced his fingers with hers, then 
whispered softly, ñWhat is it you want, Trixie? You want the moon? Just say the word and I'll 
throw a lasso around it and pull it down for you.ò 

Trixie smiled and turned to look at him.  ñStealing lines from movies are we, Dan Mangan?  Or 
should I call you George Bailey?ò 

ñI was kind of getting used to James Bond, personally.ò 

ñWell, you donôt look very 007 at the moment,ò Trixie snickered. 

Dan looked down.  His worn jeans were dirty from a game of touch football earlier that evening.  
His black t-shirt was wrinkled and equally soiled.  And what was that?  A spot of mustard?  
Crap!  This was his favorite shirt, too.  Not to mention the fact that heôd been walking around all 
night with a splotch of yellow on his shirt and no one had told him.  Though it did explain that 
moment earlier in the evening when he had thought he heard Honey call his name, only to turn 
around and discover Mart and Tad laughing like hyenas while they covered her mouth.  Heôd get 
them for that.  He ran his free hand through his disheveled hair and grinned sheepishly.  ñIôm 
undercover.ò 

He had not failed to notice that Trixieôs hand was still in his.  He gulped.  This must be what a 
squirrel feels like on a telephone wire, he thought.  Do I confidently race ahead and enjoy the 
thrill?  Or will one wrong step send me hurtling to the ground?  Great, now Iôm comparing myself 
to a rodent.  Dan leaned in a little closer to her, testing the waters.  She tilted her head upward 

and caught his eye.  She didnôt say anything, but she swallowed hard and her lips parted 
slightly.  Dan leaned in closer.  Abruptly, the screen door creaked open and Tad was hollering,  
ñYou ready to go, Dan-O?ò 



Trixie hurriedly pulled her hand from Danôs and backed off a few steps.  Dan quietly fumed for a 
moment over the bad timing his roommate consistently displayed, before he turned nonchalantly 
to him, ñWhy donôt you take my truck and drive Di home, Tad?  Then you can come back and 
get me.ò  He figured Tad would leap at that chance and he was right.  He held out his hand with 
a lopsided grin on his face and Dan tossed him the keys to his truck.  Tad bounced back into the 
house looking for the lovely lady Diana. 

Trixie smiled, ñYouôre stirring up all kinds of trouble there, 007.ò 

Dan shrugged and grinned.  ñAllôs fair,ò he said.  That thought sobered him momentarily.  He 
thought about how Jim had slighted Trixie earlier that evening.  If Jim wanted to throw away a 
chance to be with a girl as great as Trixie, that was his loss.  They had broken up months ago.  
All was fair.  He waited impatiently until Tad brought Di out of the house.  He watched as they 

got into his truck and pulled away, and as the headlights faded from view and darkness settled 
around the house again, Dan put his hand around Trixieôs waist, pulled her to him and kissed 
her.  It was gentle and brief, not very Bondesque, but Dan thought it was just about perfect.  
Trixie must have too, he guessed, because she sighed softly and smiled up at him, her blue 
eyes sparkling in the moonôs glow. 

ñThereôs no rush,ò he whispered to her.  ñI just wanted you to know Iôll be here...waiting.ò 

******************************************* 

For the next week, Trixie was so busy it was impossible to spend too much time thinking about 
that night, or that kiss.  After the graduation party at the Lynches, the three girls had gone 
together on a weeklong trip to Chicago.  The families, who had grown as close as their children 
had over the years, had made an agreement whereby the Wheelers sent Jim and Brian on a trip 
for their graduation present, the Beldens and Bill Regan had sent Mart and Dan when they 
graduated, and now the Lynches sent the girls for their graduation gift. 

None of the girls had ever been to Chicago before and they made the most of.  They went to a 
Cubs game at historic Wrigley Field.  They all agreed it was great fun enjoying a baseball game 
without the boys hanging over their shoulders spouting their uniquely male sports knowledge to 
the ñhelpless femalesò.  They spent a day at the Art Institute of Chicago, where Diana 
breathlessly dragged them from exhibit to exhibit in complete rapture.  They spent an afternoon 
at Arlington Race Course watching the beautiful Thoroughbreds race.  Diana hadnôt been able 
to join them on their trip to Saratoga, and Honey and Trixie reveled in the chance to teach her 
all they had learned on that trip.  They visited the Sears Tower, Navy Pier, the Chicago History 
Museum, and Jackson Park, where the 1893 Worldôs Fair had been held.  And of course, they 
visited the university where Diana would be taking up residence that fall. 

Trixie came home to find several emails from her brothers and Dan, wanting to hear all about 
the trip.  She started typing up a reply and soon realized that even though she was out of high 
school at last, she had somehow once again been stuck with a ñWhat I Did Last Summerò 
essay.  The irony made her laugh as she attached a few photos from Chicago to the email.  
Before hitting òsendò, she hesitated then added Jimôs email address as well.  He hadnôt emailed 
and asked her about the trip, but damned if she was going to let him off that easy.  The Bob-
Whites were friends, and he would just have to get over his problems, whatever they were. 



Just minutes after the email had been shot into cyberspace the phone rang.  She heard 11-
year-old Bobby galloping through the house, loudly announcing his intention to answer it.  After 
a minute she heard him hollering, ñTrixie!  Itôs for you!ò 

She picked up the extension in her room, ñHello?ò 

ñHi, Trixie.  Itôs Dan.ò 
 
òI just sent you an email like two minutes ago.  Please donôt tell me youôve already read it and 
want to discuss my grammar and punctuation errors.ò 

Dan laughed, ñNope.  I donôt even have my computer set up here, yet.ò 

ñHere?  Whereôs here?ò 

ñI just got a small apartment in a boarding house here in Albany.ò 

Before the girls had gone to Chicago, Dan had asked Trixie how she would feel if he transferred 
to SUNY Albany that fall.  Trixie was delighted.  Moving away from home was scary enough, but 
when Honey decided to go to NYU instead of Albany, Trixie started having minor anxiety attacks 
every time she thought about living alone for the first time two hours from home.  Just having 
Dan close by, in whatever kind of relationship they ended up with, would bring Trixie peace.  
And exploring that relationship was going to make being away from home that much more 
exciting. 

ñAnd Trixie?  Mrs. Howard ï sheôs the landlady ï told me that the room across the hall from 
mine was going to be available at the beginning of August.  Itôs a lot smaller than mine, just a 
studio really, but I think youôll really like it.ò 

As Dan gave her the lowdown on the building, the neighborhood, and the cost of rent and what 
it would include, Trixie couldnôt help feeling a tingle of excitement.  It was the same feeling she 
got whenever she had gotten started on the trail of a new mystery.  There was no mystery here, 
but the thrill of something new and unknown could be just as exciting, Trixie thought with a grin. 

ñIôve got to work tonight, but do you want to come up and see the place this weekend?  You 
could sleep on my couch,ò Dan suggested. 

ñYouôve got a job already?ò Trixie asked.  ñWhere?  Doing what?ò 

ñNothing glamorous, Trix.  Iôll be in classes during the day, so I was just looking for something 
for the nights and weekends to help pay the bills.  Iôm bussing tables at a restaurant called The 
Chop House.ò  Dan could hear muffled laughter on the other end of the phone.  òWhatôs so 
funny?ò 

Trixie couldnôt help it. She burst out laughing.  ñThe Chop House?  You spent all of high school 
chopping wood for Mr. Maypenny and now youôre working at a place called The Chop House?ò 

Dan tried to act disgruntled, but it was no use.  He started laughing so hard that tears began 
running down his face and he started choking.  He had to put the phone down until he could 



stop coughing and regain control, but he could still hear Trixie laughing on the other end.  When 
Danôs uncle had brought him to Sleepyside, Dan had lived with Mr. Maypenny, the Wheelerôs 
gamekeeper.  The Wheeler game preserve was several hundred acres large and Mr. Maypenny 
was getting on in years.  This created a lot of work for Dan.  He didnôt mind.  He was grateful for 
the chance to earn his keep and say thank you for all that his uncle and Mr. Maypenny and the 
Wheelers had done for him.  But the work often kept him from joining in on the trips his fellow 
Bob-Whites had been privileged to go on.  He frequently joked with them that he had to stay 
behind and ñchop down some more trees for firewoodò.  Youôd have thought the whole Eastern 
seaboard was still heated by woodstoves. 

Once he was able to speak again, Dan picked the phone back up.  ñSo, do you want to come up 
and look at the room or not, smart alec?ò 

Trixie stifled a giggle, ñI do.  Let me see if Moms will let me use her car and then Iôll call you 
back, okay?ò 

ñOkay.  Like I said, I have to work tonight, but then not again until Sunday evening.  So...maybe 
I could take you out to dinner and a movie Saturday night?ò 
 
Trixie was glad Dan was not there to see her face slowly turning pink.  She had thought about 
Dan almost the whole flight back from Chicago.  She thought about their friendship.  She 
thought about senior prom.  She thought about that kiss and how, as quick as it was, it had 
made her toes tingle.  She was still upset about Jimôs attitude toward her, and she didnôt want to 
be dating Dan on the rebound.  But what could dinner and a movie hurt?  ñSure, that sounds 
great.  But let me spring for the movie, okay?ò 

ñDeal.  I think thereôs a new James Bond film out.  Thatôs gotta be better than some chick flick.ò 

Trixie giggled again as Danôs tough guy persona flashed.  She wondered who he thought he 
was fooling.  ñThat sounds perfect.  And you donôt even have to wear a tux.ò 

ñFantastic!ò  Dan fairly shouted. 

They said their good-byes and Trixie raced down to the kitchen to find her mother to see if she 
could procure the family sedan for the weekend outing.  

******************************************* 

Trixie left at the crack of dawn on Saturday morning.  She wanted to be able to spend the whole 
day in Albany.  She and Dan explored the campus when she arrived, eating breakfast at a little 
diner called Bombers that was popular with students and locals alike.  They were served up 
huge cheesy omelets loaded with fixings, heaping portions of steaming home fries, and several 
slices of crisp bacon for each plate.  A platter of flaky homemade buttermilk biscuits occupied 
the center of the table, with a variety of jams and butters to choose from.  They both agreed 
Mart would probably return from Africa on the first plane available if he knew such a place 
existed. 

The room at the boarding house was just right and Trixie told Mrs. Howard she would take it.  It 
would give her the perfect blend of privacy and hominess that she was looking for.  And more 
importantly, it fit her budget.  Although her parents were paying for Trixieôs tuition, she didnôt 



want them carrying the full burden of her college experience.  Though Trixie often felt like a poor 
little church mouse compared to the Wheelers and Lynches, her family was more than well off 
financially and she didnôt qualify for many government loans.  Establishing her independence 
from her parents would help her to qualify for that assistance on her own. 

Trixie insisted on taking Dan shopping to furnish his apartment, which she declared was 
shockingly bare.  Dan had a few sticks of furniture, a TV, his computer, and not much else.  Dan 
trusted Trixie not to let his room get too ñgirlyò, so he agreed to purchase a few things she 
picked out for him ï some picture frames, a throw and some pillows for his secondhand couch, 
a couple of framed prints for the walls, a few minor knickknacks, and a coffee table they found 
at a local thrift store. 

They grabbed some sandwiches at a local deli on the way back and spent the afternoon just 
talking.  Dan reflected on how enjoyable that was.  He loved the camaraderie of the tight-knit 
B.W.G. group, but it rarely allowed for any one-on-one time with any individual member.  He and 
Mart were close friends since they were in the same grade through high school, but most of the 
time, where there was one B.W.G., there were bound to be at least two or three others.   

Dan had carefully thought about where to take Trixie to dinner, trying to find a balance between 
romantic and friendly.  He had settled on a little family-owned place called Fireside Pizzeria.  
Pizza was always a nice casual meal, yet the restaurant also had drippy candles on the tables 
and a large fireplace in the center of the dining area, which lent it a certain intimate ambiance. 

After dinner they went to see the latest James Bond film.  They both enjoyed it, and Dan was 
glad Trixie wasnôt the kind of girl to insist on a weepy romantic comedy.  But as they came out of 
the theater, at the same time as one of those movies let out, he noticed how many women were 
clutching their datesô arms, leaning on their shoulders, dabbing their eyes and sighing happily 
because Kate discovered her heart could go on even without Leo.  There might be something to 
these chick flicks after all, he thought.  Discussing how James Bond saved the world by wiping 
out a bunch of bad guys with a machine gun wasnôt exactly a touchy-feely conversation. 

On the other hand, the walk back to Mrs. Howardôs was very conducive to romance.  The moon 
was a pale sliver in the sky, there was a soft June breeze drifting through the trees, and 
occasionally they could hear a nightingale singing its lullaby to the world.  Dan reached down 
and lightly grabbed Trixieôs hand.  She didnôt object, but squeezed his hand in return. 

ñSo...what do you think?ò  Dan asked. 

ñAbout what?ò 

ñAbout anything.  Mrs. Howard, the movie, the pizza, my decorating skills.ò 

Trixie chuckled, ñI think weôd better skip that last topic.  You probably wonôt appreciate my 
opinion.ò 

ñIôm interested in anything you say, Trixie.  In everything you say.ò  They stopped on a corner to 
wait for the light to change.  Nobody was around.  Dan put his hands on Trixieôs waist and 
looked down into her eyes. ñI donôt know where this is going, Trixie, or where itôs going to end 
up.  But I know where I want it to end up.ò  He didnôt say anything else, and he didnôt make any 



moves.  He wanted to know if she felt the same way, or if she was simply going with the flow 
because she felt lonely. 

Trixie stood on her toes and put her arms around Danôs neck.  Her voice was barely above a 
whisper, ñI donôt know where itôs going to end up either, but if youôre there, thatôs good enough 
for me.ò  She touched her lips to Danôs and the two of them were soon caught up in a 
passionate embrace under the watchful glow of the moon. 

CHAPTER 3 ï A TIME TO TALK 

Trixie turned in her seat and waved good-bye to her parents.  Bobby chased them down the 
driveway, then stood by the mailbox and waved mournfully until the car and its small trailer 
disappeared over a hill.  He was now the last of the Belden children still living at home. 

Tears welling in her eyes, Trixie stared out the window silently as Sleepyside-on-Hudson rolled 
away behind her.  She had been born here.  She had grown up here.  Although she and her 
friends, the Bob-Whites of the Glen, had been on many adventures across the United States 
and even to Europe on two occasions, she always knew what it was to return home.  Will I feel 
that way the next time I come back to Sleepyside? She wondered.  Or is it true that ñyou canôt 
go home againò? 

ñPenny for your thoughts,ò her driver said.  Jim Frayne and Trixie Belden had once been 
sweethearts, but life had taken them down different roads.  It was only in the past month or so 
that they had been able to regain their friendship to the point where Jim felt comfortable being 
alone with her for the two-hour drive to Albany, and Trixie felt comfortable accepting his help as 
she moved into her first apartment and started her college career. 

ñJust thinking about home,ò Trixie replied quietly.  Home.  Will that be my home anymore?  Will 
it just be my parentsô home?  Will Albany be my home?  Or does life have other plans for me? 

Once upon a time, she would have shared these thoughts and fears with Jim.  Since the day 
they had met more than five years ago, they had been fast friends.  Jim had lost his father, then 
his mother, before he turned 13.  He had run away from his abusive stepfather after his mother 
had died, and had made his way to Sleepyside, where he knew his great-uncle, for whom he 
was named, lived.  Unfortunately James Winthrop Frayne had died shortly after Jim arrived in 
Sleepyside, without ever seeing his heir.  Jim had eventually been adopted by the Wheeler 
family.  Their daughter Honey was Trixieôs best friend and was engaged to Trixieôs oldest 
brother, Brian.  They lived in New York City, where Honey was attending NYU and Brian was 
attending Columbia Medical School. 

Jim was hard at work using his inheritance from his great-uncle to build the Winthrop School for 
Boys just outside of Indian Lake, New York, about two hours north of Albany.  He hoped to have 
it ready in time for a winter semester the following year.  After all that he had gone through 
during his childhood, he wanted to provide a safe place for abused and orphaned boys to grow 
up and get an education.  The schoolôs location was perfect, situated in the Adirondack 
Mountains, where outdoorsy Jim could teach them to ride, fish, hunt, ski, and camp.  It will be 
perfect, Trixie thought.  Just like Jim. 



Lost in her thoughts, she didnôt hear Jim asking about her new apartment.  ñIôm sorry, Jim.  
What did you say?ò 

ñI was just wondering how big your new place is.ò 

ñOh, itôs postage stamp sized,ò Trixie smiled.  ñItôs more of a room than an apartment, actually.  
Itôs at the back of this dear old ladyôs house.  The house is huge and it has been in her family for 
ages, and she didnôt want to give it up if she didnôt have to.  So she refurbished the space into 
several rooms and apartments that she rents out to help supplement her Social Security 
checks.ò 

ñSo, you have something like a studio apartment?ò 

ñWell, even studio might be a generous way to describe it.  But I think itôs perfectly perfect.  Mrs. 
Howard cooks a big Sunday supper for her boarders ï she has four others ï and I have a 
microwave and mini-fridge in my room.  Of course, I can still eat at the campus cafeterias too.ò 

ñDo you know these other boarders?ò  Jim asked a bit suspiciously.  He still worried about Trixie 
being on her own. 

ñWell, Iôve met them, but I donôt exactly know them.  One is another Albany student, a year 
ahead of me.  Heôs a music major, trumpet no less!  Then there is a young married couple.ò  
Trixie laughed, ñThey lived there together for a year before they got married, and Mrs. Howard 
was highly disapproving when she found out they had been óliving in sinô under her roof.  But 
she liked them so much she couldnôt stay mad for long.  And now theyôre expecting their first 
child around Christmas.  Throw me into the lot and Iôm not sure how Mrs. Howard is going to 
deal with all that racket.ò 

Jim smiled in admiration, ñIt sounds like you already know quite a lot about them.  But thatôs my 
Schoolgirl Shamus.  I canôt believe you made one trip there this summer to give her a down 
payment and already know so much about them.ò 

Trixie felt her face growing warm.  She cleared her throat and quickly said, ñWell, Mrs. Howard 
is chatty.  What can I say?ò 

Trixie had been intending to spend her first year at SUNY Albany rooming with Honey in a large 
duplex just off campus.  But after Honey decided to go to NYU instead to be closer to her fiancé, 
Trixie had to look in the area for a place of her own.  The little rooming house was what she 
could afford.  She liked the familial atmosphere that reminded her of Crabapple Farm, but the 
small studio apartment that had its own bathroom and a small kitchenette gave her the feeling of 
independence and privacy she desired.  Of course, she admitted to herself, her new neighbor 
also was a big incentive to move in. 

The miles passed quickly, though neither Jim nor Trixie said much more.  Soon they were 
pulling onto the tree-shaded avenue that was just a mile or two from campus.  Trixie pointed out 
Mrs. Howardôs rooming house and Jim pulled into the driveway.  Mrs. Howard came out to greet 
them with a big smile on her plump face and after brief introductions, Trixie and Jim quickly got 
to work unloading her belongings.  Jim thought Trixie seemed anxious to unload and send him 
on his way.  She glanced at her watch just about every time she set a box down.  He couldnôt 



really blame her, yet it still seemed odd to him.  He thought they were starting to get along 
again, and her behavior was more nervous than uncomfortable. 

They made short work of the move-in and soon the two of them stood among the scattered 
boxes and small pieces of furniture in the room.  Jim looked around.  ñSo, do you want me to 
stay and help you unpack?ò 

ñUmméno, thatôs all right.  Iôm pretty tired.  Iôll probably just leave it and start unpacking 
tomorrow.  Iôve got all weekend to get this place in order before classes start Monday.ò  She 
moved towards the door and Jim again got the feeling he was unwanted. 

His famous red-haired temper began to flare.  For crying out loud!  Itôs not like the break-up 
hadnôt been mutual!  Itôs not like something dire had happened to mess up their relationship.  
Nobody had cheated.  Nobody had said anything awful.  It just happened.  People moved on.  
That was how life was.  He wanted to call her out for her behavior.  He wanted to take her to 
task for not acting like the grown-up she claimed to be.  He wanted to shake her until her blond 
curls bounced and she came back to her senses.  He wanted to beg for their friendship back.  
He wanted to laugh with her again.  He wanted to chat with her about trivial things.  He wanted 
to have long, quiet talks with her about important things.  He wanted toé 

Trixie was reaching for the doorknob when she suddenly felt his strong hands on her arms.  
Turning her to him, he planted his lips on hers and kissed her long and hard.  She resisted 
briefly, but then she sank into his embrace and let him pull her close to him.  She just let it 
happen.  She didnôt know why.  

The kiss seemed like it could have gone on and on, but suddenly, blessedly, they were 
interrupted by a knock at the door.  Trixie quickly broke the embrace and stepped back, gasping 
for air.  Jimôs face was as red as his hair.  Trixie honestly wasnôt sure if he was embarrassed or 
just suffering from a lack of oxygen.  She took a deep breath and ran her hands through her 
curls, smoothing them into some semblance of order.  Then she turned and opened the door. 

ñHi, Trixie!  Hi, Jim!  Sorry, Iôm late.  Looks like youôve done all the hard work, so I guess my 
timing is spot on.ò  Dan Mangan smiled broadly.  After a year at the community college in White 
Plains, he had decided to transfer to SUNY Albany, where he would be able to enroll in the New 
York State Police Academy once he graduated.  Being closer to Trixie was a serious motivation 
for the move.  He had taken a room at Mrs. Howardôs over the summer and urged Trixie to take 
the recently vacated room across the hall from his. 

Jim did not know this.  Jim did know that Dan had escorted Trixie to her senior prom, shortly 
after their break-up.  He thought they were just friends.  Now, looking at Trixieôs face, he wasnôt 
so sure. 

The silence hung over the room like a heavy fog.  Dan looked at Jim, who looked angry.  He 
looked at Trixie who looked guilty.  Clearing his throat, he said, ñTrixie.ò 

Reluctantly, she looked up at him. 

ñYou didnôt tell Jim I lived here?ò 



Trixie shook her head slowly.  ñI didnôt even tell Jim you were in Albany.ò Her voice was barely 
more than a whisper. 

Dan closed his eyes.  No wonder Jim looked like he was going to explode.  Dan wasnôt sure 
how much Jim knew, or suspected, about him and Trixie.  But he felt pretty sure Trixie hadnôt 
told him anything.  And that was the crux of the matter.  Dan wasnôt entirely sure Jim would 
accept him and Trixie as a couple.  But the fact that Trixie had not shared this with him, had lied 
to him ï in spirit if not in fact ï was not going to go over well. 

ñJim, Iôm sorry,ò Trixie began, but Jim was already stalking angrily towards the door. 

Brushing Dan aside, he started hurrying off down the stairs.  Over his shoulder, he yelled back, 
ñItôs your life, Trixie.  Itôs none of my business.  I think youôve made that abundantly clear.ò  He 
was gone before either Trixie or Dan could react. 

Instinctively, Trixie rushed towards the door.  She had to catch him, explain to him.  But Dan 
caught her by the elbow before she got through the doorway.  ñTrixie, let him go.  You know Jim.  
Heôll need time to cool off.  Let him have some time to think things over and youôll have a better 
chance of being heard.ò 

ñI didnôt tell him, Dan.  I was afraid to tell him.ò   

Dan looked down into her tear-filled blue eyes and pulled her close to him.  ñDonôt worry about 
it, Trixie.  Things will work themselves out.ò  He let her cry into his chest for a few minutes.  
Then he gently put his fingers under her chin and drew her face up until her eyes met his.  He 
smiled reassuringly at her and through her tears she smiled weakly back.  He leaned down and 
sweetly kissed her cheeks, tasting her salty tears.  He drew his fingers through her tousled hair 
and kissed her again, full on the lips this time.  He heard that little sigh she made every time 
they kissed and a shiver ran down his back.  How he loved this girléthis woman.  And now she 
would be living right across the hall from him.  He saw a bright future ahead. 

Trixie sighed again and tightened her arms around Danôs back. 

But she couldnôt stop thinking about another kiss she had received, just minutes ago. 

******************************************* 

ñHey, Trix.  How about I go get us a pizza and some sodas?ò 
 
They had been working for about an hour, unpacking and putting away Trixieôs belongings.  
They had worked mostly in silence, Trixie still thinking about Jim, and Dan knowing she was 
upset about it. 

ñSure, that sounds great.ò  It was said without enthusiasm, but she turned and smiled at Dan to 
reassure him that she was going to be okay, eventually.   

He walked over and leaned down, kissing her on top of her head.  ñPepperoni and mushrooms, 
right?ò 



ñMushrooms?  Yuck!  You know better than that, Dan.ò 

ñYeah, right.  I guess I forgot.ò 

Her smile was brighter then, and she playfully swatted his behind as he turned to go. 

She felt overwhelmed by all the boxes that still needed to be unpacked.  How could she possibly 
have so much stuff?  And where was she going to put it all? 

She decided she had better set up the futon first.  It would serve as both couch and bed in her 
small room, and she and Dan would want a place to eat when he came back with the pizza.  
She studied the room, trying to figure out where to put it and decided underneath the window, 
facing the door would work best.  She dragged the frame over, then turned to get the mattress.  
It was lying on the floor by the door and seeing it reminded her of that day when her life had 
changed foreveré 

At the entrance to the next room, Trixie stopped with a gasp of surprise. 

The enormous paneled living-room was filled with debris, and lying sound asleep on an old 
mattress in the middle of the floor was a tall, redheaded boy.  Close beside him was a shotgun, 
and near his head was a silver christening mug that gleamed in the sunlight which poured in 
through an open window. 

She and Honey had found Jim when they went exploring in the ramshackle old house at Ten 
Acres.  And it was as if they had always known each other. 

ñNobodyôs been nice to me since my mother died two years ago, and I guess Iôve forgotten how 
to act with decent people.ò  He held out his right hand.  ñShake,ò he said.  ñMy nameôs Jim.  
Whatôs yours?ò 

ñIôm Trixie Belden, and I live down there at Crabapple Farm.ò 

They had come so far and been through so much since then.  Trixie thought theyôd always be 
together.  It had been several months since they had split up, but she still wasnôt sure exactly 
what had happened to burst that bubble.  Jim had come home to Sleepyside for a visit after he 
graduated college in January.  The two of them had spent the weekend together, talking and 
riding and walking down by the lake.  And then, inexplicably, he had announced that they should 
split up.  Trixie had been so stunned she was completely speechless.  She had listened to his 
explanations and somehow they made sense to her.  Jim always made sense to her, even when 
he was breaking up with her.  She found herself nodding and going along with it, not sure why, 
but determined not to let him see her crying. 

It had been awkward being around him ever since then.  That was a feeling she had never 
experienced around Jim, not even when they were first dating and everything was so new.  She 
never could figure out what had happened between them, although the more she thought about 
it, the more she knew it wasnôt anything on her part that had changed.  She had just made 
peace with the fact that he simply didnôt love her anymore.  And then he had kissed her.  He had 
kissed her with so much passion she had been left reeling.  
 
Gritting her teeth with determination, she picked up her cell phone.  She had to clear the air, 
once and for all.   



******************************************* 

Jim was driving in a blind rage.  He raced north on I-87, the now empty trailer rattling and 
bouncing behind his small car.  He was nearly halfway to Indian Lake before he was able to 
think clearly about what he was doing.  He was well over the speed limit and lucky he hadnôt 
been pulled over.  Or caused an accident, he thought ashamedly.  Taking a breath and spotting 
a sign for an upcoming rest stop, he pulled into the right lane and let his foot off the accelerator 
a little.   

He pulled into the rest stop and parked, but didnôt get out of the car.  Turning off the ignition, he 
leaned back against the headrest and took a few deep breaths.  What had just happened back 
there?  Had he really blown up at two of his best friends?  Had he really acted like a spoiled 
child who didnôt want a toy, but didnôt want anybody else to have it either?  How had any of this 
happened? 

Jim closed his eyes and thought back to that moment when his life had changed foreveré 

ñTrixie.ò  He paused a long time, then took a deep breath and continued, ñTrixie, I think maybe 
you and I should spend a little time apart.ò 

She had looked stunned, but listened to his explanations without a word.  They sounded lame 
when he said them out loud, but she had nodded her head and agreed.  She always agreed 
with him; she thought he was ñthe most wonderful boy in the worldò.  At least thatôs what Honey 
had told him.  It scared him.  He felt like he couldnôt live up to Trixieôs knight-in-shining-armor 
image of him.  Her childhood had been far different from his, and even though he had shared a 
lot of the pain of his past with her, he never felt like she really understood him in that regard.  He 
didnôt think anybody ever could.  Certainly not a naµve little girl who had grown up with both of 
her parents and three loving brothers in idyllic Sleepyside-on-Hudson.  He thought it was 
strange to think of Trixie as naïve after all the adventures she had dragged him and the other 
B.W.G.ôs on.  But in his eyes she was still a little girl in so many ways éat least until that kiss 
this afternoon. 

Startled from his reverie by the ring of his cell phone, he picked it up and saw that it was Trixie.  
He let it ring a few times, grappling with himself on whether or not he was going to answer it.  It 
was not until he bowed his head down and let his chin rest on his chest that he discovered he 
could still smell her perfume on his shirt.  Thatôs when he knew he had to talk to her.  He 
pressed the answer button quickly before his voicemail could pick up. 

ñTrixie?ò 

There was a fraction of a pause and then they both spoke at once. 

ñIôm so sorry!ò 

They both chuckled nervously, then neither of them spoke for several moments. 

Finally, Jim cleared his throat, ñI really am sorry.  I shouldnôt have blown up like that.  All I can 
do is blame it on the red hair again.ò 



ñJim, Iôm just as much to blame as you are.  I should have told you Dan was moving to Albany 
too.ò  She hesitated then continued, ñAnd I should have told you about Dan and me.ò 

There was silence on the other end.  Trixie bit her lip and waited. 

ñYeah, you really should have.  But I think I understand why you didnôt.ò 

ñIt just happened so fast, Jim.ò 

ñI donôt know if I can make you understand this, but that just worries me more, Trixie.  Itôs bad 
enough that Iôm worried about you, and having these feelings of jealousy seeing you with 
another man.  But now Iôm worried about Dan too.  Heôs my friend, Trixie.  Youôre my friend.  I 
donôt want you using him to heal your wounded heart, and I donôt want him taking advantage of 
you either.ò 

ñItôs not like that, Jim.  Really.ò 

ñAre you sure?ò  She hadnôt kissed him like she was devoted to Dan.  Or was that just his 
imagination?  After all, he was the one who had kissed her.  Maybe he was the one who wasnôt 
sure.  No, he wasnôt sure about anything anymore. 

Trixie took a deep breath, ñAs sure as I am that the Bob-Whites will always be there for each 
other.ò 

ñThatôs pretty sure,ò Jim said softly.  He ran his hands through his hair and tried to make himself 
accept the fact that he had lost his favorite girl.  He knew he hadnôt really lost her; they would 
remain friends, as all of the Bob-Whites would remain friends.  He wondered if he had just made 
the biggest mistake of his life.  Or if somehow it was the right thing, and he just couldnôt see that 
yet. 

ñJim?  Are you still there?ò 

ñYeah, Iôm here,ò he said.  ñI guess...if Iôm going to lose my best girl, thereôs no one Iôd rather 
lose her to than Dan Mangan.ò  

ñYouôll never lose me, Jim.ò 

He thought maybe, just maybe, he had heard Trixie choking back a sob.  He heard a door open 
and close in the background.  He heard a male voice asking Trixie if she was okay.  He was so 
emotionally drained by the day's events that he didnôt think he could do this again with Dan.  
ñIôve got to get back on the road, Trixie.  Iôll call you next week, okay?ò 

ñPromise?ò 
 
òI promise.  Tell Dan Iôll call him too.  This will work itself out Trixie.  Somehow, everything will 
be all right again.ò 

ñAre you sure?ò 



Jim smiled wistfully, ñAs sure as I am that the Bob-Whites will always be there for each other.ò 

Trixieôs voice was half laughing, half crying, ñThatôs pretty sure.ò 

ñSee you later, Shamus.ò  Jim hung up the phone, took a deep breath, and started the car.  He 
still had a long way to go. 

CHAPTERETTE 3A ï MISGIVING 

ñDo you know how proud I am of you?ò Trixie asked, as she flung her arms around Jimôs broad 
shoulders and kissed him.  Jim was recently graduated from Boston University with a dual 
degree in Business Management and Early Childhood Development, finishing the strenuous 
program in record time, and was ready to embark on his childhood dream of opening a school 
for orphaned and abused boys. 

Trixieôs lips warmed his in the brisk January wind; he wished it could warm his heart as easily.  
He stiffened ever so slightly, but in the next moment he was melting in her arms and returning 
her affection.  He had been dreading this day for weeks and now he just wasnôt sure how he 
was going to go through with it.  But he had to.  He knew it was the right thing to do; and no 
matter what Trixie would think now, she would see the wisdom of itésomedayéhe hoped. 

He hoped he would too. 

He forced himself to pull away from her embrace.  She didnôt seem to notice but simply took his 
hand in hers.  The two of them left the horses tied to a tree and wandered down near the edge 
of the frozen Wheeler lake.  They stood there silently for several minutes, Trixie curled up 
securely against Jimôs side, her arm around his waist; Jim keeping his eyes closed as he 
worked up the courage to speak. 

Jim and Trixie had been officially dating for less than two years.  Her father wouldnôt allow his 
little girl to ñgo steadyò ï with a college boy, no less ï until she was sixteen.  But they had known 
each other for well over four years and there had always been special feelings between them.  
Jim had been allowed to escort Trixie to school dances and B.W.G. outings and such prior to 
her sixteenth birthday, but that was all.  All their dates until she turned sixteen were very public.  
It was all very proper and chaste, even after she was old enough to go on more intimate dates. 
Not that they hadnôt wanted more; but they were willing to wait. 

Now Jim was glad they had.  Maybe it would make this a little easier.  Maybe.  He took a deep 
breath and steeled his frayed nerves.  ñTrixie?ò 

ñMmm?ò she murmured contentedly. 

ñTrixie, I need to talk to you about something.ò 

She looked up at him, her blue eyes bright with trust and expectancy.  Was he doing the right 
thing?  Of course he was.  He had gone over this all in his head a million times.  He couldnôt turn 
back now just because she was looking at him like that. 



He sighed and turned to the nearby picnic table, covered in snow.  He wiped off one of the 
benches with his gloved hand so Trixie could sit down.  He straddled the bench so he would be 
directly facing her when he spoke.  She drew one knee up and edged around to face him.   

ñTrixie.ò  He paused a long time, then took a deep breath and continued, ñTrixie, I think maybe 
you and I should spend a little time apart.ò 

She said nothing.  Jim could tell by the look in her eyes and her slightly wrinkled brow tucked 
beneath her knit cap that she didnôt understand. 

ñI just donôt think this is going to work,ò he offered weakly. 

ñWhatôs not going to work?  Jim, what are you talking about?  Did I do something wrong?ò 

ñNo, no.  Of course not.  I just mean thatéò  His voice trailed off and he put his hand up to rub 
his throbbing temples.  He wasnôt sure what he meant.  It had all made perfect sense to him 
earlier.  Why couldnôt he explain it now? 

ñWhat?  You just mean what?ò Trixieôs voice had a little edge to it and Jim knew heôd have to 
speak quickly to head off the outburst that was coming.  It was just one of many reasons he had 
come up with why he and Trixie wouldnôt be able to maintain a long-term relationship.  They 
both had tempers too short and too hot to not be fighting constantly. 

ñTrixie, I donôt think you and I could ever make it work.  You and me, I mean.  Not for the long 
haul.  Iôve been thinking about it for a long time and itôs just becoming clearer and clearer to me 
every day.ò 

Trixieôs eyes had lost that flash of blue steel that Jim so admired.  He tried mightily to hold her 
injured gaze.  He had to make her understand. 

ñTrixie, we want different things; things that arenôt going to work in a relationship.  Iôm going to 
Indian Lake next week to start on the school.  Itôs been my dream for years.  But Indian Lake is 
no place for you and your dreams.ò 

Trixie opened her mouth to argue, but Jim held up one hand.  ñPlease, Trix.  Let me finish.ò 

She clamped her mouth shut quickly, but Jim saw a small ember of that fire flickering in her 
eyes again. 

ñI would never, in a million years, ask you to give up your dreams.  And thatôs what would 
happen if you came to Indian Lake with me.  If youôre going to be a detective, youôre going to 
have to live in a city, Trix.  Youôre not going to find any mysteries in Indian Lake.ò 
 
òIôve found plenty in Sleepyside,ò she interrupted. 

ñYeah, and Sleepyside is a virtual metropolis compared to Indian Lake, and itôs less than an 
hour from the biggest city in the country.  I canôt live in a city and run the kind of school I want to 
run.  You canôt live in the sticks and make a living.  And if you canôt make a career doing what 
you love, you wonôt be happy.ò  He didnôt want to bring up their way too similar temperaments 



with her on the edge of an explosion, but it had to be pointed out.  ñAnd if youôre not happy, you 
let me know about it in no uncertain terms.  And when Iôm not happy, I let you know.  We would 
end up arguing constantly, Trixie.  You have to know thatôs true.ò 

She didnôt reply.  Jim could see the emotions warring in her eyes.  If she argued it wasnôt true, 
then it was true.  But Trixie Belden was not a girl who could easily keep quiet. 

ñNo matter what you decide to do with your life, it has to have adventure in it.  I know that.  
Thereôs nothing wrong with that.  Itôs part of why I love you so much.  But part of my nature is to 
worry about you.  I canôt do that for fifty years.  It would drive you crazy and worry me into a 
stomach full of ulcers.ò 

It already has, he thought.  Between the adventures she had already dragged him on and this 
particular moment in time, he thought he could chug down a whole gallon of Pepto-Bismol and 
not feel any better. 

ñAnd then thereôs the school to consider.  This is going to be so much work, Trixie; from building 
to remodeling to the unbelievable amounts of paperwork and legal work.  I donôt think even I 
clearly comprehended what a mammoth undertaking this is going to be.  Itôs going to have to be 
my entire focus and my entire life for several years.  And IéI just canôt bear to make you take a 
backseat to anything.  You deserve better than that.ò 

It was the consolation he had tried to find for his speech.  It probably wasnôt going to make 
much difference in how Trixie felt, but he really wanted her to know just how much she meant to 
him. 

She was silent for a long time.  Too long.  Jim started to feel his stomach twisting in knots 
again.  He almost wanted her to tell him he was an idiot.  That he was making decisions for 
them without consulting her.  That she would give up anything to be with him.   

But she didnôt.  She simply said softly, ñSo, weôre not actually spending some time apart, are 
we?  Weôre breaking up.ò 

Jim nodded, swallowing hard.  ñIôm sorry, Trix.ò 

ñNo,ò she interrupted suddenly, ñNo, youôre right.  Of course, youôre right, Jim.  I donôt know why 
I never thought about these things before.ò  Her head was down so he couldnôt see her fighting 
her tears. 

Jimôs heart sank, and then he thought about what Trixie was saying.  This starry-eyed naïve 
little girl thought he was perfect.  How could he live up to that?  He couldnôt.  And it was better to 
end it now then to let her find out the awful truth years down the road ï that he wasnôt perfect, 
that he was far from perfect, that he struggled regularly with demons she couldnôt even fathom. 

It might break his heart to never be married to Trixie Belden, but it would kill him to be divorced 
from her.  At least this way they still had a chance to remain friends. 



Jim jumped at the ringing of the phone.  He had his cell phone clutched in his hand and had 
drifted away into his memories without placing his intended call.  He glanced at the display.  It 
was Trixie, of course.  He had promised to call her at 2:00 and it was nowé2:07. 

Jim rolled his eyes and laughed under his breath.  He knew the ñIò of her middle name stood for 
Irene, her grandmotherôs name, but until he saw her passport when they went to England a few 
years ago he would have sworn it stood for Impatience. 

ñHello, Miss Fussbudget,ò he answered teasingly, hoping to keep the mood light for this first 
heart-to-heart they had had since their break-up nearly seven months ago. 

Trixie laughed nervously.  ñHi, Mr. Workaholic.  Did you forget about me?ò 

Never, Jim thought.  ñOf course not,ò he said aloud.  ñI was just getting ready to call you.ò 

There was silence on both ends for agonizing minutes.  Finally, Trixie blurted, ñI am a poor 
college student, Jim.  I canôt afford to be wasting all these phone minutes.  And I donôt want my 
cell going dead waiting for you to get up the courage to share some deep, heartfelt apology with 
me!ò 

ñApology!ò  Jim shouted.  ñWhat makes you think ï?ò  But he could suddenly hear Trixie 
snickering on the other end of the phone and he blushed, embarrassed that she had so easily 
provoked him into a not uncommon flare up of his temper.  ñTrixie, donôt do that over the phone.ò 

ñAnd why not?ò she asked pertly. 
 
òBecause if I canôt see those blue eyes of yours dancing, I donôt know youôre teasing.ò 

ñWell, I think itôs about time I got some teasing of my own in.  Youôve tortured me enough over 
the last five years.ò 

Jim laughed softly under his breath, ñThatôs true.  But you almost always walked into every one 
of those opportunities, Trix.  I couldnôt let Mart have all the fun.ò 

There was another moment of quietness as they both shifted into a more serious frame of 
mind.  Jim braced himself and began, ñAll right, Trix.  Whatever you need to tell me, Iôm ready 
for it.  I expect I deserve whatever you want to throw at me.ò 
 
Trixie hesitated for only a moment.  ñYou need to know how angry I was that day, Jim.ò 

ñLast week?  When I kissed you?ò 
 
òNo.  The day you broke up with me.ò 

ñYou were mad?ò  He didnôt remember her being mad.  He remembered her being unusually 
hushed and compliant. 
 
òWhy wouldnôt I be mad?  As usual, you took over the whole situation and made plans for my 
entire future without discussing it with me.  You always do that.  And youôve got such an 



unbearably one-track mind that you refuse to listen to anybody else or think that somebody else, 
namely me, could contribute anything to the discussion.  You didnôt ask me if I thought we 
should break up.  You didnôt ask me if I wanted to spend my life in Indian Lake.  You didnôt ask 
me how I felt about playing second fiddle to your school.  You didnôt ask me anything!  You just 
made your decision and dumped it on me.  You didnôt stop to consider what I thought or how I 
felt.  Who cares what Trixie thinks?  Who cares what Trixie wants?  You can make decisions for 
yourself, but you canôt run everybody elseôs life on top of it!ò 

She stopped for a breath, then gasped, ñIôm sorry, Jim.ò 

ñWhy are you sorry?ò  Jim knew he deserved the tirade she was spouting at him. 

ñBecause I ï I should have told you this months ago.  I should have told you right away.  I just...I 
guess you just caught me off guard that day...way off guard, Jim.  It wasnôt what I was expecting 
you to say.ò 

Jim closed his eyes and groaned inwardly.  He didnôt know for sure what Trixie had been 
expecting, or hoping, to hear from him, but he could guess.  And it was so incredibly the 
opposite of a break-up that he suddenly understood why she had been so quiet that day, so 
unlike the brash, impetuous girl he fell in love with.  He couldnôt believe he had managed to so 
thoroughly screw up not only their relationship but the break-up as well. 

Jim took the opportunity her silence afforded to say, ñIôm the one who should be sorry, Trix.ò 

Trixie had been preparing to continue, but Jimôs soft apology stopped her short and she 
completely forgot what she had been going to say next.  ñWhat?ò 

ñI said Iôm sorry.  Isnôt that what you wanted to hear?ò 

ñJim Frayne!  I donôt want you to spout out what you think I want to hear!  I want you to ïñ and it 
was Trixieôs turn to blush as she heard Jimôs husky laughter on the other end of the line.  ñYou 
are not teasing me, are you?ò 

ñYes, I am.  Iôm sorry.ò 

And though she tried to fight it, Trixie couldnôt help giggling.  ñStop apologizing.  Thatôs what Iôm 
trying to do.ò 

ñAll right, I wonôt say it, but please know that itôs true, Trix.  I feel like a complete jackass.ò  He 
paused.  ñBut why didnôt you say anything then?  If nothing else, I kind of expect you to have a 
tantrum when you donôt get your way.ò 

ñYou donôt really think that of me, do you?ò  Trixieôs voice was small on the other end of the line. 

ñNo.  Not really.  Youôre justépassionate, I guess.  You donôt usually hide your feelings, 
especially not your feelings about me and my bullheadedness.ò 



ñYou just made so much sense.  I didnôt know you felt that way.  I never stopped to think about 
things like that.  I guess I just assumed that love would conquer all.  It took me weeks to really 
sit down and think about what you said, Jim.  I mean really think about it.ò 

Jim waited.  He could almost feel Trixie thinking about it yet again as she sat in silence.   

Finally, she sighed.  ñYou were right, Jim.  I hate it, but you were right.ò 

Jim tried to smile at that.  ñYou hate that I was right?ò he chided gently. 

Trixie laughed softly, ñNo.  I just hate it period.  You donôt know how many times since then that 
Iôve thought about calling you and telling you Iôd do anything to be with you.  I even tried and 
tried to come up with some alternative career choices, just so I could convince you Iôd be happy 
living in Indian Lake.ò 

ñAnd what did you come up with?ò 
 
Trixie let out a long, frustrated breath, ñTeacher.  Yeah, that would go over well.  My students 
would be smarter than I am.  Head chef for the school, but none of Momsô genes have rubbed 
off on me, Iôm afraid.ò  She paused before quietly adding the one serious thought she had had, 
òWife and mother.ò 

Jim thought about Trixie, a younger version of Helen Belden, mothering tow-headed kids and 
carrot-topped kids in a cozy house on the outskirts of his school property.  It was a pleasant 
picture, but an unsettling one as well.  It was like watching a movie that he had no directorial 
power over. 

Trixie must have thought the same thing, because she said, ñI just couldnôt see it.  Maybe Iôm 
too young.  Maybe Iôm not ready for something like that.  Maybe I never will be.  But you were 
absolutely right when you said I wouldnôt be happy trying, just to please you.  And if I could 
picture myself that miserable, I can only imagine how miserable youôd be living in a big city, 
constantly trying to keep me out of danger while you pursued a career that didnôt make you 
completely happy.ò 

She paused and then added, ñAnd Iôm sorry I put you through that so many times.ò 

Jim choked up.  He didnôt really feel that Trixie had a complete grasp on all that he went through 
during their high school years.  He didnôt know if Trixie really understood how afraid he had 
been of losing her, after losing his parents, his home, his boyish innocence, so young in life.  
But the fact that she tried to understand touched him. 

ñIôm sorry I hurt you, Trixie.  Iôm sorry I pushed you away.  But it just seemed a better alternative 
thanéò he paused for a long moment.  Then he decided, to hell with it.  No matter what can of 
worms it opened, he had to say it.  ñthan losing you some other way.ò 

ñI meant what I said last week, Jim.  Youôll never lose me.ò 

Jim was suddenly glad they had not had this conversation in person.  He didnôt want Trixie to 
see the tears rolling down his freckled face at that moment. 



"And donôt think I donôt know how much it scares you to think about losing someone you care 
about,ò she added softly. 

She did understand. 

That thought alone blew Jim away.  He had given Trixie far less credit than she deserved.  
Why?  Heôd seen her face down hardened criminals, root down to the heart of a complete 
strangerôs problems, solve mysteries that stumped far more experienced men and women.  Why 
did he so grossly underestimate her ability to read him so well?  And why did it scare him so 
much that she could?  He suddenly came to the sober realization that he still wasnôt ready for 
anybody, not even Trixie, to break through that wall.   

Heôd just have to add it to the list of reasons why he and Trixie could never make a long-term 
relationship last.  The more he kept from her, the more he would unconsciously push her away.  
And the thicker that wall got, the more she would resent it.  He thought back over the last two 
years and marveled that they had lasted that long.  Living nearly four hours away in Boston and 
spending so much time on his scholastic pursuits had simply left little time for the two of them to 
delve into the serious parts of a normal relationship.  All the grimly dangerous situations they 
had faced over the years did nothing to prepare them for the serious issues that couples deal 
with in everyday life. 

But what would happen when he was ready to face his demons?  Who would face them with 
him?   

He started to get a panicky feeling in his chest.  Had he done the wrong thing by letting her go?  
He opened his mouth to cautiously broach the subject, but Trixie spoke before he had a chance. 

ñI suppose thereôs a part of me that will always love you, Jim.  But...ò 

It was astonishing the power and force one little word could hold. 

Jim almost wanted her to just say it.  To be the outspoken Trixie he loved so much.  But he 
knew she was trying not to hurt him.  He felt compelled to finish her thought for her, even though 
each word brought a stab of pain to his heart. 

ñYou love Dan now.ò 

For a long moment, she didnôt reply.  Jim could feel her struggling to get the words out, torn 
between her compassion for him and her true feelings for Dan.  When she spoke, her words 
were soft but unmistakably firm, leaving no doubt in Jimôs mind how she felt. 

ñYes.  I do.ò 

Jim felt every emotion drain from his body in that moment.  It was true.  It really was over.  He 
tried to listen as Trixie continued. 

ñI wonôt tell you it didnôt surprise me, because it did.  I mean...I thought it was pretty amazing to 
fall in love just once with one of my best friends.  I never dreamed Iôd be lucky enough to have 



something like that happen again.  But once I got past that, I realized how...I donôt know ï 
how...right it feltéhow right it is.ò 

Jim clenched his jaw to try and prevent another onslaught of tears.  How could he argue with 
that, after giving her a whole list of reasons why he and she didnôt make sense? 

ñPlease donôt blame Dan for this, Jim,ò Trixie implored. 

ñI donôt,ò Jim said honestly. ñI donôt blame anybody, Trixie.ò  Except myself. 

ñHe thinks you do.  Heôs upset with me for not telling you.  Heôs upset with you for making me 
feel bad.  But most of all he blames himself for getting in the middle of it.  He doesnôt like losing 
loved ones any more than you do, Jim.  You have to talk to him.ò 

ñI know.  I will.  But youôve got to tell him not to blame himself.  How could he get in the middle 
of something that didnôt exist?  We were over months before you two got together.ò  Jim heard 
his voice starting to get tense.  He was going to have to wrap this up before he said something 
he didnôt mean.   

ñAnd donôt blame yourself either.ò 

That was the second time she had seen right through his mask to the heart of the matter.  It 
unnerved him.  He wasnôt sure if he was more upset by the fact that she knew him so well, or 
the fact that he apparently didnôt know her at all. 

In the five years since he had been freed from Jonesyôs abusive grasp and had come to 
Sleepyside to live, Jim had slowly but surely grown more secure.  He felt safe and loved by so 
many families ï the Wheelers, the Beldens, the B.W.G.ôs.  But there was still a great deal of 
underlying insecurity about his past that he didnôt share with anybody, not even Trixie.  The fact 
that she had sensed it and knew it, without ever pressing him about it, really shook him hard.  
He was just now feeling the true measure of the consequences of the decision he had made 
that cold January afternoon.  And it was too late to turn back the clock now. 

ñJim?ò  Trixieôs gentle voice brought him out of his glum reverie.   

ñIôm here.ò 

ñDid you hear what I said?ò 
 
òYes.ò  He didnôt want to lie to Trixie.  He would blame himself and he didnôt know how to stop 
that.  He hoped she would just let it go. 

She didnôt say anything more, but Jim didnôt feel like she had let it go either. 

After a long pause Jim said, ñWell, I donôt know about you, but Iôve had about all the intense 
soul-searching I can take for one day.ò 

ñWimp,ò Trixie teased, but with a catch in her voice. 



ñYou better believe it,ò Jim hesitated then asked, ñDo you want me to call you again in a few 
days?ò 

ñNo.  I want you to call Dan.ò 

ñI will.  I promise.  I gotta go, Trixie.  But Iôm glad we had this talk.  Really, I am.ò 

ñMe too.  Itôs going to be okay, Jim.  Youôre one of my best friends.  I donôt ever want to lose 
that.ò 

ñYou wonôt.ò  I wouldnôt ever let that happen.  I couldnôt. 

And he meant it.  But he also knew that his life had changed irrevocably.  And things would 
never be the same again. 

It was too soon to know if that was a good thing or not.  

CHAPTER 4 ï FRAGMENTARY BLUE 

Two young men whispering in the aisle stared at Trixie curiously.  After conferring for another 
couple of seconds, they approached her hesitantly.   

"Excuse me, are you Mrs. Roberts?ò asked the shorter of the two boys. 
 
Without looking up from her book, Trixie answered shortly, ñYes?ò  

ñCould you please answer a question for us?ò the taller one said seriously. 

Trixie looked up from her book with a disdainful expression on her face.  ñIf I must.ò 

Earnestly, the shorter, dark-haired boy asked, ñI believe you were doing some research here 
last Friday night.  Is that correct?ò 

Trixie shook her head firmly.  ñNo.  I wasnôt here.  In fact, I havenôt set foot in the library the 
entire semester.ò  She paused dramatically.  ñUntil today, of course.ò 

The two young men carefully wrote this information down in their notebooks.  They looked again 
at her silently. 

ñWill that be all?ò Trixie asked rudely.  The two boys turned to each other, nodded, and walked 
over to the librarian behind the information desk for more questions. 

Trixie turned back to her Lucy Radcliffe novel with a grin.  SUNY Albany had been hosting this 
new student get together twice a year for six years, and Trixie, now a junior, had been a 
ñsuspectò in the murder mystery game four times now.  She found she actually enjoyed being on 
the other end of the whodunit.  Being suspected, interrogated, and sometimes accused was 
rather exhilarating. 



The ñmysteryò began with a threatening message in red lipstick scrawled across the libraryôs 
front windows.  Each student was given a packet of background information, notebook and pen, 
and the first clue to solving the mystery when they arrived.  Shortly after the teams were chosen 
and sent off to explore the library, ñProfessor Pruneò would be found dead in the Mystery Novels 
section of the library.  Students, professors, and librarians all played fictional parts in the story, 
each being provided with their characterôs history and answers to questions likely to be posed.  
The event would last until noon, unless a sharp team solved the mystery before then.  Lunch 
would be provided and prizes awarded to the team that solved the mystery, as well as the team 
judged to be the ñmost entertainingò by the actors.  The event allowed incoming freshman to get 
to know some of their classmates, as well as learn the ins and outs of the old library that they 
would surely be using quite often during their stay. 

Trixie, or rather ñMrs. Robertsò, wasnôt the murderer in this story, but her bright red lipstick and 
history with the victim often got her falsely accused before the murder was correctly solved.  
She had come up with her own subtle touch to the character by carrying around a Lucy 
Radcliffe mystery novel to try and throw the ñdetectivesò off the trail. 

The stillness in the library was broken by a scream.  Trixie jumped out of her seat.  The 
ñmurderò had been played out more than an hour ago.  What on earth had caused this scream?  
Racing towards the sound along with several teams of students, Trixie turned the corner into the 
Literature section of the library.  On the floor, unconscious, was Dr. Chapman, an English 
professor at the university who portrayed Professor Pruneôs archrival, Mr. Harrington.  The 
students already gathered around him looked on in anticipation, thinking this was part of the 
mystery.  But Trixie knew it wasnôt.  Pushing through the crowd, she knelt down next to Dr. 
Chapman and immediately reached for his wrist to check for a pulse.  She found it, weak but 
steady.  She turned to one of the librarians. 

ñCall 9-1-1.  Now!ò 

One by one, the students sensed this was not a part of the show and backed away, either from 
fear or to allow more experienced people to help.  One of these was Dan Mangan.  He was 
participating for the first year after hearing Trixieôs constant stories about the event.  Dressed in 
a police officer costume, he would come in at the end and ñarrestò the murderer.  He 
immediately took charge of the situation, while Trixie stepped back, out of the way but available 
if she was needed. 

Dan asked for her jacket to put under Dr. Chapmanôs head.  She quickly took it off and rolled it 
up, and as she leaned down to place it under the professorôs head, she noticed a small scrap of 
paper clutched in his hand.  Curiously, she pulled it out and read the figures scrawled on it:  ZS-
118. 

She felt certain this had nothing to do with the murder mystery. Was Dr. Chapman looking for 
something in the library while the show went on?  Trixie wondered what it could be.  Dewey 
Decimal call numbers on books didnôt start with letters, she knew.  Lost in thought, she was 
startled to feel a hand tightly grasping her wrist.  It was Dr. Chapman.  He had regained 
consciousness and was trying to speak to her.  Leaning down close to him, she heard him 
whisper, ñWhen doeséò 



When does what? Trixie thought.  Then she heard the ambulance siren.  Maybe thatôs what he 
meant.  ñDonôt worry, Dr. Chapman.  The ambulance is on its way.  I can hear it now.  Youôre 
going to be okay.ò 

Dr. Chapman weakly shook his head, ñWhen doeséò 

ñDonôt try to talk, Dr. Chapman.  Everythingôs going to be all right.  Is there somebody I can call 
for you?ò 

ñHis daughter works in a bakery downtown,ò one of the librarians said, ñI donôt know the name of 
it, but itôs the one next door to the fire station.ò 

ñThe Sweet Tooth,ò Dan said, pulling Trixie out of the way as the paramedics arrived to take 
charge of Dr. Chapman.  ñIôll stop by and get her and take her to the hospital.ò 

ñIôm coming with you, Dan,ò Trixie said. 

Dan nodded, knowing he couldnôt stop her if he tried and the two of them left the library right 
behind the paramedic team.  The murder mystery show had reached an unexpected and 
premature end.  Trixie just hoped Dr. Chapman wasnôt about to suffer the same fate. 

******************************************* 

Dan and Trixie sat across from each other in the hospital cafeteria.  After picking up Dr. 
Chapmanôs daughter Ann from The Sweet Tooth Bakery, they had brought her right over to be 
near her father.  Other family quickly arrived as Ann called them.  Not wanting to intrude, but still 
concerned about Dr. Chapmanôs condition, Dan and Trixie had let Ann know theyôd wait in the 
cafeteria for an update. 

ñDo you want more coffee?ò Dan asked. 

ñSure,ò Trixie replied, holding her cup out to Dan, who went off in pursuit of some refills. 

Leaning back in her chair, Trixie stuck her hands in the pockets of her jacket.  Frowning, she 
pulled something from her right pocket.  It was the scrap of paper she had pulled from Dr. 
Chapmanôs hand.  Laying it on the table in front of her, she tried to figure out what it meant. 

Dan returned with the steaming coffee cups and placed them on the table.  ñWhatôs that?ò he 
asked upon spying the paper. 

ñIôm not sure,ò Trixie said.  ñDr. Chapman had it in his hand when I found him.  I meant to give it 
back to him but in the excitement, I guess I just forgot.ò 

Dan grunted, ñLooks like a library call number to me.ò 

ñThose call numbers donôt start with letters, silly.ò 

ñWhat letters?ò 



ñZ and S.  Right at the beginning, Dan.  ZS-118.ò 

ñNot from where Iôm sitting, Trix.  It looks like 811.52 to me.ò 

Eyes wide, Trixie turned the scrap of paper around.  ñOf course!  How stupid of me!  Well, that 
takes care of that mystery.  He was just looking for a book.ò  Smiling at Dan, she reached 
across the table and took his hand in hers.  ñHave I ever told you that youôre a genius?ò 

Dan lifted her hand to his lips and kissed her fingers.  ñNot recently.  But itôs good to know you 
still feel that way.ò 

ñWell, once we know Dr. Chapman is okay, maybe Iôll run by the library on our way home and 
check this book out for him.ò 

Dan picked up the scrap to inspect it and that was when Trixie saw the writing on the other side.  
She hadnôt even noticed it before.  She reached across the table and pulled the scrap from 
Danôs hand so she could look at it more closely.  P47, NW1911.  She turned the paper to face 
Dan.  ñOkay, Einstein.  What do these figures mean?ò 

Dan studied the numbers and letters for a moment then shrugged.  ñIôm afraid my brilliant 
deductive reasoning is drained for the day.  What say you and I take some coffee upstairs to 
Ann and her family, get a report, and head back home?ò 

******************************************* 

Dan and Trixie were very relieved to hear that Dr. Chapman was going to be all right.  He had 
had a heart arrhythmia when his pacemaker malfunctioned, but the paramedics and doctors had 
all worked quickly to repair the damage and Dr. Chapman would soon be up and around again.  
They were keeping him in the hospital overnight to readjust his pacemaker and make sure he 
was okay. 

ñHeôs sleeping now,ò Ann said, ñbut he expressed a desire to speak to the both of you and thank 
you as soon as possible.ò 

ñAnybody would have done the same,ò Dan said, deflecting the praise with his usual humble 
attitude. 

ñBut weôre anxious to see that heôs all right,ò Trixie interjected.  ñTell him weôll stop by tomorrow 
morning to check on him.ò  She knew the scrap of paper was not a mystery.  The professor had 
just wanted to check out a book.  But her natural curiosity simply couldnôt be contained.  She 
had to ask him what the letters and numbers on the reverse side meant. 

******************************************* 

Trixie found she couldnôt sleep that night.  She kept thinking about the numbers.  She hadnôt 
gotten to the library before they closed, so she had been unable to check out the book Dr. 
Chapman wanted, and thus had nothing further to go on.  She tossed and turned for an hour 
before finally getting up and going to the kitchen for a cup of tea.  While the kettle was heating 



up, she stared again at the scrap of paper, turning it upside down to see if there was another 
way to read it.  Not this time.  Maybe only Dr. Chapman could solve this mystery. 

Trixie smiled.  She hadnôt been involved in a mystery ï well, other than the murder mystery 
show ï since high school.  After Honey had decided to go to New York University in the city to 
be close to her fianc®, Trixieôs older brother Brian, who was attending Columbia Medical School, 
Trixie had pretty much given up their childhood dream of the Belden-Wheeler Detective Agency.  
Brian, and Honeyôs brother Jim, were living their childhood dreams, but the fact was that most 
childhood fantasies were just that, fantasies. 

Even she and Jim hadnôt lasted.  They had broken up shortly before the girls graduated from 
high school.  It had taken them several months to start feeling like friends again, and then they 
had almost thrown that all away too.  That had been the day Trixie had moved here and Jim had 
discovered that she and Dan had become a couple.  Though it started off badly, with Jim 
storming out leaving Trixie in tears, it had really been the best day of their long relationship in 
quite some time.  Trixie had called Jim and they had had a long talk, getting everything out in 
the open, working things through until they had both realized how much they meant to each 
other.  It had taken some more time, but finally they had been able to bring their friendship back 
to what it had been.  Jim had accepted that Dan was in Trixieôs life, and Trixie had accepted that 
she and Jim were just friends.  But she valued that friendship, so she could live with that. 

In regard to her future, Trixie eventually decided that she and Honey and the other Bob-Whites 
had been through enough adventures and mysteries growing up that anything else would be 
anticlimactic.  Iôd probably spend my detective agency days tailing cheating husbands and 
looking for lost pets, she had thought cynically.  She was still interested in mysteries, just from a 
different angle these days.  Her studies in criminal justice had been leading her towards a 
career in forensics.  Her brothers had teased her mercilessly for it, since she had never had a 
proclivity towards science in high school.  ñBut this isnôt scienceò, she had declared, ñItôs fun!ò  
And it was just another way to solve a mystery. 

As she slowly stirred her tea waiting for it to cool off, she felt arms reaching around her from 
behind her chair and Dan was nuzzling her neck, ñI woke up and you were gone.ò 

ñIôm sorry, Dan.  Did I wake you?  I got up out of bed because I was worried about disturbing 
you.ò 

ñI was more disturbed by your absence than by your restlessness,ò Dan whispered.  ñWhat got 
you up out of bed?ò 

Trixie silently held up the scrap of paper and Dan chuckled softly, ñAlways on the trail of a 
mystery, Trix.  Youôll never change.ò  He kissed the top of her head.  ñThatôs why I love you.  But 
this is not a mystery, Trixie.  Dr. Chapman will explain it in the morning and that will be that.  
Come back to bed.ò  He pulled her from her chair and with arms around each other they headed 
back to the bedroom. 

******************************************* 

ñDad, Trixie Belden and Dan Mangan are here to see you.ò 



Dr. Chapman sat up in his hospital bed and smiled as his visitors entered the room.  He was the 
stereotypical picture of an English professor, with gray hair and neatly trimmed beard.  Trixie 
had taken a couple of his classes the last two years.  She thought he looked odd without his 
corduroy jacket with the leather elbow patches.  She didnôt know if he smoked or not, but she 
always thought a pipe would make the portrait complete. 

Trixie had the book in her hand, which she held out to him as they approached.  ñWe sure are 
glad to see that youôre okay, Dr. Chapman,ò Trixie said.  ñI picked up your book for you on our 
way over here.ò 

Dr. Chapman looked puzzled.  ñHow did you know I was looking for this book?ò 

Trixieôs face flushed slightly as she handed him the mysterious scrap of paper.  ñThis was in 
your hand when you passed out.  I picked it up.  Dan was the one that figured out who the 
numbers meant though.ò 

Dr. Chapman flipped through the book, then looked carefully at Trixie.  ñBut Iôll bet youôre 
wondering about the writing on the other side now, arenôt you?ò  Trixieôs face grew even redder 
and Dr. Chapman smiled, knowing he had hit the nail on the head.  ñWell, Miss Belden, your 
reputation proceeds you, you know.  Iôve heard about your adventures in Sleepyside.  I should 
have guessed that youôd want a hand in this mystery.ò 

ñSo, there is a mystery?ò  Trixie asked eagerly, forgetting her embarrassment. 

ñWell, to be honest, Iôm not sure.  But I secretly hope so!ò 

His daughter laughed, ñDad, itôs no secret that youôve been hoping to find some hidden family 
treasure for years!ò 

Dr. Chapman explained to Trixie and Dan, ñMy father used to tell me about a family treasure 
when I was a little boy.  He didnôt tell me much, only promised to tell me the whole story when I 
got older and could better understand.  Unfortunately, he died suddenly when I was only eight 
years old.  I never found out the whole story, and to be honest, Iôm not even sure if it was 
anything more than a fairy tale to put a little boy to sleep at night with fantastic dreams in his 
head. 

ñI never forgot that story though.  The Chapman family has come across some hard times 
recently.  My childhood home has become quite a valuable piece of property and weôre no 
longer able to afford the upkeep or taxes on it.  Weôre going to have to sell it, Iôm afraid, and 
move into a smaller house.  Just a couple of weeks ago, when we were cleaning out the attic, I 
found a box of my fatherôs things.  In one his notebooks was this scrap of paper.  Everybody 
tried to tell me it was nothing,ò he said, giving his daughter a slightly scornful look, which she 
gently ignored, ñBut my father was not prone to keeping scraps lying around.  And his 
notebooks were very important to him.  He kept a lot of personal notations and thoughts about 
art and literature in them.  He was a woodcarver by trade, but he had always wanted to write a 
book about the history of Albany.  I guess I became an English professor because of him.ò  He 
looked wistful and was silent for a moment, lost in his memories.  ñAnyway, I just had a feeling 
this scrap of paper was important; that it was a clue of some kind.ò 



Trixie felt a chill in her spine when she heard that word.  She loved clues.  Even Dan tightened 
his grip on her arm.  Trixieôs enthusiasm for adventure was highly contagious. 

ñSo, I see that you figured out it was the library call number as well.  I had just figured that out 
myself and was going to retrieve the book that day at the library when I had my attack.  Annie 
thinks I brought on the attack myself with the excitement.ò  He again gave his daughter a 
scolding look, but it was obvious he thought the world of her. 

He looked down at the book in his hands, New Hampshire, by Robert Frost.  ñNow, Iôm 

wondering again if Annie isnôt right.  I certainly donôt see how this book can be a clue to a 
mystery or a treasure.  Itôs probably been checked out hundreds of times since my father died.ò  
He flipped through the yellowed pages and Trixie held her breath, hoping against hope that a 
will or a treasure map would fall out of the book. 

When nothing appeared and Dr. Chapman had closed the book again, Trixie asked about the 
figures on the other side of the scrap of paper.   

ñI donôt know, Trixie.  Iôve wracked my brain, but I havenôt come up with any ideas yet.  Have 
you?ò 

Dan laughed, ñShe was up practically all night mulling it over.  She has to have had at least one 
idea by now.ò   

ñWell, I do.  At least part of it.  Could the P47 mean page 47?ò 

Dr. Chapman quickly opened the book again and leafed through until he came to page 47.  He 
studied the page carefully, but could discover no written message or hidden marks on it.  He 
handed the book to Trixie with a shrug. 

She read aloud the short poem that was found on the page: 



Fragmentary Blue 

Why make so much of fragmentary blue 

In here and there a bird, or butterfly, 

Or flower, or wearing-stone, or open eye, 

When heaven presents in sheets the solid hue? 

Since earth is earth, perhaps, not heaven (as yet)-- 

Though some savants make earth include the sky; 

And blue so far above us comes so high, 

It only gives our wish for blue a whet.  

Ann sighed, ñThatôs beautiful.  But it hardly seems like a clue or a secret cipher to some hidden 
treasure.ò 

ñI agree,ò her father said reluctantly, ñAnd it doesnôt help us with the last half of that code either.  
NW1911.  What could that possibly mean?ò 

Trixieôs brow was wrinkled as she concentrated hard on the poem.  If she was to succeed as a 
forensics specialist, she had to learn how to figure out puzzles just like this one.  Treasure or 
not, it had to have meant something to Dr. Chapmanôs father.  But what? 

A nurse came in to check Dr. Chapmanôs vitals.  He fussed and fidgeted while she did her job 
and needled the nurse constantly.  ñWhen does the warden release the prisoners around here, 
anyway?ò he asked gruffly. 

ñDr. Bryant will be by to see you after lunch and, as long as you donôt give me any grief between 
now and then, maybe heôll release you this afternoon.ò 

The exchange reminded Trixie of a moment in the library.  ñDr. Chapman!ò she shouted, 
startling everybody and earning a glare from the nurse as she left the room. Embarrassed, she 
continued on in a more inside tone of voice.  ñWhile we were waiting for the ambulance, you 
asked me something.  You asked, óWhen does?ô  What did you mean?  What were you waiting 
for?ò 

Dr. Chapman looked puzzled.  ñI donôt remember asking you anything.  In fact, I donôt remember 
saying anything at all.ò 

ñWell, you did,ò Trixie insisted gently, ñYou grabbed my wrist while I was looking at that scrap 
and you said, óWhen does?ô  I thought maybe you were asking when the paramedics would 
arrive.ò 

òWell, I was pretty out of it,ò Dr. Chapman acknowledged, ñI suppose thatôs what I could have 
been asking.  But I donôt remember hearing any ï ñ He broke off suddenly and it seemed a light 
had gone off in his head.  ñOf course!  I remember now!  The page of the notebook where I 
found this scrap of paper was almost completely empty, and I remember thinking how unusual 
that was.  My fatherôs notebooks were always filled with his handwriting, every inch of every 
page, and often the margins too.  But this page had only one word on it.  Fenestra.ò 



ñBut what does that have to do with ï ?ò Trixie interrupted impatiently.  Dan put his hand on her 
shoulder, silently imploring her to let the professor continue. 

ñI had no idea what it meant and while I was looking for this book I suddenly remembered my 
Latin.  Fenestra means ówindowô in Latin.  I wasnôt asking you óWhen doesô, Trixie.  I was telling 
you ówindowsô. 

Trixie still looked puzzled, ñBut that doesnôt mean anything to me.  Why would you tell me that?ò 

ñI donôt know, Trixie.  An old manôs delirium.  It had just come to me right before I started having 
those terrible pains in my chest.  It probably has nothing to do with anything.  I guess it was just 
wishful thinking that a family fortune would appear now, when we need it most.ò 

Dan noticed that Dr. Chapman was beginning to look tired and decided it was time they left.  
ñWeôd better let you get some rest, Dr. Chapman, or Nurse Ratched will never let the doctor 
release you this afternoon,ò he smiled. 

He and Trixie made their goodbyes and returned to Mrs. Howardôs boarding house, where they 
each went to their separate rooms.  Though they often spent the night with each other, Trixie 
insisted they keep their separate rooms. She didnôt want to arose the wrath of Mrs. Howard, 
who had appointed herself their grandmother and liked to try and keep all of her young boarders 
in line.  

******************************************* 

Trixie tried to work on some of her homework that afternoon, but found she couldnôt 
concentrate.  She decided to go out for a walk.  Before long, she found herself in front of the 
library.  The sun was shining brilliantly on this crisp autumn afternoon and thinking of Dr. 
Chapman and his Latin, she decided to go inside and admire the stained glass windows that 
were close to a hundred years old.  Three of them were situated above the front doors and 
every time Trixie walked into the library, she felt like she was walking into a rainbow, as the sun 
spilled through the windows and scattered greens and golds across the marble entryway. 

Most of the windows were done in shades of green and gold and brown, earth tones.  But two 
always drew Trixieôs attention because of the different colors they contained.  One had a figure 
of a woman adorned in rich purple, holding a lamp in her hand.  This window was one of five 
situated on the southern wall of the library.  The area in front of the windows had some tables 
where students could read.  The woman in the window always reminded Trixie of her two best 
friends, Honey Wheeler and Diana Lynch.  Honeyôs hair was the same golden brown color as 
the woman in the window, and purple always made Trixie think of Diana and her lovely violet 
eyes. 

Trixieôs other favorite window was off by itself near the stairway to the second floor of the library.  
It didnôt get as much sun where it was located, but something about it always drew Trixieôs 
attention.  Like many of the windows, it had a Latin inscription on it.  It said ñNova Initia E Fineò.  
Trixieôs knowledge of Latin was very limited, but from what she could gather it meant something 
to the effect of, ñA new beginning from the endò.  The phrase and the windowôs dark appearance 
always reminded her of her very first adventure, shortly after Honey and her parents had moved 
to the Manor House and the two girls had discovered Jim up at Ten Acres.  The estate had 
belonged to Jimôs great-uncle, but had fallen into disrepair.  It ended up burning to the ground 



after Jimôs evil stepfather Jonesy had carelessly thrown a cigarette into the old tinderbox.  Jim 
had run away again and Honey and Trixie had gone off to find him and tell him about the 
inheritance they had discovered in the ashes of the mansion.  It was their first mystery, and well, 
the rest was history. 

Trixie stood staring at this stained glass window, memories racing through her mind.  She tried 
concentrating on the window instead.  Its rich browns and golds didnôt catch much light, but 
there was a little patch of blue for the sky up in the corner.  Just a small fragment that always 
seemed to ï  

Trixie gasped and looked down at the other inscription on the window.  There was one similar to 
it on all the stained glass windows in the library.  She spun around and looked at the front 
entryway.  The sun was just starting to set and the windows above the front doors, which faced 
directly west got the full force of the sun through the colored glass. 

Trixie turned again and looked at the window by the stairway, then ran out of the library, pulling 
her cell phone out of her pocket as she went.  

******************************************* 

At Trixieôs urgent call, Dan had driven by the hospital to pick up Ann and Dr. Chapman, who 
was just then being released, and brought them to the library.  It was almost closing time, but 
Trixie had asked one of the librarians for permission to stay after the doors were locked.  She 
was waiting now to see if the head librarian would approve her unusual request. 

ñWhat is this all about, Trixie?ò Dan asked as he and the Chapmans joined her near the front 
desk. 

ñYouôll see,ò Trixie promised.  The librarian on duty, Miss Markum, was coming towards her with 
a book in her hand. 

ñMrs. Neal said you could stay for a little while,ò she confirmed, then held out the book, ñBy the 
way, Trixie, you accidentally left this behind at the murder mystery show.ò  She handed over 
Trixieôs Lucy Radcliffe novel.   

ñDr. Chapman, weôre all so glad youôre okay,ò Miss Markum smiled.  She patted his arm fondly 
before leaving the quartet and returning to reshelving books at the opposite end of the library. 

Trixie dropped her book on top of the ornately carved check-out desk and led her party over to 
the window.  ñFenestra!ò she proclaimed, waving her hand towards the window. 

When everybody remained silent, she continued, ñThese windows were presented as gifts to the 
school from various graduating classes.  Later classes helped to restore the old windows to their 
former glory.ò  She paused for effect.  ñWith the help of the Chapman Stained Glass Studio.ò 

Dr. Chapman drew his breath in sharply, ñMy grandfather started that studio.  He passed it on to 
my Uncle Clinton.  My cousins still operate it today.ò 



Trixie went on, ñLook who donated this window.ò  She pointed down to the bottom of the 
window, where a plate of colored glass was inscribed, ñPresented by the Class of 1911.  
Restored by the Class of 1932.ò  Her friends still looked puzzled. 

ñThis window doesnôt get much light until nearly the end of the day, because of where itôs 
located.ò 

Dan smiled broadly, ñThe northwest corner of the library!  NW1911!ò 

ñThatôs right!ò Trixie looked at him with fond admiration.  ñAnd just today I was noticing that little 
patch, that little fragment of blue on a window otherwise decorated in dark browns and golds.ò 

ñFragmentary Blue!ò Ann gasped, drawing her hand up to her mouth. 

Dr. Chapman could barely contain his excitement.  ñBut the window is getting some light now,ò 
he stated.  Four pairs of eyes followed the small shaft of blue light to where it ended against the 
edge of the check-out desk.  ñAnd Iôm willing to bet this is the original desk.  What do you think, 
Detective Belden?ò 

Trixie nodded her head vigorously, curls bouncing and blue eyes shining.  Quickly, the four of 
them hurried to the desk and began running their hands along the ornately carved oak, feeling 
for anything unusual in the crevices and ridges.  The desk was very large and soon the four of 
them were spread out around it.  Trixie stubbornly stuck to the area where the blue light had first 
shone on the desk.  Suddenly, amidst the intertwining vines and flowers carved into the wood 
she saw it.  The small initials ñCCò. 

ñDr. Chapman,ò she called softly.  He hurried over and she pointed to her discovery. 

ñCarter Chapman,ò he gasped in disbelief.  ñMy father.  He must have created this desk for the 
library.  He never told me that.ò 

Together, they pressed hard against the initials and suddenly, a small drawer popped out of the 
desk.  Dan and Ann hurried over at the sound and stood behind Trixie and Dr. Chapman, 
craning their necks to look into the small drawer.  It appeared to be empty.  But Dr. Chapman 
reached his hand in towards the back of the drawer.  Trixie held her breath.  Slowly, a smile 
spread across Dr. Chapmanôs face, and he withdrew a small blue velvet bag.  Dr. Chapman 
opened it and looked inside.  He drew out the most beautiful sapphire necklace Trixie had ever 
seen.  Ann burst into tears and hugged Dan in her excitement. 

ñI know this,ò Dr. Chapman said softly, fighting his own tears.  ñThis belonged to my great-
grandmother.  We have a portrait of her at the house wearing it.  Nobody knew what became of 
it.  I donôt even know why it was hidden in the first place.ò 

ñFor such a time as this, I suppose,ò Dan said. 

ñIndeed.ò Dr. Chapman turned to his daughter, ñNow we can keep the house in the family.  And 
of course, I will be sending a large donation to the university library as well.  Itôs the least I can 
do, since they kept such good care of our family treasure all these years.ò  He and Ann 
embraced as Trixie and Dan stared fondly at each another. 



Dr. Chapman gave Trixie a hug too, ñI should have known that when Trixie Belden came to 
town, this mystery would be solved in no time.  You are going to be a terrific forensics specialist, 
young lady.  Iôll bet the FBI hires you on the spot after you graduate.ò  Trixie blushed happily. 

ñWhy, Trixie!  Youôre a real-life Nancy Drew!ò  Ann exclaimed, hugging her joyfully. 

Trixie frowned, ñWho is she?ò 

ñSheôs a fictional female detective.  Why, Trixie Belden, donôt tell me youôve never read any 
Nancy Drew books!ò 

Turning her pert nose up in the air, Trixie sniffed, ñOf course not!  A girl is loyal to her favorites.  
Thereôs no one but Lucy Radcliffe for me!ò  And picking up her book from where she had left it 
on top of the Chapman family treasure chest, she turned and with a smile walked out of the 
library into the setting sun. 

CHAPTER 5 ï MY NOVEMBER GUEST 

Diana fumbled with the key to her apartment, dancing anxiously from foot to foot as she heard 
the telephone ringing inside.  Finally, she got the door open and hastily dropping the grocery 
bags on the couch by the door, she ran to pick up the phone.  ñHello?ò 

ñDiana?  Itôs Tad.ò   

Diana was momentarily disappointed.  She had been hoping it was someone else. 

Her silence prompted Tad to clarify, ñTad Webster.ò 

Diana giggled, ñLike I know so many men named Tad.  Hi, how are you?ò 

ñPretty good.  And you?ò 

ñOh, Iôm okay, I guess.ò 
 
òYou donôt sound okay.ò 

Dianaôs bottom lip trembled a little.  It had been three weeks since she and Wayne had broken 
up.  She really was okay.  But she still had relapses now and then.  They had run into each 
other that weekend at a local dance club, and Diana had been somewhat hopefully awaiting his 
call.  Stupid, she thought.  You need to get over this, Diana.  Just like you got over all the 
others.  

ñDiana?ò 

ñIôm sorry, Tad.  Iôm here.  I guess Iôm just a little down in the dumps today, thatôs all.  No 
biggie.ò 

ñNo biggie?  No biggie?  I think itôs a huge biggie!ò Tad shouted dramatically.  ñWhat can I do to 
cheer you up?ò 



Tad was always able to make her laugh.  Despite the miles between them, they had remained 
good friends during the last few years.  Theyôd go out to see a movie or stop for a burger and 
fries at Wimpyôs when Diana came to Sleepyside to visit her family.  And once or twice a year, 
Tad would fly out to Chicago to see her.  Next to Nick Roberts, Tad was Dianaôs best non-Bob-
White friend.  He always had a joke to share with her, or a funny story of something that had 
happened to him in Sleepyside, and he never failed to get a smile out of her when he flashed 
his lopsided, dimpled grin.  She wished she could see it now. 

ñOh, just talk to me.  Whatôs going on in Sleepyside?  I bet itôs beautiful there right now.ò She felt 
a pang of homesickness. 

ñItôs gorgeous, Diana.  The most beautiful fall Iôve ever seen.  Spi ï that is, Steve and Sarah are 
going on a driving tour of New England over the holiday weekend.ò  Steve was Tadôs older 
brother.  Most people still called him by his nickname, Spider, but his new wife Sarah was 
deathly afraid of spiders, so they were trying to phase that out.  It still sounded strange to Tad 
though.  ñWhat are you doing for Thanksgiving?ò 

Diana rolled her eyes in remembrance, ñOh, Iôve dug a big hole for myself!  Wait ótil you hear!  
Mummy and Daddy are bringing both sets of twins to Chicago for the weekend.  Theyôll be here 
later this afternoon.  And theyôre driving!  Can you imagine 13 hours in a mini-van with Larry and 
Terry and Kristy and Kayla?ò 

Tad laughed, ñSounds like an adventure.  Why are they driving?ò 

òFor the experience, Daddy says.  I think heôs in the early stages of dementia.ò 

ñSo, whatôs this big hole youôre in?ò 

ñWell, I wanted my parents to have a little break after the trip, so theyôre staying in one of the 
ritzy hotels downtown for the weekend...while I am having the boys and girls camp out here at 
my place.  And Iôm fixing Thanksgiving dinner on top of that.ò 

Tad chortled, ñMan, you are so screwed, Di.  Will your faithful roommate be there to help?ò 

Diana snorted, ñOf course not!  Nick is going skiing in Vail with his friend Mike Reed.  The 
minute he heard what I was doing, he was calling the airline to make reservations.ò  She made a 
face at her roommate, who had just come into the apartment from the laundry room.  He stuck 
his tongue out at her in return and took his laundry basket to his room to finish packing for his 
trip.   

Nick and Diana were both art majors at the University of Chicago and over the summer had 
found a spacious loft with fantastic natural lighting that they could share not far from the 
campus.  It was strictly platonic.  Diana wasnôt exactly Nickôs type.  Mike, on the other hand, 
definitely was.   

Nick had come out to Diana the summer after their freshman year in college.  Diana was 
uncomfortable at first, but the longer she thought about it, the more she realized that Nick was 
exactly the same person he was before ï a true friend and confidant.  Growing up in quaint little 
Sleepyside certainly had not prepared Diana for all the realities of the world she had been 
exposed to the past couple of years in Chicago.  Trixie Belden had done her part to expose her 



to all sorts of danger growing up as she dragged her on her many adventures, and that was all 
the reality Diana could handle as a teenager. 

Nick had needed Dianaôs friendship and support when he told his parents he was gay.  His 
father hadnôt spoken to him for several months; his mother had cried every time she spoke to 
her only child.  But eventually, they accepted Nick for who he was and loved him because he 
was their son.  Nick wasnôt sure theyôd ever really be comfortable with it, but the worst was over 
and he was thankful Diana had stood by him during that difficult period in his life. 

Nick didnôt talk about his sexuality, but it wasnôt exactly a secret either.  ñIf anyone asks, Iôm not 
going to lie,ò he said, ñBut seriously, do you walk into a party and announce to everybody there 
that youôre a heterosexual woman?  Itôs nobodyôs business,ò Nick had concluded.  And that was 
the end of it. 

Nickôs sexual preferences didnôt bother Diana, but she wasnôt sure how Tad would feel about it.  
It wasnôt her place to say anything, but she sometimes wondered if Tad wasnôt just a little 
jealous of her relationship with Nick.  If he only knew. 

ñSo what do you say?  Feel like flying to Chicago for a little tweenie turkey torture this 
weekend?ò  Diana joked. 

ñFunny you should mention that.ò Tad paused, and then in a rush said, ñIôm at OôHare.  Iôm 
sorry, Di.  I didnôt know your family was going to be in town.  I should have called and asked 
first.  It was just kind of a spur of the ïñ 

ñTad, donôt move!  Iôll be there in about half an hour to pick you up!ò 

"Diana!ò  But she had already hung up the phone.  Tad scanned the address book on his cell 
and connected with Diôs cell phone.  It rang and rang until finally her voicemail picked up.  
Frustrated, Tad hung up and dialed again. 

It rang several times again before Diana breathlessly picked up. ñToo late, Tadster.  Iôm already 
in the car.  Youôre not escaping now.  I need all the help I can get.ò 

ñAre you sure, Di?  I really donôt want to intrude.ò 

ñYou donôt want to intrude?  Or you donôt want to spend Thanksgiving weekend chaperoning my 
brothers and sisters?ò 

Tad laughed, ñBoth!ò  The truth was, Tad really wanted to see Diana.  And if that meant 
spending the weekend with four unruly kids, it was a small price to pay. 

Tad was planning on graduating the next spring with a Business Administration degree and he 
had been looking at employment opportunities in the Chicago area, just out of curiosity.  Maybe 
if he lived closer, he could finally make Diana see how crazy he was about her.   

Tad had always been a bit of a ladiesô man.  But despite dating several beautiful, smart, sexy 
women over the last couple of years, none of them had been able to hold a candle to Diana 
Lynch.  And every time he broke up with one of these women, the first thing he wanted to do 



was to call Diana and spill his heart out to her.  He noticed that she did the same thing 
whenever one of her relationships ended.  She wanted to talk to him, not Nick, he thought a little 
smugly.  He couldnôt imagine though why any sane man would end a relationship with Di.  She 
was intelligent and rich and cultured and sexy, and by god she was beautiful!  Tad felt his heart 
thumping harder just thinking about her long, blue-black tresses, her dazzling violet eyes, her 
thick black eyelashes, her full lustrous lips...30 minutes couldnôt go by fast enough for him! 

He was jostled from his daydreaming when two rowdy young boys ran into him with one of the 
airportôs rental carts piled high with luggage.  They didnôt hit him very hard, but their mother 
yelled at them in a strained tone of voice and apologized to Tad.  He smiled to let her know he 
was okay then looked down at the two hooligans.  They looked to be about nine or ten years 
old, about the same age as Dianaôs twin sisters.  And this weekend would be double that, two 

sets of twins.  God help him.  He wondered if heôd have any time to be alone with Diana.  Did 
the little monsters sleep at all?  He supposed wine was out of the question, but he could give 
them extra helpings of turkey and wait for the tryptophan to kick in. 

Tad was used to being the little brother, not the big brother.  And Spider, er...Steve, ten years 
his senior, had practically raised him after their parents died in a car accident when Tad was 
only nine years old.  Tad was a good student and an all-star athlete.  He hadnôt gotten into any 
real trouble growing up, just typical teenage antics.  But he guessed Steve might say he was as 
much trouble as two sets of twins.  Tad made up his mind to try to cut the Lynch kids a break 
this weekend.  Maybe theyôd even have fun. 

He settled down on a bench near the sliding doors where he would be sure to see Diana as 
soon as she pulled up in her little red sports car.  He watched the crowds flowing in and out of 
the airport, everybody trying to get somewhere the day before Thanksgiving.  Steve and Sarah 
had been married in September.  Her family lived in Vermont and thatôs where Steve and Sarah 
were headed for the holiday.  They had invited Tad along, but heôd felt awkward about being the 
third wheel to newlyweds and had begged off with an excuse about studying for his finals.  As 
soon as they had left Tuesday morning however, Tad started regretting his decision.  He didnôt 
want to spend Thanksgiving alone.  On an impulse, he had gone online to check out flights into 
Chicago, fearing they would be way out of his budget.  But he somehow managed to find an 
overnight flight that he could use his frequent flier miles with and had booked it without a second 
thought.  He had debated the wisdom of his rash behavior all during the flight and had arrived at 
OôHare at 4:00 that morning, waiting anxiously at the airport until an appropriate time to call 
Diana.  As a result, he had not gotten much sleep and while he waited for his ride, he leaned his 
head back against the pillar behind his bench and dozed off. 

********************************* 

Diana found him there, in a bit more than a doze.  His mouth was hanging open and he was 
snoring a little.  Diana tried not to laugh as she leaned over to shake him awake.  ñMr. Webster, 
your car has arrived,ò she said in a stiff, formal voice. 

Tad jerked awake, trying to remember where he was, and why this beautiful angel was hovering 
over him.  ñHave I died and gone to Heaven?ò he asked as he smiled up at her. 

ñNot yet, but after this weekend, you might wish you were dead,ò said Diana.  ñWeôve got to 
hurry and get back so I can finish cleaning up the loft before my family gets here.  Come on!  Iôm 
double parked.ò  She grabbed his bag in one hand and his arm in the other and hustled him 



back out the door where her car was sitting unattended with the four-ways blinking.  An airport 
security officer had wandered over, but one sweet smile from Diana and all was forgiven.  She 
threw Tadôs bag into the trunk and they quickly hopped into the car and drove off before the 
security officer could change his mind and give them a lecture. 

Diana behind the wheel was an adventure.  Tadôs heart was in his throat as she sped along I-90 
toward Hyde Park, darting from lane to lane.  The top was down on this unseasonably warm 
November day and Dianaôs hair waved behind her like a flag as she talked a mile a minute.  Tad 
couldnôt hear her above the wind, so he simply nodded along, hoping he wasnôt volunteering 
himself for anything.  By the time they got off the freeway and were pulling into the underground 
parking garage at Dianaôs building, Tadôs ears were ringing and his face was red and wind 
chapped.  Diana honked at another car pulling out as they were pulling in.  Tad didnôt recognize 
the driver, but he saw Nick Roberts in the passenger seat waving to them and he waved back.  
ñWas that that Mike Reed guy?ò 

ñYeah, dreamy, isnôt he?ò Diana said with a sly smile on her face.  Tad narrowed his eyes.  It 
was bad enough competing with Nick Roberts.  Did he have another guy to compete with as 
well? 

Diana continued, ñMaybe youôll get to meet him when they get back from Vail.  How long are 
you staying, anyway?ò 

òMy flight leaves late Sunday night.  Iôve got another red-eye to deal with.  Iôm going to be 
sleepwalking through my classes Monday.ò 

"Well, Nick said theyôd be back about noon Saturday.  So we can all go out to dinner that night, 
or lunch Sunday or something.ò 

Great, Tad thought cynically, itôll be like The Dating Game. They pulled into Dianaôs parking 

spot, got Tadôs bag out of the trunk and headed for the elevators.  ñWhen is your family heading 
back to Sleepyside?ò he asked, half hoping she would say right after Thanksgiving dinner. 

ñSaturday morning.  Why?  You thinking of hitching a ride back with them?ò  Diana grinned 
impishly. 

The thought of a two-day drive back to Sleepyside with every Lynch except the one he most 
wanted to be with horrified Tad.  ñUm, no, definitely not.  Just curious, thatôs all.  Whatôs their 
plan for the rest of the visit?ò 

ñWeôre all going to the parade tomorrow morning downtown.  Typical Thanksgiving stuff the rest 
of the day.  Mummy wants to go Christmas shopping with me Friday.  Daddyôs going to take the 
kids to the Science Museum while we do that.ò 

Each event on the itinerary brought Tadôs hopes of being alone with Diana lower and lower.  Itôs 
not that he minded being with Dianaôs family; they were great.  But he had been thinking and 
planning for days how to finally tell Diana how he really felt about her and he didnôt want to 
launch that finely honed speech in front of an audience.  He was thinking about just chucking 
the whole thing, throwing her against the wall right now and kissing her until she passed out 
from lack of oxygen, when the elevator doors opened.  They rode up to Diana and Nickôs loft on 
the sixth floor, stopping at ground level to pick up two very pretty blond college girls.  Tad had 



completely zoned out by that time and didnôt notice their openly admiring glances or the 
somewhat possessive look on Dianaôs face as she observed them.  When they reached her 
floor, she dragged Tad out of the elevator to her apartment and immediately steered him 
towards her bedroom.  That brought Tad smack back to awareness. 

òWhy, Miss Lynch!ò he exclaimed, hoping he didnôt sound too flippant, ñAm I about to become 
entrapped in your web of seduction?ò 

ñYou need some sleep, Tad.  Youôre brain dead.  Iôve already cleaned Nickôs room ï the girls 
are sleeping in there this weekend.  You crash on my bed and Iôll wake you up when the troops 
arrive.ò 

ñYou donôt need any help cleaning or anything?ò he offered half-heartedly. 

Diana shot him a withering glance, ñYou forget Iôve seen your apartment, Tad.  Your idea of 
clean would not pass a Lynch inspection.  And most certainly not in the state youôre in right 
now.  Go take a nap.ò 

Tad didnôt argue.  He stumbled into Dianaôs room and she shut the door behind him.  He kicked 
off his shoes and threw himself wearily onto the bed, which was covered with a cream-colored 
comforter dotted with small purple flowers.  He drew a pillow under his head.  It had a dark 
purple satin pillowcase and he could smell Dianaôs scent on it.  He breathed it in deeply, 
wondering how he was ever going to get to sleep now, but exhaustion won out over desire and 
he was soon fast asleep, dreaming about walking hand-in-hand with Diana in a violet-covered 
meadow.  

*********************************  

ñAre you surviving Turkey Day, Di?ò Nick asked. 

Diana cradled the phone between her ear and her shoulder as she continued mashing 
potatoes.  ñYes, I am.  No thanks to you, traitor.  Mummy and Daddy went back to their hotel 
after the parade to pick up our fully dressed turkey from the hotel kitchen, but I am making 
everything else myself.ò 

ñWell, my love, I am sorry Iôm not there to see that.  But I am quite happy here in Colorado.  At 
the moment, I am sitting in front of a roaring fire, sipping cider, and playing poker.ò 
 
ñStrip poker?ò 

ñNo.  Not in mixed company and never on holidays.  How are the twins squared?ò 

ñTheyôre behaving beautifully, thank you very much.  Tad is playing Sorry! with them right now.  I 
didnôt even know kids still played board games these days.ò 

ñI didnôt know Tad still played board games.  So, has he played any games with you yet?ò 
 
ñWell, we all played Disney Scene It last night, but Iôve been busy cooking since we got back 
from the parade.ò 



Nick shook his head wearily.  He adored Diana, but for a brunette, she acted soéblond 
sometimes.  ñNot those kind of games, Di.  I mean has he made the moves on you yet?ò 

Diana looked up through the breakfast bar out into the living room.  Tad was staring at her.  
Embarrassed, Diana turned around to the stove and lowered her voice to a conspiratorial 
whisper, ñTad Webster?  Youôre crazy.  Weôre just friends, Nick.ò 

ñReally?  He flies out to Chicago two or three times a year to see you, he calls you at least once 
a week and every time his heart gets broken, and right now heôs playing games with your kid 

brothers and sisters on Thanksgiving Day.  Get a clue, Di.ò 

ñHoney and Trixie came out to see me this summer,ò Diana offered weakly. 

ñYeah, and that was the first time since we started college.  You guys see each other when you 
go home to Sleepyside for visits.  Tad goes out of his way to be with you.  Iôm telling you, heôs 
smitten, kitten.  And donôt tell me the thought has never crossed your mind either.ò 

ñWell...ò 

òCome on, Di.  Tell Uncle Nicky all about it.ò 

Lowering her voice even further, so that Nick had to press his ear tight to his cell phone to hear 
her, Diana confided, ñThere were these two blond bimbos on the elevator yesterday when I 
brought Tad home.  They stared him up and down like a piece of Grade A beef and...well...it 
made me jealous.ò 

Nick laughed, ñI told you.  You need to stop thinking of him as just a friend, Diana.ò 

She looked out into the living room again.  Tad was standing with his back to her, doing some 
ridiculous dice-rolling dance for luck while the kids rolled with laughter on the floor in front of 
him.  She admired his posterior for a moment, then blushed and turned back to the stove.  
ñWell, he is cute.ò 

ñCute?  Heôs an Adonis, Diana!ò  He thought about the other guys she had dated, who had all 
broken her heart one by one, leaving her sobbing in Nickôs arms.  ñAnd he makes you laugh.  
He doesnôt make you cry.  Thatôs important.ò 

The gravy was starting to bubble.  Diana turned the heat down and guardedly glanced back 
over her shoulder.  Tad was leaning over the counter and Diana jumped in surprise, nearly 
dropping the bowl of half-mashed potatoes onto the tile floor.  ñTad!  You scared me!ò 

ñSorry.  I just wanted to make sure you didnôt need any help.ò 

Diana put on her most confident and relaxed smile, though she was feeling neither confident nor 
relaxed at the moment.  Thank goodness she had been in drama club in high school!  ñNo thank 
you, Tad.  Keeping my brothers and sisters occupied is more than enough help.ò 



Tad shrugged and grabbed a handful of black olives from the relish tray, ñOkay.  Just holler if 
you need anything.ò  He looked a little green-eyed as he reluctantly added, ñTell Nick I said hi.ò  
And he went back to the game, which was starting to get a little rambunctious. 

Diana ducked her head into the refrigerator, looking for the milk, but thankful for the cool blast of 
air on her flushed face.  ñAre you sure, Nick?  I donôt want to make a fool out of myself...again.ò 

ñSweetie, trust me.  I am the Master Romancer and I can definitely see the two of you holding 
hands over a candlelit table.  True, I didnôt picture four children and your parents there also, but 
you take what you can get.  Kiss the man.  Do it soldier!  Do it now!ò he shouted in his best boot 
camp voice. 

ñI am not doing it now!ò Diana growled under her breath, crouching down to get the mixer from a 
lower cabinet so that Tad wouldnôt see or hear her. 

ñWell, do it soon, Diana dear.  Or at least prepare yourself that Tad might.ò 

ñAnd how am I supposed to prepare myself for that?ò 

ñI donôt know.  Keep your lip gloss handy.  No man wants to kiss dried-out lips.ò 

Diana giggled nervously, ñYou are no help at all.  Master Romancer, my foot!ò 

ñAll right.  All right.  How about this?  Flirt with him.ò 

ñFlirt with him?  Thatôs your advice?  Who gave you this Master Romancer title anyway?ò 

ñI conferred it upon myself.  Trust me, this will work.  See how he reacts.ò 
 
òI know how heôs going to react,ò Diana replied scathingly, ñHeôs a man.ò 

Nick sighed, ñDiana, take a little trip down memory lane with me, will you?  I want you to think 
back to those other men.  Those prð,ñ he stopped himself, cleared his throat, and came up with 
a better word, ñpinheads who just wanted to jump in the sack with you.ò 

Dianaôs face fell.  ñYou mean those two guys I stupidly slept with on the first date?ò 

ñNo, I mean all the guys you have dated, Diana.  It doesnôt matter if they were patient prðñ Nick 
again choked back what he really thought about these men, ñpigs.  They didnôt want to get into 
your mind or into your heart, Di.  All they cared about was getting into your bed.  And once they 
got what they wanted, or when they didnôt get what they wanted, they left you crying on my 
shoulder.ò 

Diana bit her lip.  She didnôt want to talk about her many failed relationships on Thanksgiving.  
ñWhat is your point, Nick?ò 

ñMy point is, I want you to recall how those jerks looked when you flirted with them.  Then, I 
want you to ply your feminine wiles on the Tadpole and carefully watch his reaction.  You will 
see the difference, Diana.ò 



Diana thought carefully about that for a moment.  ñWhat difference?ò 

ñJust trust me, Diana.  Tad Webster wants to get into you.  Every bit of you.  Heôs been carrying 
this torch for more than two years now.  He cares about you.  Heôs loyal.  Heôs devoted.  And 
you deserve someone like that in your life.ò 

ñI have someone like that in my life,ò Diana said gently, ñYou.ò 

ñSweetie, this isnôt an episode of Will and Grace.  I canôt make you happy the way Tad can.  And 
Iôm sure you can do amazing things to his ïñ 

ñAll right, Nick!  Youôve made your point.  Donôt be vulgar.ò 

ñI was going to say óegoô.ò 

Diana sniffed in disbelief, ñYeah. Sure you were, potty mouth.ò 

Nick chuckled.  ñI gotta go.  The slopes are calling.  But think about it, okay?  Happy 
Thanksgiving, Diana.  I love you.ò 

ñI love you too, Nicholas.  Happy Thanksgiving.ò  She hung up the phone and looked out into the 
living room once again.  Tad had won the game and was proving to be a very sore winner.  He 
was pointing his fingers at the kids chanting, ñSorry! Sorry! Sorry!ò in a taunting sing-song 
voice.  Larry and Terry used their combined strength to push him over onto the floor, and Kristy 
and Kayla poked him in the ribs, where Diana had told them he was the most ticklish.  Still 
singing his victory mantra, Tad burst out into uncontrollable laughter.  Diana smiled and moved 
toward the door to let her parents in as the door buzzer struggled to be heard above the ruckus. 

*********************************  

Thanks to precautions taken by the Lynches, dinner was a relatively quiet affair.  Dianaôs 
parents had each taken a seat at one of the tableôs ends and had arranged the remainder of the 
seating to avoid having any young children sitting directly next to each other.  Diana sat 
between her brothers on one side of the table, while Tad sat between the girls on the other.  
This avoided many potential issues such as elbowing one another, stealing food from plates, 
and the always popular, ñSheôs looking at me, Mom!ò 

The food was delicious and everybody complimented Diana on her cooking, which pleased her 
immensely.  They politely ignored the lumps found in the gravy and the slightly blackened 
bottoms of the rolls.  For her first attempt at such a large meal, she had done very well. 

Partway through the meal, Kristy suddenly glared at Larry, who was sitting across from her.  
ñGet your foot off my leg, nerd-bomber!ò 

"Iôm not touching you, dog breath!ò 

ñChildren!ò Mrs. Lynch admonished in a firm tone.  ñThere will be no name calling on 
Thanksgiving.ò 



ñDoes that mean I can call her names tomorrow?ò Larry asked, his expression deceptively 
innocent. 

Tad hid a smile in his napkin.  He knew showing amusement at the kidsô antics would only spur 
them on.  He well remembered that tactic from when he was a boy.  Just then, he felt something 
on his leg.  He thought about kicking back and calling Larry a toad face, just for fun, when he 
suddenly realized that Larry was not the Lynch who was playing footsie with him. 

Slowly bringing his eyes up to gaze upon the beauty directly across from him, he raised his 
eyebrows slightly.  A small, coy smile appeared on Dianaôs face, and her eyes twinkled 
seductively as she stared at him.  Tad gulped.  He glanced first at Mr. Lynch, then at Mrs. Lynch 
out of the corner of his eye, but they were occupied with the younger children. 

Diana had maneuvered her toes under Tadôs pant leg and was now stroking his shin quite 
provocatively.  Tad couldnôt take his eyes off her and he had to forcibly clench his jaw to keep it 
from dropping open in surprise.  She was sipping her water, staring at him pointedly over the rim 
of the glass.  Her eyes looked like liquid amethysts.  Nervously, he dropped his fork with a 
clatter on his plate. 

ñCompanyôs coming!ò shouted all four children in unison. 

ñWhat?ò Tad asked, confused. 

Mr. Lynch explained, ñItôs an old superstition that says when somebody drops silverware, they 
will soon receive a visitor at their door.  What did you drop?ò 
 
òMy fork.ò 

òThen it will be a female visitor.  Just like the day Dianaôs mother arrived at my door while I was 
doing dishes in my shabby little apartment.ò  He smiled fondly at his beautiful wife.  ñOr so the 
legend goes.ò 

Kristy and Kayla giggled.  Larry and Terry looked irked.  Girls did not interest them.  Diana 
blushed and focused on her broccoli casserole.  Mr. and Mrs. Lynch smiled lovingly at each 
other across the table. 

Tad looked dumbstruck.  He wondered what sort of dinnerware he had to drop to get company 
to leave.  Dianaôs foot had returned to his leg and had made its way up to his knee.  Damn, she 
has long legs, he thought.  He covertly put one hand under the table and caressed her toes.  
Unfortunately, this did not have the effect he anticipated.  Diana tried vainly to suppress a yelp.  
As her family stared at her, she covered by feigning a coughing spasm.  ñOlive pit,ò she 
explained with a mortified look on her face. 

Her toes are ticklish.  That is very, very interesting, Tad thought, and mentally filed that tidbit 
away for future use.  He stifled a grin and looked at Diana with mock concern in his dark brown 
eyes, ñAre you okay?ò 

ñIôm fine, thanks,ò she said, throwing in an extra cough for good measure.  She silently 
threatened him with her eyes, so he didnôt say anything else; he merely picked his roll up off his 
plate and bit into it with delight, his eyes sparkling back at her.  



********************************* 

After dozens of card games and parlor games and board games and video games, Mr. and Mrs. 
Lynch finally left for their hotel late that night, confident that their younger children were 
sufficiently exhausted not to give Diana or Tad any trouble.  Diana got the girls tucked into bed 
shortly thereafter, while Tad unrolled the sleeping bags for the boys in the living room.  He had 
slept on the couch the night before and would do so again, though the events at dinner had him 
pondering other sleeping arrangements. 

Diana came down the hall in her t-shirt and sweatpants to turn off the lights and say goodnight.  
The look Tad gave her made her heart miss a beat.  Nick had been right, as usual.  Tadôs 
expression wasnôt like those other men, who might as well have had their tongues hanging on 
the floor and their eyes popping from their sockets like cartoon characters they were so horny.  
Tadôs eyes were deep pools of chocolate and he looked at her like he wanted nothing more than 
to hold her in his arms while they slept.  She was sure he was interested in more than that, but 
Nickôs presumptions had been very accurate; Tad was interested in her, not just her body. She 
remembered how nervous he had been when she had toyed with him at the dinner table.  For all 
his braggadocio he really had a gentlemanly soul.  She wondered why any of his former 
girlfriends would have been stupid enough to throw that away. 

She was awake for some time thinking about Tad, when she heard a soft knock at her door.  
Diana lay motionless on the bed.  It could be Tad.  If it was, what would she say?  What would 
she do?  There were children in the house after all...It could be one of the children.  What if one 
of them was sick?  She should get up and see who it was.  But what if it was Tad?  What if he 
really did only want to get her into bed?  What if she wanted to let him? 

She realized the knock had not been repeated.  Whoever it was probably thought she was 
asleep.  She scrambled out of bed and hurried to open the door.  Tad was walking back down 
the hall to the living room.  ñTad?ò she whispered softly.  ñIs everything okay?ò 

Tad turned back to her.  Diana could see his Adamôs apple nervously bobbing in his throat as he 
swallowed hard several times.  He moved close to her door and opened and closed his mouth 
repetitively, as if he wanted to say something but couldnôt get the words out.  Diana was 
completely enthralled.  She put her hand around his neck and drew him down to her, kissing 
him ardently.  He put his arms around her waist and returned the kiss and after a moment, ran 
his hands underneath her shirt and up her bare back. 

They lingered there for a moment before Diana pulled away.  ñYou know this is going to have to 
wait, donôt you?ò she whispered, nodding towards the living room and spare bedroom where her 
younger siblings slept. 

Tad smiled regretfully, but nodded.  ñIôve waited this long, Diana.  Another day or two isnôt going 
to kill me...I donôt think.ò 

Diana giggled and kissed him lightly on the lips.  ñThank you for understanding.ò 

She turned to go back into the bedroom, but Tad caught her wrist and pulled her back to his 
side, ñI donôt want you to think that I only want a roll in the hay with you.  Itôs more than that, Di.ò 

ñI know.ò 



Tad looked at her questioningly, ñYou know?  How?ò 

She smiled playfully, ñThe Master Romancer told me so.ò 

Tad was mystified by that cryptic comment, but as Diana kissed him goodnight and closed her 
bedroom door, he was just glad that she knew how he really felt about her.  ñI sure wasted a hell 
of a lot of time composing that speech,ò he mumbled as he returned to the living room and went 
back to sleep. 

*********************************  

Friday dragged by endlessly in Tadôs eyes.  Not only did he not get any time to be alone with 
Diana, but he didnôt even see her for much of the day.  She and her mother went out shopping, 
while Tad joined Mr. Lynch and the kids on their trip to the Science Museum.  It was interesting 
and educational and Tad admitted that he really enjoyed himself, when he wasnôt thinking about 
Diana, of course. 

They all met for dinner at one of Chicagoôs famous pizzerias.  It was a loud and boisterous affair 
with the four younger kids, but they all had a marvelous time.  They returned to Dianaôs 
apartment to watch movies and soon Tad was spending another night on the couch.  All he 
could think about was standing by the curb with Diana, waving good-bye to the Lynch clan the 
next morning. 

He soon fell into a fitful sleep and before he knew it, his dream had become reality and he was, 
at long last, alone with Diana.  At least until Nick got back home that afternoon.  The thought of 
Nick, and this new guy, Mike Dreamy Man, made him start wondering about Dianaôs intentions 
and motives.  He was going to have to talk to her about that before this went any further.  He 
was a selfish guy, and he was not interested in sharing Diana with anyone else. 

They returned to the loft and collapsed on the couch, ñRemind me never to have two sets of 
twins,ò Diana sighed wearily. 

Tad reached out and seized her hand, bringing it up to his mouth and tenderly kissing each 
finger in turn.  He lingered a moment on the last one, sucking on it longingly.  Diana flung one 
long leg over his lap and knelt above him, dark hair brushing against his face.  He gently 
fingered one ebony lock and waited.  As Diana leaned down to kiss him, he drew back a bit.  
ñDiana, I donôt like the idea of being involved in a long-distance competition for your heart.ò 

She looked at him with a puzzled expression, ñWhat do you mean?ò 

ñI live 800 miles away.  Nick lives like ten feet away.  And then thereôs this skiing stud friend of 
his to consider.ò 

ñTad, thereôs something I think you should know.ò  Diana felt like he ought to know the truth 
about her roommate.  She hoped Nick wouldnôt mind, but he was the one who wanted them to 
get together after all.  ñNick iséNick is gay.ò 

Tad mulled that over for a minute.  He didnôt know whether to be stunned or merely relieved.  
ñOkay.  Thatôs cool.ò 



ñYouôre okay with it?ò 
 
He shrugged.  òSure, why not?  I mean, itôs weird, I guess.  Iôm not completely okay with it.  But 
Nickôs a great guy.  Heôs your friend.  He takes care of you.ò  A slightly guilty look came over his 
face.  ñActually, truth be told, Iôm kind of relieved.  At least I know heôs not hitting on you now.  
Thatôs one less threat to worry about.ò Tad grinned. 

Diana smiled back, ñThen youôll be doubly pleased to know that he is interested in Mike Reed.ò 

Tadôs grin got wider still.  ñReally?  Mr. Dreamy Man?ò 

ñWell, he is dreamy,ò Diana giggled, ñBut unavailable...at least to me.ò 

ñAnd I amé?ò 

ñYou are available...and much more dreamy.ò 

Tad thought the smile was going to be permanently plastered to his face, ñSo, I guess that 
means Iôve got you all to myself at last.ò  He kissed her on the neck, pushing down her blouse to 
gently nibble her shoulder. 

ñI canôt believe how well youôre taking this.  I never knew any gay people in Sleepyside.  I never 
knew any gay people period before Nick came out to me.ò 

ñThat is because you are sweet.ò Tad kissed her forehead. 

ñAnd innocent.ò  He kissed her nose. 

ñAnd pure.ò  He kissed her left cheek. 

ñAnd naµve.ò He kissed her right cheek.  ñNow, can we get your clothes off already?ò 

ñTad!ò Diana shrieked in feigned modesty before she erupted into nervous giggles.  Standing 
up, she grabbed Tad by his belt and pulled him to his feet.  They kissed each other passionately 
as they slowly made their way down the hall where Diana pulled Tad into her bedroom and shut 
the door behind them. 

It was not long after that that Nick returned from his trip.  He leaned his skis against the wall 
near the door, dropped his duffel bag on the floor, and called out Dianaôs name.  There was no 
reply, but as he approached her door he heard muffled laughter, moans, and other 
unmistakable sounds of amorous activity.  A smug smile slowly crawled across his face. ñAbout 
damn time, Webster,ò he mumbled with satisfaction.  And the Master Romancer went out to the 
kitchen, where he thought he might be able to scare up a bottle of champagne to leave outside 
their door. 



CHAPTER 6 ï A WINTER EDEN 

ñSo, are you and Brian ever going to set a date?ò 

Honey ground her teeth as she handed the cashier her credit card.  She knew Trixie meant well, 
and she knew she wasnôt really prying or pushing either.  But if sheôd had any idea how 
unbearably tired Honey was of hearing that question... 

She forced a smile and turned to her best friend, who was standing behind her.  ñWeôre working 
on it.ò 

She and Brian had been engaged for two and a half years.  At the beginning, they had both 
agreed to wait until he finished medical school to get married.  But Brian had taken a year off 
during his undergraduate studies to volunteer in Africa.  And even though he had completed his 
pre-med studies in three years so that he was no longer behind schedule, he was only in his 
second year of med school right now.  That meant two more years of med school.  And then 
heôd be a resident, facing long shifts and sleepless nights and gargantuan amounts of stress.  
Honey couldnôt imagine heôd want to deal with the added stress of a Wheeler wedding 
extravaganza then, but the thought of waiting another two or three years beyond that was 
unthinkable to Honey.  Why, oh why, had they decided to wait until they were married?  She 
was going to be the oldest virgin bride in history at this rate. 

Trixie laid her purchases on the counter as Honey picked up her bags.  ñWorking on it?  Itôs not 
rocket science, Honey.  Whatôs the problem?ò 

Normally placid Honey snapped, ñEasy for you to say.  You and Dan didnôt wait for a wedding or 
even an engagement before you decided to shack up together.ò  She clamped her mouth 
closed, shocked at her behavior and her language.  Without waiting for Trixie to finish checking 
out, she turned and fled the department store. 

Snow was falling softly around her as she came out the door and sharply breathed in the cold 
air.  It was the week before Christmas and Trixie had taken the train down to New York City 
from Albany to meet her best friend so they could do some last minute Christmas shopping 
together.  Normally, Honey thought New York at the holidays was the most beautiful, romantic 
place on earth.  Couples in Central Park walking through the snow hand-in-hand sharing a bag 
of roasted chestnuts, ñThe Nutcrackerò at the New York City Ballet, the glittering lights on the 
mammoth Christmas tree at Rockefeller Center towering over the skaters on the ice rink below, 
the elaborate window displays in the stores on Fifth Avenue.  Today however, she saw none of 
that.  Turning to her right, she started walking briskly down the sidewalk, fighting tears of 
frustration over her situation, and shame at how sheôd treated her best friend. 

She and Trixie Belden had been friends since junior high, when Honeyôs family had moved to a 
large estate in Sleepyside-on-Hudson one summer.  Trixie had changed Honeyôs whole life for 
the better and she knew, even during moments like these, that they would be best friends 
forever.  Honeyôs fianc® Brian was Trixieôs oldest brother and Honey looked forward to the day 
when her best friend would become her sister as well...if that day ever came. 

ñHoney!ò 



Honey heard Trixie calling her name.  She didnôt stop, but she did slow down enough that Trixie 
soon caught up with her, bags rustling in her hands. 

ñWhatôs the matter, Honey?ò 

Honey couldnôt hold back her tears any longer.  She dropped her bags and put her hands to her 
face.  She heard glass breaking as the bags fell to the sidewalk.  It was the hand-blown 
Christmas ornament she had bought for Brian and Trixieôs mother, Helen.  That just made her 
cry harder. 

Trixie stared at her friend in dismay.  She carefully put her bags on the ground and put her arms 
around her best friend.  ñIôm sorry.  I didnôt mean to upset you.ò 

Honey lowered her hands, sniffing.  She pulled a handkerchief out of her purse and dabbed at 
her eyes, then blew her nose.  ñItôs not your fault.  Iôm sorry I snapped at you.  Iôm just on edge.ò 

ñBut, why?  Did you and Brian have a fight or something?ò 
 
Honey shook her head, ñNo, no.  Everythingôs fine.  I love your stupid brother.ò 

Trixie tried hard not to smile.  ñWhat has my stupid brother done this time?ò 

ñNothing!ò Honey squeaked in a high-pitched voice, eliciting stares from passers-by.  ñThatôs the 
problem!  Weôve been engaged for a hundred years and I still canôt get him to even talk about a 
wedding date.ò 

Gently, not wanting to upset Honey any further, Trixie asked, ñHeôs not having second thoughts, 
is he?ò 

ñNo,ò Honey sniffed.  She paused and Trixie could see she was carefully thinking it over. 

ñNo,ò she repeated, ñHe still acts like heôs madly in love with me.  And heôs always talking about 
óWhen we are marriedô.  I just donôt know how weôre ever going to get there!ò she wailed. 

ñOkay,ò Trixie said firmly, ñShopping is over for the day.ò  She picked up Honeyôs bags and 
handed them to her, then picked up her own and moved to the curb to hail a cab.  ñLetôs go back 
to your place and get some cocoa or tea or something to warm up.  Weôll figure out what my 
stupid brotherôs problem is there, okay?ò 

Honey sniffled, but she was smiling tentatively.  ñThank you, Trixie.  Iôm sorry Iôm such a mess.  I 
really do love Brian.  And I really do love you too.  Thank you for being my best friend, and 
thank you for helping me.ò  Her voice was starting to get squeaky again and the tears, which 
she had almost managed to quash, were flowing again. 

A cab pulled up to the curb and Trixie opened the door and ushered Honey in, ñAll right, enough 
mushy stuff already.  Youôve been crying enough for one day.ò   

********************************* 



Trixie soon had Honey smiling and laughing again.  When they returned to Honeyôs apartment, 
Trixie put a kettle on so they could have some hot tea.  Trixie entertained Honey with stories 
about school, her youngest brother Bobbyôs sudden interest in girls, her ñalmost twinò Martôs 
recent return to the States after more than three years in Africa, anything she could think of that 
wasnôt related to Brian or weddings...or her and Dan living together.  She wasnôt sure what that 
was all about and desperately wanted to talk to Honey about it, but decided she should wait for 
a better opportunity.  She didnôt want to upset Honey again. 

When she felt that Honey was back to her old self, she carefully broached the subject of her 
clueless brother.  ñAll right.  Now, letôs see if we can solve the Mystery of the Reluctant Groom.  
I hereby call this meeting of the Belden-Wheeler Detective Agency to order.ò 

Honey bit her lip, but nodded in agreement, smiling at the reference to the girlsô childhood 
dream. 

ñAll right.  Tell me the last time you had a discussion about the wedding date,ò Trixie ordered. 

Honey didnôt have to think about it.  It was why she was so overly sensitive to Trixieôs comment 
earlier that day.  It was just the night before that she had approached the subject with Brian for 
the umpteenth time. 

ñIt was last night.  I fixed dinner for him at his place.  He came up behind me when I was at the 
stove and he put his arms around me and said he looked forward to the day that weôd have our 
own place and weôd be able to do this every day.ò 

Honey sighed happily, thinking about their own house, with her own kitchen, children underfoot, 
her handsome husband coming home from work to a hot supper.  Sure, it sounded like 
something out of Leave It To Beaver, but it was what Honey wanted more than anything in the 
world. 

Trixie prodded Honey impatiently, ñAnd?ò 

ñSo I asked him when that day would be.  And he got all evasive and said he couldnôt think 
about dates when he was working so hard on finals, that he already had too many facts and 
figures in his head to think about a wedding date.ò 

ñWell,ò Trixie prompted, ñwas he angry?  Was he sad?  Was he irritated?ò 

ñNo,ò Honey replied, ñhe was just...evasive.ò 

Trixie drummed her fingers on the tabletop and absent-mindedly stirred her tea.  Honey got up 
to pour herself another cup of hot water and saw her reflection in the copper kettle.  Though the 
image was distorted, it was easy for Honey to see how untidy she looked.  Her golden tresses, 
which along with her sweet disposition had given Honey her nickname, were tangled and 
mussed.  Mascara was smudged under her eyes, which were red and puffy from crying.  ñOh!ò 
Honey gasped.  ñI look awful!  Iôm going to go splash some water on my face.  Iôll be back in a 
minute.ò 



As she ran a brush through her hair, Honey looked at her face in the bathroom mirror.  She 
decided there was no touch-up that was going to help.  She and Trixie and Brian were going out 
to dinner with Mart, who was up at Indian Lake that day visiting Honeyôs brother Jim at the 
school he had founded for orphaned and abused boys.  She took a washcloth from under the 
sink and proceeded to wash off and reapply her makeup.  She was almost finished applying her 
mascara when she heard Trixieôs voice out in the kitchen.  She wondered who she talking to 
and opened the bathroom door a crack to hear Trixie saying, ñWell, I donôt think it was the 
brightest idea youôve ever had in your life, brother dear.ò  Was she talking to Brian or Mart? 

Then she heard the deep, gentle voice of her fiancé.  She couldnôt hear what he was saying, but 
nevertheless his sonorous voice soothed and relaxed her. 

Again she heard Trixie; she was speaking louder than Brian so she could hear her more 
clearly.  ñYou didnôt see her this afternoon, Brian.  Iôm really worried about her.ò 

Honey worked her way down the hall and as she got closer to the kitchen she could hear Brian 
saying, ñSheôll be fine.  Trust me.ò 

ñWell, I hate to say it, but you know her almost better than I do now.  I just hope youôre not 
wrong about this.ò  Trixie saw Honey entering the kitchen as she finished and quickly plastered 
a smile on her face.  ñHey, feeling better?ò 

Honey nodded, deliberating whether or not to ask about the mysterious exchange between the 
Belden siblings.  Brian turned and smiled broadly, walking over to his fiancée to kiss her 
tenderly on the cheek as if nothing was wrong. 

ñHello, sweetheart.  I finished up at school early today, so I thought Iôd come and escort the two 
prettiest girls in New York to dinner,ò he said charmingly.  ñMart called me about an hour ago 
from the road, hungry as usual.  I told him weôd leave without him if he was late, so Iôm guessing 
heôll be here shortly.ò 

No sooner were the words out of his mouth then there was a knock at the door.  It was Mart, 
who couldnôt understand why the three of them broke into laughter as he came through the 
door.  This was the first time they had seen Mart since he had returned to New York just days 
before, and as they all greeted him affectionately and peppered him with questions, Honey 
quickly forgot about the snippets of conversation she had overheard between Brian and Trixie. 

The four of them headed out to dinner and as they walked down the city streets, Mart 
announced that dinner would be his treat that evening. 

ñGreat,ò Trixie said sardonically, ñDoes this mean weôre having dinner at the Automat?ò   

Mart threw his arm around his sisterôs neck and mussed up her already windblown curls.  ñVery 
funny, little sister.  It just so happens that I am celebrating tonight.  I got a job today!ò 

The other three congratulated Mart and pressed him for details. 

ñI am going to be a part-time groundskeeper at the Winthrop School for Boys,ò Mart answered. 



Part-time?  Groundskeeper?  The others didnôt know what to say.  Sure, Mart enjoyed anything 
botanical; but still, it didnôt sound like much of a career path.  Trixie, who was walking next to her 
brother, saw the smug look on his face and the twinkle in his eye.  ñThereôs more to it, isnôt 
there?ò she asked. 

ñWell, yes,ò Mart admitted.  ñOnce I finish my didactic pursuits and obtain my attestation of 
indoctrination, I have been pledged an instructive position at the aforementioned academy by 
the headmaster of said institution.ò 

ñEnglish, please, Mart,ò Honey begged. 

ñYour brother is going to hire me as a teacher as soon as I get my certification.ò 

Mart never regretted the time he had spent in Africa, but he did regret not getting started on his 
college education.  During his last year in Africa he had been able to accumulate several college 
credits via Internet courses and was going to get his degree in a year or two. 

Honey squealed with delight and stopped to give Mart a hug as Christmas shoppers and 
commuters flowed around them.  ñThatôs wonderful, Mart!ò 

ñWell, I did have an in with the headmaster,ò Mart said humbly.  ñWorking part-time will allow me 
to get my teaching certificate that much quicker.  Jimôs even giving me free room and board 
while Iôm there.ò 

The quartet soon arrived at Honeyôs favorite little bistro, about ten blocks from her apartment.  
After a wonderful dinner, as they sat chatting over dessert and coffee, Honey asked, ñTrixie, 
why donôt you stay with me this weekend?  We havenôt had a sleepover in forever.ò 

ñI wish I could,ò Trixie answered hastily, ñbut I promised Moms Iôd be home this weekend.  She 
roped me and Mart into helping decorate the church for the holidays.ò  Trixie was riding with 
Mart down to Sleepyside that evening.  She had a busy week planned leading up to Christmas 
and New Yearôs Eve and still had to fill in Mart on all the events coming up. 

ñWhy donôt you come with us, Honey?ò Mart suggested, ñYouôll be working almost all weekend, 
but itôll really get you in the holiday spir ï ouch!ò 

ñIôm sorry, Mart,ò Trixie said flatly, ñWas that your shin I just kicked?ò  She glared at her brother 
almost imperceptibly.   

Honey was about to accept Martôs offer when she heard her name from across the restaurant.  
She looked up and smiled as she caught sight of her cousin Ben Riker.  He and a tall, elegant 
woman with dark auburn curls made their way across the restaurant and Honey rose to give her 
cousin a hug.  He introduced his fiancée Brooke Winston to Honey and the Beldens. 

ñHello,ò she said with a soft, cultured voice, ñBen has told me a lot about his cousin and her 
friends from Sleepyside.  Iôm delighted to be able to meet you at last.ò  She was polite and 
charming.  ñI understand you and your fianc®e live here in the city, Honey.  Is that right?  Maybe 
now that Iôve finally got Ben pinned down to a wedding date, you and I can take some time to 



get to know each other better.ò  She looked adoringly at the handsome young man by her side 
and squeezed his arm. 

Honeyôs eyes had glazed over and she looked to be on the verge of tears again.  ñIôm sorry, 
Brooke, Ben.  If youôll excuse me for just a minute.ò  She pushed back her chair and stood up 
and with a shaky smile added, ñDonôt leave without saying goodbye.  Iôll be right back.ò  And she 
fled in the direction of the restrooms. 

Trixie quickly rose to follow her.  An idea popped into her head and she suggested Brooke go 
with her.  ñWeôll have a little girl talk.  While you,ò and she looked pointedly at Brian, ñcatch up 
the others on all the news around here.ò  And with a roll of her eyes, she headed swiftly off in 
pursuit of Honey, Brooke quickstepping to keep up with her. 

As they turned the corner towards the restrooms, Trixie stopped and turned to face the pretty 
redhead, who was a good five inches taller than she was.  Trixie looked up at her, ñListen, 
Brooke.  I know you just met me, but I really need your help.  And it might be a little tricky.ò 

Without hesitation, Brooke nodded, ñWhatever you need, Trixie.ò 

Trixie smiled.  This girl was going to be very good for Ben Riker.  Two heads massed in curls 
leaned towards each other, formulating a plan. 

In the restroom, Honey had her hands on the sink and was staring hard at her reflection in the 
mirror.  Youôre not going to cry, she ordered herself, tightly clutching the porcelain and breathing 
in and out slowly.  But itôs just not fair!  Ben is going to get married before I am!  And he just met 
this girl! 

Honey knew they hadnôt really just met.  Ben had been dating Brooke for almost a year now.  
But that hardly compared to her long-term relationship with Brian.  Besides, she doubted Brooke 
was nearly aséfrustratedéas she was.  Not if she knew her playboy cousin like she thought 
she did. 

The door opened and Trixie and Brooke came into the restroom.  Honey smiled at her best 
friend in the mirror, ñSee?  Iôm not even crying.ò 

ñYouôre sure youôre okay?ò Trixie asked with concern. 

ñYes,ò Honey said firmly, turning to face the two girls.  ñActually, Iôm starting to feel more angry 
than upset.ò 

Brooke spoke up, ñMen can be quite a trial, canôt they?ò  When Honey looked at her uncertainly, 
she continued, ñTrixie told me the problems youôre having getting Brian to set a date.  I hope it 
was okay that she confided in me.ò 

Honey hesitated only for a moment, ñOf course.  Weôre going to be cousins soon.ò  Taking a 
deep breath and regaining her composure she added with a smile, ñMaybe you can give me 
some tips.ò 



Brooke linked arms with Honey and with a serious look on her face, but an impish glimmer in 
her eyes asked, ñHave you tried a half nelson?ò 

Honey started to laugh and Brooke joined in, giving the pretty blonde a warm hug.  Over her 
shoulder she saw Trixie nod her on so she asked Honey, ñWhy donôt we have lunch tomorrow 
and talk about our men?  You can help me pick out a nice Christmas gift for your cousin too, if 
youôre not already done with your shopping?  Oh please donôt tell me youôre one of those ultra-
organized women who was done shopping the day after Thanksgiving!ò 

The three girls left the ladies room smiling and chatting.  As they approached the table, Trixie 
saw that Ben and her brothers had their heads together in deep conversation.  Raising her voice 
loud enough to be heard by them she said to Honey and Brooke, ñWell, there they are, your 
knights in shining armor.  Unfortunately, that sticks me with my dear twin brother.ò 

Quickly sitting back in their seats, the men made room for the ladies in the booth.  ñBe nice little 
sister.ò  Mart returned, always quick to emphasize that Trixie was eleven months his junior. 
ñRemember that Iôm paying for your dinner.ò 

Trixie nodded discreetly at his questioning look and he asked Honey casually, ñSo are you going 
to come with us down to Sleepyside tonight, Honey?ò 

ñThanks for inviting me, Mart.  But Brooke and I are going to spend the day together tomorrow.ò  
She looked mischievously at her cousin, ñIôm going to warn her about all your pranks, Ben.ò 

Ben groaned and slapped his forehead in consternation.  ñAnd here I thought I had a brand new 
audience.  Howôs a guy supposed to have any fun in this city?ò 

Brooke revealed she had already had several pranks pulled on her by her beau, including trying 
to make an egg salad sandwich with a raw egg that had ñaccidentallyò been placed with the 
hard-boiled ones in her refrigerator.  Ben Riker had grown up a lot from the spoiled rich 
teenager he used to be, but some things apparently never changed.  The six young people 
chatted and laughed, and even Honey seemed cheerful when Brooke discussed tentative plans 
for her wedding, to be held in June the next year. 

The Beldens and Honey excused themselves as a waiter came up to the table with dinner 
plates for Ben and Brooke.  Honey promised to call Brooke the next morning to make plans for 
lunch and the foursome returned to Honeyôs apartment. 

As Trixie and Mart prepared to leave for Sleepyside, Trixie gave her friend a comforting hug 
good-bye.  She whispered in her ear, ñEverythingôs going to be okay.  I promise.ò 

Honey nodded and turned to Brian hopefully, ñAre you going to come up and stay for awhile?ò 

ñSorry, sweetheart, but Iôve got to get up early for work tomorrow.  Iôm working a 24-hour shift, 
so Iôll call you Sunday night after I crash for a few hours when I get home.ò 

Honey nodded dejectedly, kissed Brian goodnight, waved good-bye to Trixie and Mart, and 
slowly trudged up the stairs to her apartment.  She didnôt watch as Brian leaned over into the 



passenger window to have a few last words with his younger siblings before they headed back 
to Sleepyside. 

********************************* 

Christmas week was like a massive family reunion in Sleepyside that year.  Jim drove down 
after the fall term ended at the boysô school early in the week.  Dan came down midweek from 
Albany, stopping briefly to kiss Trixie and say hi to her family before heading over to see his 
Uncle Bill at the Wheeler estate.  Brian and Honey arrived the day before Christmas Eve.  They 
offered to pick up Diana from LaGuardia when she flew in, but Tad was already eagerly 
planning to come get her.  Mart had spent the week at home, helping with the holiday 
preparations. 

Peter Beldenôs brothers, Andrew and Harold, were spending Christmas and New Yearôs in 
Sleepyside, along with most of Haroldôs family ï his wife, their oldest son Knut and his wife and 
young daughter and their younger son Cap and his wife Cassie.  The only cousin missing was 
their daughter Hallie, who was trekking in the Pyrenees Mountains with her new husband Julian. 

Matthew Wheelerôs younger sister Miranda and her husband Benjamin, Benôs parents, were 
visiting as well, and Ben and Brooke were going to be up after Christmas to spend New Yearôs 
Eve weekend at the Manor House. 

On Christmas Eve, the Lynches held their annual Open House late in the evening before people 
headed off to Christmas Eve services at their churches or back home to open gifts with family.  
There was eggnog and wassail and hot cocoa and a wide variety of Christmas cookies, cakes, 
and other delicious desserts.  A large red bag fringed in white fur sat by the fireplace in the 
family room, filled with gifts for the children who would visit that evening.  Soft Christmas music 
played throughout the house from the central stereo system.  There were Christmas trees of 
various shapes and sizes set up in every room of the large house, and everywhere holiday 
lights and decorations contributed to the festive atmosphere. 

Diana was thrilled to be able see all her friends again.  She hadnôt been to Sleepyside since 
Easter that year and the only time she had spent with her Bob-White friends since then had 
been when Trixie and Honey came to visit her in Chicago that summer.  Diana had dated Mart 
Belden through high school, but they had split up when Mart decided he was going to stay in 
Africa for longer than originally planned.  Mart knew, from his sisterôs recent emails, that Diana 
was now dating Tad Webster.  This was the first time the three had seen each other since then 
and Mart was more than a little nervous as he came into the Lynch house.  But Diana flashed a 
dazzling smile when she saw him and rushed over to kiss him on the cheek and give him a 
warm embrace.  Tad followed more slowly behind her, watching his girlfriend fussing over her 
former beau.  There was a moment of silent tension, then Mart smiled and extended his hand, 
ñTheodore,ò he said, sounding almost like a war general conceding to his conquering opponent. 

Tad smiled and shook Martôs outstretched hand, ñMartin,ò he returned with a grin.  And all was 
well between the three from that point on.  After all, it was Christmas; how could anybody be 
distressed over the holidays when they were surrounded by friends and family? 

********************************  



Honey was distressed, though she worked hard to enjoy herself and not let others see the 
extent of her melancholy.  She spent Christmas morning and afternoon with her family, then 
bundled up and walked down the hill to Crabapple Farm to have dinner with Brian and his 
family. 

Trixie greeted her at the door and as she helped her off with her coat she knew, in the way that 
only close friends can, that Honey was out of sorts despite the smile on her rosy face.  She 
dragged Honey up to her old bedroom before she could be accosted by the rest of the family.  
Trixieôs mother had partially converted the room into a space where she could return to her 
watercolor painting, but Trixieôs old bed was still there and the girls plopped down on it. 

ñAll right, spill,ò Trixie said, ñItôs Christmas day and you look like somebody just died.ò 

Honey shook her head forlornly, but she didnôt cry.  She thought maybe she had dried up her 
reservoir of tears, she had spent so much time crying the last few weeks.  ñIôm fine, Trixie.  
Really.ò 

Trixie didnôt believe her.  ñCome on Honey, ófess up.  This is me youôre talking to.  Let me 
help...please!ò 

Honey hesitated.  She had been brought up in a cultured world of finishing schools and tea 
parties where things like this were not topics for polite conversation.  But maybe if she finally got 
it off her chest, she could deal with it better.  ñI donôt know how much longer I can wait for Brian,ò 
she answered. 

Trixieôs china blue eyes opened wide, ñAre you thinking about breaking off the engagement, 
Honey?  I really donôt think you want to do that.ò 

Honey shook her head.  ñNo, thatôs not what I mean.ò  She bit her lip then continued on in a 
rushed voice, ñBrian and I decided to wait until we were married, but weôve been engaged for 
close to three years and might not get married for another two or three years and I just canôt 
take it anymore!ò 

ñWait for what?ò Trixie asked ingenuously.  Then she gasped, suddenly comprehending what 
her friend was getting at, ñYou mean you and Brian have neveré?ò 

ñNo, we havenôt,ò Honey confirmed.  ñI mean, weôve messed around a little.  Weôve made out.  
But we both decided we wanted to wait until we were husband and wife before weéò her voice 
trailed off. 

ñSlept together?ò  Trixie smiled gently.  ñOh, Honey!  Why didnôt you tell me before?ò  Trixie 
could see it was a load on Honeyôs heart, but she was relieved it wasnôt something more 
serious. 

Honeyôs face grew pink.  She was not used to such frank discussions.  She shrugged, ñWell 
brought-up ladies donôt talk about those things.  You and I never talk about you and Dan 
beingéintimate.ò 



ñWell, Iôm hardly a well-brought-up young lady,ò Trixie snorted, thinking back to her tomboy 
childhood with three brothers.  ñBut just because I donôt kiss and tell doesnôt mean you and I 
canôt talk about serious things like this.ò 

ñWell then, tell me how I can get your brother to put out,ò Honey blurted.  Her face was solemn 
when she said it, but the words were so out of character for her that Trixie couldnôt help 
laughing. 

ñIôm sorry, Honey.  Iôm not making fun.  But I definitely donôt feel comfortable helping you try to 
get my brother toéput out.ò  She rolled her eyes and Honey broke into a hushed giggle, putting 
her hand over her mouth in embarrassment.  The more they thought about it, the more 
ridiculous the idea became and the two girls were soon laughing hysterically as tears rolled 
down their faces. 

Finally Trixie was able to gasp, ñI canôt imagine how hard this has been for you, Honey.  But if 
you two have been abstinent and kept your promise to each other this long, I know you can 
hang on for a little while longer.ò 

ñA little longer?ò Honey moaned, ñBut it could be a lot longer, Trixie!  I canôt even talk to Brian 
about it because I get so frustrated and embarrassed.  I donôt know what to do.ò 

Trixie bit her lip and thought hard.  She didnôt know what she could safely say that would get 
Honey to think it over for a little longer instead of taking some action she might later regret.  
ñHoney, why donôt you just try to enjoy the rest of this visit and when you get back to New York, 
you can sit down with Brian and talk about it.  Iôll help you figure out what to say.ò  She closed 
her eyes and shook her head reticently, ñIôll just try not to think about Brian being my brother 
when we plan this.ò 

Honey smiled gratefully.  ñThank you, Trixie.  I donôt know how Iôll ever repay you.ò 

ñWell, you can start right now by coming downstairs with me and helping me through this 
evening.  All this family togetherness this week is starting to drive me crazy.ò  Trixie made a face 
and clutched her blond curls dramatically to emphasize the impending loss of her sanity. 

Honey giggled.  She knew Trixie adored her family and was only complaining because she 
hadnôt had much time to spend alone with Dan the past week.  The two girls hugged and went 
downstairs to join the merriment around the Christmas tree in the family room. 

********************************* 

The excitement of the week after Christmas centered around the New Yearôs Eve Ball at St. 
Timothyôs Community Center.  Honey found herself spending so much time with her family and 
Brianôs that week that she did not have a chance to go into town, so she knew only that her 
family, the Beldens, and the Lynches would all be there.  She hoped she would have the chance 
to visit with old friends from school and around Sleepyside at the ball.  This was the first year 
the ball was being held and Mrs. Belden told her that St. Timothyôs hoped to make it a yearly 
tradition.  Honey didnôt remember hearing anything about it at Thanksgiving, but she was 
somewhat relieved to be spending the festive night surrounded by crowds and not alone with 
Brian.  She wasnôt ready to discuss her problems and frustrations with him just yet. 



That night, after the rest of her family had already left for the ball, Honey was waiting in the foyer 
of the Manor House for Brian to pick her up.  She wore a long gown of dark green silk and her 
mother had loaned her a valuable emerald necklace and earring set to wear with it.  Brian was 
running a little late, which was unlike him, and Honey was feeling fidgety.  When she saw the 
headlights coming up the long driveway, she quickly donned her long black dress coat and 
hurried out to meet him. 

Brian had offered his own car to help transport the large Belden clan and was driving the now 
little-used B.W.G. station wagon this evening.  During Christmas week, the Bob-Whites had 
strung up a wreath to the front grill, and a small string of battery-operated Christmas lights 
around the back windows.  Holiday greenery was entwined around the luggage rack on top of 
the vehicle, finishing off the gay costuming of the reliable old wagon. 

Brian met Honey on her way down from the house and took her arm, escorting her to the car 
and opening the passenger door for her.  Before she could get in, he pulled her close to him and 
kissed her warmly.  With their faces close he whispered, ñI love you more than life itself, 
Madeleine.ò 

Honeyôs eyes shimmered with joy.  Even in the midst of her anxieties, Brian was always able to 
make her feel secure and loved.  They were returning to New York the day after tomorrow and 
the hours couldnôt go by fast enough for Honey.  Forgetting her earlier reluctance, she wished 
they could be alone tonight and could talk about their future, both long-term and immediate. 

They drove slowly towards Sleepyside.  The snowy roads werenôt overly bad, but Brian was 
always a cautious driver.  Unexpectedly, he turned onto Old Telegraph Road, instead of 
continuing towards downtown, where St. Timothyôs was located. 

ñWhere are you going, Brian?ò Honey asked, puzzled. 

ñOh, I just thought weôd enjoy a little alone time before we went to the ball,ò Brian said casually.  
ñSeems weôve had precious little of that this week with so much family in town.ò  A mile or so 
down the road, he pulled into an unused lot outside of an old abandoned house owned by the 
Wheelers.  Honeyôs father had always wanted to do something with the property, but just hadnôt 
gotten around to it yet.  The B.W.G.ôs had used the clearing in front of the house several years 
ago as a stop on a charity bikeathon they had organized to help raise funds for the high school 
art department.  Diana Lynch and Nick Roberts had been just two of the many students that 
benefited from that fund-raising project.  The most use the property had gotten in recent years 
was as a spot for lustful young teens to come and neck, out of sight of the disapproving eyes of 
their parents. 

Honey thought about this with face flushed, as Brian parked the car and they sat in silence for a 
few moments, holding hands and staring through the windshield at the cloudy winter sky.  A 
million different thoughts were racing through Honeyôs mind, until at last, shoving aside all plans 
for a reasonable heart-to-heart when they got back to the city, she threw herself into Brianôs 
arms and kissed him fervently, pushing her tongue in between his lips and desperately clutching 
his neatly pressed jacket in her trembling hands.  Brian instinctively responded, but after a 
moment regained control and gently pushed Honey back.  ñWhat was that all about?ò he asked 
in genuine surprise. 



"Brian, I donôt want to wait anymore!ò Honey exclaimed.  ñI love you too much.  And I ï ,ò she 
swallowed hard, ñI want you too much!  I canôt wait until you finish medical school.  Weôve been 
waiting too long as it is.ò 

Brian took in the whole outburst in his usual unruffled, serious way.  Slowly a gentle smile 
appeared on his face.  He held Honey in his arms and brought his lips close to hers.  ñI donôt 
want to wait any longer either, sweetheart, but,ò and Honeyôs face fell at that word, ñI still think 
we should wait until weôre married.  I just think weôll be happier in the long run if we do.ò 

Hot tears of frustration threatened to erupt from Honey again.  Holding her emotions tightly in 
check she said resolutely, ñThen we have simply got to set a wedding date.  Seriously, Brian, 
you have no idea how hard this has been for me lately.ò 

Brian smiled in understanding.  ñDonôt you think itôs been hard on me too?  I want you as much 
as you want me, Honey.  God, I love you so much.ò 

ñThen why are we waiting?  Why, Brian?ò  She kissed him again, more gently this time, but just 
as passionately. 

ñYou really want to set a date, donôt you?ò Brian asked as they breathlessly broke away from 
one another.   

Honey nodded vehemently. 

ñOkay.ò  Brian paused and took a deep breath.  ñHow about tonight?ò 

Honey stared at him, flabbergasted.  ñDo you mean elope?  I canôt do that.  Iôm Motherôs only 
daughter.  Sheôd never forgive me if I didnôt let her take total control of planning an extravagant 
wedding for us.ò 

ñAgreed,ò Brian replied with an oddly pleased look on his face.  Without another word, he started 
the car and pulled out of the lot and back onto Old Telegraph Road. 

Honey stared at him speechlessly.  Should she wait for him to say something more?  Surely, 
that wasnôt the end of the conversation?  ñBrian?ò she probed gently. 

But Brian didnôt reply until they had turned onto Glen Road and the lights of the small town 
appeared before them.  At last he spoke, ñYou know your mother will take over as soon as we 
set a date, right?ò 

Honey nodded. 

ñAnd you donôt have a problem with that?  What I mean is, if the decisions were all out of your 
hands, youôd be okay with that?ò 

ñI guess,ò Honey replied, baffled. 

Brian pulled into the parking lot at St. Timothyôs.  Honey was surprised to see that the lot was 
only about half full; she expected more people would come to the gala.  The lights of the church, 



as well as the community center behind it, glowed warmly in the dark night.  Brian got out of the 
car and came around to open the door for Honey.  As she exited, she saw Trixie and Jim 
waiting at the door to the church.  Trixie had on a beautiful gown of dark cranberry red.  Honey 
waved tentatively, wondering why they were not already in the community center enjoying the 
New Yearôs Eve Ball. 

Brian held Honeyôs hands and looked deeply into her eyes.  ñHow about tonight?ò he asked 
again in a soft voice, slowly emphasizing each word. 

Honey looked again towards the door of the church.  It was then that she noticed that Trixie held 
a bouquet of white roses in one hand, and a similar arrangement of pink roses in the other.  Jim 
was wearing his tuxedo.  When he saw Honey looking at him, he held up his hands and she 
could just make out what appeared to be a gold band in each hand. 

Hazel eyes wide, Honey looked up at Brian.  ñAre you kidding me?  Tonight?  In front of the 
whole town?  During the ball?ò 

Brian chuckled.  His plan had gone off without a hitch.  ñThere is no Sleepyside New Yearôs Ball, 
sweetheart.  That was just a ruse to get you out here.  Your family and my family have been 
planning this since Thanksgiving weekend.  Thatôs why our extended families came to visit this 
year.  Thatôs why Trixie convinced Brooke to keep you in the city that weekend she came 
home.  Thatôs why we all worked together to keep you out of town all week so you wouldnôt find 
out the ball was a figment of our collective imaginations.ò 

ñThatôs why you were so evasive when I kept asking you about setting a date,ò Honey said in 
amazement. 

ñYes,ò Brian said soberly.  ñAnd I am truly sorry I got you so upset about it.  I just wanted 
everything to beéò 

Honey beamed, tears of delight in her eyes.  ñPerfectly perfect!ò she shouted joyfully. 

Brian nodded.  ñSo, what do you say?  Are you with me?ò 

She flung her arms around his neck and whispered in his ear, ñAlways and forever.ò 

Brian and Honey stood by the car kissing, as snow began to fall around them.  Finally Jim 
shouted from the door of the church, ñIf you want to start the New Year as a married woman, 
youôd better shake a leg, sister dear.ò 

The happy couple ran up the stairs of the church.  Honeyôs parents were waiting just inside.  
They hugged her tenderly and her mother indicated a long garment bag hanging on the coat 
rack nearby.  ñIt was my wedding gown, and I just know it will fit you perfectly.ò  She and Honey, 
with Trixie and Diana close behind them, disappeared into the choir room while Jim escorted 
Brian up to the front of the rose-filled sanctuary, where all their family and friends had waited 
expectantly for the couple to arrive, and where Mart and Dan stood near the altar to serve as 
groomsmen. 



After helping Honey into the satin wedding gown, covered in antique lace, her mother and her 
two closest friends presented her with the traditional gifts. 

ñYour dress certainly qualifies as something old,ò Diana smiled, ñand the Bob-Whites all chipped 
in to get you your something new.ò  She handed Honey a small box, which she opened to reveal 
a lovely bracelet containing four rubies and three diamonds.  Rubies were Honeyôs birthstone 
and the four red and three white stones represented the seven Bob-Whites of the Glen, whose 
unofficial club colors were red and white.  Honey hugged both Diana and Trixie, and Diana 
helped her get the bracelet on her right wrist. 

Honeyôs mother presented her daughter with string of antique pearls.  ñThey were my 
grandmotherôs.  She wore them on her wedding day and she gave them to me to wear on my 
wedding day.  I would like to give them to my granddaughter someday when she gets married, 
so they are definitely something borrowed,ò she smiled, ñBut nothing would make me happier 
than to see you wearing them tonight.ò  Honey lifted the hair off of her neck and her mother 
clasped the delicate necklace behind her then gave her a kiss on her cheek. 

ñAnd finally, something blue,ò said Trixie.  She held out a small bag that looked like it came from 
an elegant boutique.  Honey peered inside and immediately blushed.  It was not one, but two 
very sexy, pale blue garter bands.  Trixie hugged her and whispered confidentially, ñOne is for 
the reception.  But you make sure Brian enjoys removing the other one tonight.ò  Honey giggled 
and hugged her friend tightly.  ñAnd between you and me,ò Trixie continued in a low voice, ñI am 
beyond grateful that I didnôt have to have that conversation with him.  You have no idea how 
hard it was for me to see you so upset and keep this secret from you.ò 

ñItôs all right, Trixie,ò Honey said earnestly, ñEverythingôs all right now.  I understand everything 
now.  And I love you all so much.ò 

ñAll right, all right,ò Trixie scolded lovingly, ñWhat did I tell you about the mushy stuff?ò  And she 
quickly drew out a handkerchief and dabbed at her best friendôs eyes before her mascara could 
run. 

Minutes later Honey was walking down the aisle on her fatherôs arm.  Matthew Wheeler gave 
her away to the handsome young doctor-to-be and the Reverend Joseph Musgrave bound them 
to one another with lovingly repeated vows, two beautiful gold wedding bands, and an 
affectionate kiss.  As the bells of St. Timothyôs rang in the New Year, family and friends all 
clapped and congratulated the newly married couple. 

ñDo you think anybody would notice if we werenôt at the reception?ò Brian asked, with a wicked 
gleam in his eye. 

ñYes, I think they would.ò  Honey smiled up at him, batting her eyelashes innocently.   Why?  Is 
there somewhere else youôd rather be?ò 

Brian growled playfully and kissed his bride again, ñMadeleine, you are incorrigible.ò 
 
Honey giggled, ñI vote we get out of that reception just as soon as we possibly can.ò 

ñYour word is my command, sweetheart.ò 



ñIôll remember that, my darling.ò  Her smile softened as she added earnestly.  ñIôll remember 
everything about this night.  I love you, Brian.ò 

ñAnd I love youéMrs. Belden.ò 

CHAPTERETTE 6B ï BLUEBERRIES 

ñIf I had known I was going to be reduced to shoveling snow like I was the kid down the street, I 
would have stayed in Africa,ò Mart grumbled.  ñThe man has seventeen miles of driveways, 
parking lots, sidewalks, and footpaths on this property and he canôt buy a snow blower for an old 
friend?ò 

When Mart Belden had returned to New York from three years of volunteer work in Africa, he 
knew he had been very fortunate to get this job as groundskeeper at Jim Frayneôs Winthrop 
School for Boys.  The part-time work would allow him to focus his energies on completing his 
education degree, and Jim had been more than generous to allow him free room and board at 
the same time. 

Mart had eagerly accepted his offer, dreaming of rolling lawns trimmed to putting green 
perfection, beautiful flowerbeds alive with a rainbow of colors, and abundant gardens filled with 
mouth-watering vegetables.  After three years on the arid African continent, he had forgotten 
how infuriating snow was.  And how cold.  And wet.  And heavy. 

With a mighty heave, fueled by his irritation, he flung a teeming shovelful of snow over his 
shoulder. 

ñOof!ò 

Even as Mart desperately wished for it to be Jim he had just bombarded with snow, he believed 
the sound to be distinctly feminine.  He closed his eyes and muttered a few choice curse words. 

Turning around slowly, he found himself looking into the most beautiful blue eyes he had ever 
seen in his life.  Martôs eyes were blue, but they were justéblue.  These eyes were midnight, 
azure, sapphire, indigo, aqua, cerulean, cobalt, sky, navy, turquoise, cornflower, wedgewood, 
periwinkle, royal, marineéMart finally ran out of synonyms, but he couldnôt stop staring at the 
kaleidoscope of hues in the womanôs eyes. 

ñWell?ò she asked testily. 

ñExcuse me?ò Mart replied, startled. 

ñArenôt you going to apologize?ò 
 
ñForé?ò  Cursing in front of a lady?  For ogling the most beautiful non-violet eyes Iôve ever 
seen?  For standing here with my mouth open like a complete doofus? 

His failure to complete his sentence drew a little gasp of irritation from the woman that made her 
incredible blue eyes spark with fire; a blue flame of course.  ñHow about for tossing a shovelful 
of snow in my face?ò 



ñGleeps!ò Mart exclaimed, finally coming to his senses.  ñI ï Iôm ï I ï oh god!ò  Well, maybe not 
completely back to his senses.  He hastily let the shovel drop to the ground and moved towards 
her, intending to apologize profusely and help her brush the snow off of her bright red coat and 
matching cap. 

Unfortunately, his situation abruptly went from bad to worse as he slipped on an icy patch on the 
newly shoveled walk.  His arms flailed, trying to maintain his balance.  He teetered backwards, 
overcorrected, and found himself falling headlong into the beautiful woman.  Struggling mightily 
to keep from falling, his hands landed on places a gentleman shouldnôt touch until heôs known a 
woman at leastéwell, longer than thirty seconds, anyway.  She staggered backwards with a 
shriek, partially in avoidance and partially from the sheer thrust of Martôs body, and the two of 
them tumbled into a snowdrift by the side of the walkway. 

ñGood grief!ò she exclaimed, sputtering snow out of her mouth and nose.  ñWhere did you grow 
upéthe Sahara?  You look like Bambi out here.ò 

Mart emerged from the mound of snow where he had fallen face first.  Small clumps of snow 
and ice coated his eyebrows and forehead.  His cheeks were bright pink with embarrassment or 
cold, or most likely both.  ñUhm sahfry,ò he garbled. 

Her brief tinkling laughter made Martôs heart skip a beat, but when he looked up she quickly 
replaced her mirth with a look of annoyance.  She jerked the end of her long, woolen scarf out of 
Martôs mouth and asked, ñWhat did you say?ò 

Mart grinned sheepishly.  ñI said, Iôm sorry.ò 

ñWell, I should hope so,ò she huffed, though Mart thought he saw the edges of her lips twitching 
up in a small smile.  ñI certainly didnôt expect to get molested when I came outside for my 
morning walk.ò 

ñMolestïñ Mart exclaimed.  He turned beet red and gulped guiltily as he remembered frantically 
grabbing for something, anything, to keep him from falling on the icy path.  He found his eyes 
unconsciously dropping down to gaze at the would-be handholds.  Granted, he couldnôt see 
much beneath her heavy wool coat, but he remembered how full and firm they felt, even in that 
brief moment of contact. 

He heard her clearing her throat and looked up to see her brilliant blue eyes practically spitting 
fire at him.  ñHad your fill?ò 

That particular turn of phrase created a lewd picture in Martôs mind.  He was very glad he was 
still lying prone in the snow.  The icy wetness ought to kill his lusty feelings...the noticeable ones 
anyway.  He swallowed uneasily and said, ñI was just ï you ï I mean, I ï I seem to have ruined 
your breakfast.ò  He nodded towards her coat as he struggled to regain his feet. 

She looked down at her chest.  ñDrat!ò  The dark remains of some type of fruit danish were 
smeared on the front of her coat. 

ñBlueberry,ò Mart said with a touch of sadness.  It was his favorite.  He hated to see good food 
go to waste. 



She looked at him with narrowed eyes.  ñAnd just how do you know it was blueberry?  Did you 
get a taste on your way down?ò 

Mart decided his face might as well just stay red, at least until he was no longer in this womanôs 
presence.  ñNo, itôs Tuesday,ò he mumbled with a shrug.  

ñItôs Tuesday?ò she repeated questioningly. 

ñThe kitchen staff bakes fresh danishes every day.  Tuesday is blueberry.ò 

ñYou have the danish schedule memorized?ò 

Mart grinned.  Now he was in his element.  ñOh, I have the entire menu memorized.ò  Talking 
about food made him feel more comfortable in the awkward situation and he gallantly stretched 
out his hand to help her to her feet. 

His smile vanished as she ignored his offer and pulled herself carefully up off the ground, 
brushing off the snow while trying not to smudge the stain any worse than it already was.  She 
leaned down to pick up what was left of the danish, as well as the crushed remains of a 
styrofoam cup whose spilled contents had stained the pristine snow in sepia tones.  With a 
disdainful glance at Mart, she turned and walked towards the door, stopping to throw the items 
in a trashcan near the front steps. 

As irksome as she was, Mart found he didnôt want her to leave just yet.  ñI am sorry,ò he called 
out.  ñI mean for ruining your walk...andéand your breakfast...and your coat.ò  And your whole 
day, apparently. 

She had stopped at the front doors, her gloved hand on the handle.  She turned back to him and 
though she didnôt smile, Mart imagined her magnificent eyes were sparkling.  Or were they just 
reflecting off the snow?  ñSo, where do I send the bill?ò she asked, her voice not unkind. 

ñThe bill?ò  I hope sheôs not going to sue me for sexual harassment. 

ñThe cleaning bill.  This is a brand new coat, you know.ò 

Mart waved towards the building, ñHere.  I work here.  I mean, I live here and I work here.ò 
 
ñDo you have a name?ò she queried, and again there was the tiniest twitch of a smile on her full, 
rosy lips. 

Do I?  Yes, I do...What is it?  ñMart.  Mart Belden.ò 

She nodded brusquely, her lips in a tight smile, opened the door and disappeared inside. 

Mart cursed himself.  He cursed the snow.  He tried to kick the snow, but found it was highly 
unsatisfying to kick something that fluffed around him in mocking delight.  He kicked the shovel 
instead, still lying where he had dropped it.  A corner of it jabbed sharply into his toe, causing 
him to hop up and down in pain.  So he cursed the shovel too, for good measure. 



He couldnôt remember the last time he had been so flummoxed around a woman.  A woman 
who didnôt succumb to his charms no less, which made it so much harder to be charming.  She 
would be positively infuriating if it werenôt for those eyes.  Those eyes, the color of...  Mart 
rubbed his sore toe and smiled.  ñBlueberries.  My favorite.ò 

He didnôt even know her name. 

*************************************  

Jim ambled his way slowly down the hallway, perusing the morning paper and sipping a cup of 
coffee as he walked.  The daily commute from his apartment upstairs to his office downstairs 
certainly had its benefits, especially during these cold winter months.  He tucked the paper 
under his arm and opened the door to the school office, smiling at Mrs. Foster as he entered.  
No matter how early he arrived, the efficient secretary somehow always managed to beat him 
in. 

ñGood morning, Mrs. Foster,ò he smiled, picking up a homemade blueberry muffin from the 
basket on her desk. 

The neatly dressed grey-haired woman looked up from her daily planner with a warm, motherly 
smile.  ñGood morning, Mr. Frayne.ò  She would have preferred to call him Jim.  As the unofficial 
grandmother at the Winthrop School, she knew every student and employee personally.  She 
preferred to call all her co-workers by their first names, but after being unable to get Jim to 
return the favor, she had finally given up and returned the formality he used with each member 
of his staff. 

ñHow does my schedule look today?ò 

ñDemanding, as always.  Donôt you ever take a break?ò  She peered at him over the tops of her 
bifocals, quietly reproaching him for wearing himself so thin. 

ñI promise when the weather becomes friendlier, Iôll take a morning break to go biking or riding 
or something.  Will that satisfy you?ò 

ñNo,ò she grumped, ñYou look terrible and you need some time for yourself.  It canôt wait until 
spring.ò  She didnôt fool Jim for a minute though, or anybody else for that matter.  Mrs. Foster 
could never really be angry with anyone.   

Jim gave her a weary look.  ñI was just off for two weeks over the holidays, Mrs. Foster.  How 
much more downtime am I supposed to take?ò  He didnôt wait for her reply, but headed for his 
office, pulling the paper up in front of his face again to ward off a conversation he didnôt want to 
have for the umpteenth time since the new term had started barely two weeks ago. 

But he could hear Mrs. Foster grumbling behind him, ñWhatever it takes to lift that burden off 
your heart, Jim dear.ò  And Jim knew she was fully aware that he had overheard her, as she had 
intended. 

He gently closed the door of his office behind him and looked into the mahogany framed mirror 
that hung over the back wall.  There were circles under his eyes and his cheeks were slightly 



hollowed.  He knew he was working too hard.  But working himself to exhaustion every day was 
the only thing that enabled him to get any sleep at night, uninterrupted by the nearly endless 
cycles of disturbing dreams and wakeful worrying. 

In the two weeks since he had returned from Sleepyside, where he had stood as best man for 
Brian and Honeyôs wedding, he had been unable to get Trixie out of his mind.  They had been 
apart for three years now, and she had been with Dan for most of that time.  They had managed 
to hold onto their friendship, for which he was eternally thankful, but Jim had never truly let go of 
his feelings for Trixie.  He had managed to bury them deep in his psyche while he worked to 
build his dreams for this school, but now, with the romantic wedding atmosphere fresh in his 
mind, those feelings had returned.  He didnôt know how to stop them.  He didnôt know if he 
wanted to stop them.  But admitting those feelings to anyone, least of all to Trixie or Dan, had 
the potential to unleash a far-reaching storm that could make his own internal struggles look like 
a summer drizzle in comparison. 

So he beat his emotions down again, made them obey his honorable spirit, and immersed 
himself in the day-to-day workings of the school.  Even things he easily could have delegated to 
others he took charge of himself, wanting his mind to be completely filled with something other 
than thoughts of what he had lost, of what he had thrown away. 

He tore his eyes from the haunted specter staring at him from the mirror and looked down at 
Mrs. Fosterôs blueberry muffin, now partially crushed in his clenched fist.  He took a half-hearted 
bite, letting the fresh pastry crumble in his mouth, then tossed it into the garbage can.  He 
wasnôt in the mood for comfort food.  He put his coffee cup on a coaster, dropped the paper in 
one of the guest chairs and went behind the desk to sit in the luxurious, high-backed leather 
chair.  He leaned back and clasped his hands behind his head, closing his eyes and composing 
his thoughts and plans for the day ahead. 

There was a soft knock at his door and Mrs. Foster poked her silvery head inside.  ñMart wants 
to know if you have a minute for him.ò 

ñMrs. Foster, we do have an intercom, you know,ò he smiled at her. 

She sniffed contemptuously.  She never used the highly impersonal contraption on her desk, but 
she would never admit that she didnôt really know how to use it, either. 

ñDo I have a minute?ò he asked to appease her.  She loved directing Jimôs every moment when 
he was at work. 

ñYes, but just.  Remember that you have a teleconference with Mr. Wheeler and Mr. Rainsford 
at 9:00.ò 

ñThank you, Mrs. Foster.  I had forgotten.  What would I ever do without you?ò 

She smiled happily and returned to her desk, waving Mart through the open door. 

ñJim!ò Mart shouted exuberantly.  ñI need your help.ò  He flung himself into the nearest guest 
chair, crushing the newspaper underneath him as he flung a leg over the arm.  His face was 
flushed and he was grinning from ear to ear. 



Jim listened as Mart excitedly jabbered away about some woman he had met earlier.  He 
described her with his usual verbose imagery and asked if Jim knew who she was.  When Jim 
shrugged in confusion, Mart exclaimed, ñAre you kidding me, Jim?  You donôt know who Iôm 
talking about?  The school isnôt that big!ò 

ñIôm sorry.  I donôt usually think of my staff in terms of their ósplendiferous cobalt orbsô.  Youôre 
going to have to be a little more descriptive.  Or maybe a little less descriptive,ò Jim teased. 

Martôs own orbs were rather glazed over at the moment, Jim noticed, and a small smile was 
creeping across his face.  He waited, but Mart didnôt reply, apparently lost in his lovesick 
daydreams.  

ñMart?ò he prompted. 

Mart broke his trance and focused on his friend on the other side of the spacious desk.  He sat 
up straight on the chair and leaned forward, elbows on the edge of the desk and chin resting on 
the tips of his clasped fingers.  ñSheôs got blond hair...I think.  It was kind of tucked under her 
hat, a red hat.  And sheôs got a red coat...with...a big blueberry danish stain on it.  She likes 
blueberry danishes.ò 

Jim cast his eyes heavenward.  It always came down to food for Mart.  He secretly hoped the 
woman he was describing worked in the kitchen.  ñSo, someone on my staff eats blueberry 
danishes in a manner sloppy enough to get them all over her coat?ò 

ñWell...no.  I...sort of...did that.ò 

Jim stared at him scathingly.  ñI wonôt ask how.ò 

ñPlease donôt,ò Mart agreed.  ñSo, do you know who she is?ò  He realized he sounded like an 
overeager puppy dog, so he sat back in the chair and casually added, ñIôd just like to apologize 
and see if I can get the coat cleaned for her.ò 

ñWhy didnôt you apologize when you did it?ò 

ñI did.  But...well, not well enough.  And she left before I could...well, do it better.ò 

Jim smiled.  He hadnôt seen Mart this flustered since...well, since Diana joined the Bob-Whites. 

Mart had known and loved Diana even longer than Jim had known and loved Trixie.  Both men 
had broken off their relationships for practical reasons.  They had formed a brokenhearted bond 
with one another since Martôs return from Africa.  Diana and Trixie had both moved on and 
found love again.  Now it seemed Mart was ready to move on too. 

How did he do that? Jim wondered.  And why canôt I? 

The mention of the red coat finally struck a chord with Jim.  He had commented on the 
obviously new garment just yesterday.  ñSally Drake,ò he said aloud. 

Martôs face brightened.  ñThatôs her name?  Who is she?ò 



ñSheôs my American History teacher.  And Iôd like her to stay that way, if you donôt mind.  Donôt 
go chasing her away by starting food fights with her on the front lawn.ò 

Mart snorted, ñLike Iôd ever purposely waste food.  It was an accident, I tell you.ò 

Jim cocked a rusty eyebrow at his friend, who was drifting off again with stars in his eyes.  ñAll 
right, I have to ask.  How do you do it?ò 

ñI slipped on the ice,ò Mart mumbled. 

ñWhat?ò  Jim was confused now.  Was Mart suggesting a concussion or a groin pull was the key 
to finding love again? 

Mart sighed.  ñI threw a shovelful of snow on her.  I was going to clean her off when I slipped 
and fell into her...and we both fell in the snow.ò 

ñNo, I mean...never mind,ò Jim said, shaking his head.  He was pretty sure he was going to be 
making their weekly trip to the local bar alone this week, crying into his beer by himselféagain. 

Mart stared at him expectantly until Jim took his hand from his chin and flung it outward in a 
questioning gesture.  ñWhat?ò 

ñAre you going to tell me what room sheôs in?ò Mart asked.  When Jim hesitated, he added with 
a grin, ñTimeôs a wasting, Frayne.  I canôt let that blueberry stain set in.  Iôm too poor to buy her a 
new coat.ò 

Jim did not look amused.  ñSheôs working, Mart.ò 

Mart made a face.  ñI know that.  What?  Do you think Iôm going to serenade her or something?ò 

Jim raised an eyebrow.  He could remember when Mart did just that during high school in front 
of Dianaôs government class on Valentineôs Day. 

Mart apparently remembered too, because he flushed under Jimôs scrutiny.  ñI promise Iôll wait 
until between classes to talk to her.ò 

When Jim still looked unconvinced, Mart added, ñYou know, I could just go from room to room, 
popping in and asking if there are any knock-out gorgeous history teachers inside.ò 

ñRoom 115,ò Jim said quickly, rolling his eyes. 

Mart leaped from the chair and bounded to the door.  ñThanks, Jim.  Youôll be rewarded for this 
someday.  Maybe she has a sister who wonôt think youôre too homely,ò he added mischievously, 
fleeing out the door as Jim threw a pencil his way. 

************************************** 



Mart tried hard not to sprint down the hallway.  First period had already started and if he kept his 
promise to Jim he would have to wait almost twenty minutes before he could enter Room 115 
and talk to Sally Drake. 

Sally Drake...Miss DrakeéSallyéDrake.  He wanted to say her name aloud over and over ï 
whisper it, shout it, sing it, laugh it.  He couldnôt help it.  For all his joking and wisecracks, for all 
his ostentatious verbosity, he truly was a romantic at heart.  And his heart hadnôt felt this light in 
a long time.  It had been a very long three years in Africa.  Long-term relationship possibilities 
were few and far between in third world countries and Mart had pined for his violet-eyed Diana 
for much of that time. 

When he returned to the States to find Tad Webster had swept Diana off her feet, Mart had 
graciously stepped aside for good.  Diana was happy and thatôs what was important to Mart.  He 
knew Tad would treat her right and he was obviously quite smitten with her.  Well hell, who 
wouldnôt be?  Even Mart had to grudgingly admit that the All-American athlete and the 
homecoming queen made a picture perfect pair.  It hurt, but he had many wonderful memories 
to hold onto, and years of friendship to look forward to with Diana Lynch 

He and Jim had bonded over pints at the local pub several times since Martôs return to New 
York, but Mart didnôt want to end up like Jim, still brooding years after his breakup with Trixie.  
Mart had tried mightily to jostle Jim out of his stupor, but so far had had no luck. 

He checked his watch.  He could spend the next fourteen minutes trying to figure out Jimôs 
problem, or he could spend it composing a suitably impressive apology for Miss Drake and let 
her see that he was an intelligent, educated man and not some klutz with incredibly poor aim. 

He reached Room 115 and peeked in the long, thin window above the doorknob.  Sally Drake 
was engaged in a description of some important battle, he guessed, drawing diagrams and 
maps on the blackboard and turning frequently to her class with animated gestures and a face 
that lit up the room with excitement.  She was obviously a good teacher; her students sat in 
enraptured silence, barely remembering to take notes, they were so focused on her tale. 

Satisfied he was in the right place, and with twelve minutes still to spare until he would be in the 
right place at the right time, Mart leaned against the wall next to the door and started thinking 
about what he would say when he finally got to talk to those beautiful blue eyes again.  The 
minutes ticked quickly past as he ran the dictionary, the thesaurus, and every Shakespearean 
sonnet he could remember through his mind to get just the right words rolling off his tongue.  He 
wasnôt sure why he was worrying about it so much.  He couldnôt possibly make a worse 
impression than he had the first time they met. 

As a bell announced the end of the first period of the day, Mart jumped to attention and moved 
eagerly towards the classroom door.  As he did so, the door was flung open and it was only the 
downward glance of his eyes as he reached for the doorknob that saved him from a broken 
nose.  The door swung into his forehead with a sharp whack and he lurched back, trying not to 
swear as a flood of pre-teen boys came flowing out of the room.  He touched his fingers gingerly 
to his forehead and pulled them away, checking for blood. 

ñAnthony!ò Mart heard from inside the room, ñSlow down, please.ò  He heard heels clicking his 
way and swiftly tried to compose himself, but he was seeing spots in front of his eyes.  Frankly, 
heôd prefer to be seeing fireworks when he came face to face with Sally Drake again.  She came 



into view and there they wereéthose blue eyes.  Her shoulder-length blond hair cascaded in 
generous waves around her face.  She was wearing a pale blue sweater ï miraculously free of 
any fruit stains ï and black slacks.   

She stopped short when she saw him.  He must have presented quite a picture ï a large 
contusion on his forehead, sure to be black and blue before long, jaw wide open trying to get the 
ringing in his ears to cease, eyelids fluttering open and closed in dizziness.  ñMr. Belden, we 
meet again,ò she said and even in his woozy state, Mart could swear he saw her eyes twinkling 
at him. 

ñMiss Drake,ò he murmured.  With a final shake of his head he shook off the lingering vertigo, 
pasted on his most charismatic grin, and thrust a hand out to greet her properly. 

On reflection, Mart later decided that what happened next was no surprise.  Fate was obviously 
out to get him for some past sins he had committed. 

Sally chose the exact moment that Mart reached out to her to lean down and pick up a piece of 
paper that had fallen from some studentôs notebook.  Martôs hand brushed against her breasts ï
  again ï as she bent over.  He pulled back like he had scalded his fingers on a hot stove, 
blushing furiously.  Well, at least the red mark on his forehead would blend in now, he thought. 

She straightened up and stared at him, clearly trying not to explode ï with laughter or anger, 
Mart wasnôt sure, though he felt mildly better when she spoke in a slightly amused tone. 

ñThis just isnôt your day, is it, Mr. Belden?ò 

He shut his eyes for a moment and slowly shook his head, ñNo, it really isnôt.  I assure you I am 
not normally so unsuitably maladroit in my endeavors to converse with a pulchritudinous 
maiden.ò  Well, at least his brain and mouth were working this time. 

She tilted her head and smiled at his words.  A real smile this time too, dazzling and completely 
unlike her previous attempts to cover her pleasure with irritation. 

Mart wasnôt sure if it was her smile or the blow to his head, but he suddenly felt a wave of 
nausea overcome him.  He leaned over and put his hands on his knees and prayed it would 
pass.  If he threw up on her, that would be the last straw.  Heôd have to move to Mongolia and 
become a monk. 

He felt a soft touch on his shoulder.  ñAre you all right?ò 

Slowly he straightened up and gave her a reassuring grin.  ñYes, I just felt a little dizzy.ò 

Realization hit her.  ñOh!  I thought that óthudô was the door hitting the wall.ò  She reached out 
and tenderly touched the swelling lump on his forehead.  Her fingers were soft and gentle and 
her wrist smelled like...cupcakes?  Mart really thought he might faint now. 

ñNo,ò he grinned in embarrassment, ñthough, lucky for me, my head is almost as hard as that 
wall.ò 



ñYou should probably go see the school nurse,ò she said with concern. 

ñIôve had worse,ò Mart shrugged, ñas you can probably imagine considering what youôve seen of 
me so far, Miss Drake.ò 

ñSally,ò she smiled. 

ñSally,ò Mart nodded amiably. 

A group of boys was filing into the room, glancing curiously at their teacher and the young man 
she was talking to. 

ñI actually came by to see if I could try and clean your coat for you,ò he added sheepishly.  
ñThere still might be a chance to get that stain out.ò 

ñThank you for your concern, but Iôve already taken care of it.  I think it will be okay.ò 

She put her hands on her hips and thrust her chin out at Mart with a smug smile, ñHowever, I 
have no incertitude that you are more than proficient at expelling all manner of bespattered 
victuals from habiliments, Mr. Belden,ò she proclaimed. 

Martôs jaw dropped open as she turned and walked into the classroom, pulling the door shut 
behind her.  The door was almost closed when Mart managed to blurt out, ñMart.ò 

Sally turned back, her blue eyes shining.  She smiled fetchingly at him and echoed, ñMart,ò just 
before she closed the door. 

Mart fell back against the wall.  He was feeling very lightheaded and it was definitely not from 
any kind of concussion. 

He was in love. 

*************************************  

Jim glanced up at the clock that hung over his office door.  It was still a little early for lunch, but 
his stomach was growling.  Besides, he had two meetings this afternoon and he might as well 
get lunch out of the way now. 

He considered what was in his refrigerator with a sigh.  A bottle of ketchup, some slices of 
American cheese, and a half-empty gallon of milk ï probably sour.  It didnôt sound like much of a 
meal.  And he didnôt particularly feel like socializing with the students in the cafeteria or the 
faculty in the teacherôs lounge today, especially if he was going to end up watching Mart 
mooning over Sally Drake.  Heôd have to get some groceries anyway, so he decided to have 
lunch in town and get the dreaded shopping trip over with for the week. 

He stuffed a few files in his briefcase, shrugged into his long winter overcoat and exited his 
office.  ñMrs. Foster, Iôm going into town for a couple of hours.  If anybody needs me, they can 
reach me on my cell.ò 



ñDonôt forget you have two meetings with potential students this afternoon,ò she reminded. 

Jim waved his briefcase in reply.  ñIôve got the files right here.  Iôll look over them at lunch.ò 

ñWhat if Mart comes looking for you again?ò Mrs. Foster asked with a curious smile.  When Mart 
had come out of Jimôs office earlier, he had kissed her soundly on the cheek, snitched a 
blueberry muffin from her basket, and waltzed out of the office whistling some silly little romantic 
show tune.  Mrs. Foster was dying to know what that was all about, and his friend Jim seemed 
to be the best source for that gossip. 

Jim snorted, ñTell him to call Miss Lonelyheart.  Iôm sure he knows how to reach her.ò  He left 
the school chuckling under his breath at his joke. 

He tossed his briefcase into the passenger seat as he got into his dark green Ford Explorer.  It 
had taken only one snowstorm with his reliable old Tercel to realize the little car wouldnôt be up 
to winters in remote Indian Lake.  You couldnôt count on the back roads getting plowed in a 
timely manner in this area.  Jim waved at his stable manager Wes Landon, as he came up the 
driveway in his heavy-duty truck, plowing as he went.  Carefully maneuvering around him, Jim 
turned out of the driveway and headed for town.  The main road had been partially plowed and 
driving grew easier the closer Jim got to Indian Lake. 

An insistent rumble from his stomach convinced Jim to seek out lunch before heading to the 
grocery store.  Options were limited in the tiny town.  McDonaldôs, the only fast food restaurant 
in Indian Lake, was out.  It was no Wimpyôs that was for sure; although it seemed to satisfy 
Martôs occasional yen for greasy burgers.  The spattering of other restaurants mostly served the 
summer vacationers, or couples seeking weekend retreats.  Many of them werenôt open on a 
regular lunch schedule.  Jim pulled his SUV into the small lot in front of drab Wallyôs Diner.  
What the plain, colorless establishment lacked in atmosphere, it more than made up for with 
excellent food and friendly service.  The lot was nearly empty and Jim was thankful he would be 
missing the lunch rush.  In small towns like Indian Lake, everybody knows everybody, and he 
just wasnôt up to making small talk today. 

A little bell over the door signaled his arrival.  An older couple at a table in the back corner and a 
burly man in checked flannel at the counter were the only customers at the moment.  The 
reversible sign at the cash register had the ñPlease Seat Yourselvesò side showing and Jim slid 
into a booth not far from the door, laying his briefcase across the table from him. 

ñWell hi, stranger.  Havenôt seen you here in awhile.ò 

Jim looked up into the soulful brown eyes of Renee Wallace and smiled.  ñHello, Renee.ò 

ñSo, where have you been?ò she asked, turning over his coffee cup and filling it with the 
aromatic brew. 

ñWell, it hasnôt exactly been biking weather now, has it?ò Jim chuckled.  He had taken up biking 
in the mornings some time ago, often stopping by the diner for his morning cup of coffee before 
heading back to the school. 

ñI guess not,ò she agreed with a coy smile.  ñDoesnôt mean you canôt come in and visit every 
once in awhile.ò 



Renee Wallace had often flirted with Jim since his first visit to the diner.  He had always been 
polite and friendly, but her flirtations seemed to have gone completely unnoticed.  She knew 
from the town grapevine that he was unattached, so he simply must not be interested in her. 

ñWell, Iôm here now,ò he smiled warmly.  ñI had a sudden urge for a tuna melt.ò 

She laughed gaily at him.  ñOr more likely, you havenôt got any food at home.ò 

ñGuilty as charged.  But I do love your tuna melt.ò 

ñI canôt take any credit for it.  Thatôs all Marthaôs doing.  And she refuses to tell me her secret 
ingredient; otherwise maybe Iôd finally have the key to winning your heart, Jim Frayne,ò she 
said, winking at him.  She paused and looked into his emerald green eyes.  She didnôt know 
why she continued to beat her head against this redheaded brick wall, but those eyes could 
easily be part of the reason.  ñHow would you like to upgrade your potato chips to fries 
todayéno charge?ò 

ñYou sure you wonôt get in trouble for that?ò Jim teased. 

ñYou let me handle management,ò she chuckled, as she left to put Jimôs order in with the 
kitchen.  Her widower father had owned the establishment since she was a little girl.  He 
worshipped the ground his only child walked on and probably would have let her give free fries 
to the entire state if she so desired.  Renee worked the breakfast and lunch shifts at the diner 
and went to school at night.  She would graduate with her nursing degree this spring, and was 
working up her courage to move out of the small town she had lived in her whole life to go see 
the world. 

Jim drew his briefcase towards him and pulled out one of the files he had placed there before he 
left the school.  He wished he didnôt have to pick and choose students, but funds and resources 
required him to limit the number of boys he could accept into the program.  In addition, he didnôt 
have the specialized staff needed to handle the more serious discipline cases that he would 
have liked to tackle.  Both of the boys he was meeting today seemed promising though and 
based on their case files, he thought they would soon be enrolled at the school. 

He was so engrossed in the file of young Cade Garrett that he didnôt notice Renee standing over 
the table with his lunch until she gently cleared her throat after a few seconds.  He hurriedly 
pushed the file aside and thanked her as she placed the plate in front of him.  He noticed that 
his helping of fries seemed especially generous.  Renee was too good to him. 

He looked for the squirt bottle of ketchup that should have been on his table, neatly placed 
against the wall.  It was missing.  He turned to ask Renee to bring him some, but she had 
already turned to the table behind her and was handing him the bottle before the request could 
move from his brain to his lips.  ñWhere am I going to get such treatment when you head off to 
Rochester this summer?ò he asked, taking the bottle from her with a grin. 

Sighing, she turned to look at her father over her shoulder.  He was chatting with the older 
couple as he rang them out at the cash register.  Her yearning to shake the dust of this small 
town off her feet was in direct conflict with her desire to stay in Indian Lake to be with her 
father.  She was all he had left in the world. 



Suddenly startled, she looked down to see Jimôs hand on top of hers and understanding in his 
gentle green eyes.   

ñYouôre not abandoning him,ò Jim said softly. 

She nodded and tried to smile, then hurried off to the kitchen before her emotions could get the 
better of her. 

Munching on his sandwich, Jim studied her as she retreated.  She was tall and shapely, 
probably only a couple of inches shy of his six-foot plus frame.  She had brown hair with copper 
highlights pulled back in a tight bun at the nape of her neck.  Her brown eyes always seemed to 
have a world of worry in them, no matter how bright and chipper she was feeling.  And as she 
had watched her father, Jim noticed an emotion in her eyes that he was all too familiar 
withéguilt.  It had moved him and he had reacted before he really had time to think. 

Maybe that was the key to finding love, to stop thinking...or at least to stop thinking so much.  
Maybe if Jim had concentrated more on his feelings for Trixie and less on practicality, they 
might still be together.  They might be miserable, but maybe theyôd still be together.   

Mart, on the other hand, didnôt think at all, knocked a woman into the snow and was now in 
love.  Maybe he had it right. 

So Jim tried not to think about Renee moving off to Rochester in a few months.  He tried not to 
think about his workaholic lifestyle.  He tried not to think about Trixie.  He tried not to think about 
his demons. 
 
ñRenee?ò he asked, as she passed his table with a handful of silverware. 

ñDo you need more coffee, Jim?  Let me put these away and Iôll be right with you.ò 

ñNo, I...ò he paused, his throat suddenly tight.  Come on, Jim.  Itôs not like you havenôt done this 
before.  ñI was just wondering...if you might like to have dinner sometime this weekend...with 
me, I mean?ò 

She looked surprised and Jim fleetingly wondered how long it had been since he had asked a 
woman out, and if the rumor mill in town had him pegged as gay...or some eccentric celibate 
hermit.  Well, he couldnôt take it back now, so he might as well just accept her rejection and ï  

ñThat sounds nice.  What did you have in mind?ò 

Not anywhere in Indian Lake, thatôs for sure.  ñUmm...Iôm not really sure.  I ï I havenôt been out 
ï I mean out of town ï in awhile.  Except for the holidays, when I went home to Sleepyside.  But 
I guess four hours is a little far to drive for dinner, especially for a first date.  I mean ï itôs just 
dinner, not really a ï well, I guess dinner is a date, isnôt it?ò  Great, now Iôm babbling. 

Renee smiled down at him.  ñHow about Friends Lake Inn?  Itôs in Chestertown, which is about 
45 minutes, but anyplace outside of Indian Lake is going to be a drive.ò 

Jim swallowed and nodded, ñFriday night?ò 



ñSure, but not too late.  Iôm working the breakfast shift Saturday.ò 

ñOkay...is 5:00 all right?ò 

ñSure.  You know where I live, right?ò 

ñWhite house, green shutters...right next door to the diner?ò Jim grinned. 

ñThatôs the one,ò she chuckled. 

There was a moment of awkward silence and then she asked, ñSo...more coffee?ò 

Jim shook his head.  His eyes drifted down to his plate.  He hadnôt finished his lunch.  Truthfully, 
he was still hungry.  But a need to escape was settling quickly on him.  ñIôve really gotta run.  I 
still have to pick up some groceries before I get back to school and Iôve got a couple of 
interviews this afternoon and...ò 

Renee picked up his plate.  ñIôll wrap this up for you and you can eat it later, okay?  We canôt 
have your stomach growling in the middle of a meeting.ò  And she disappeared into the kitchen 
before he could object. 

Jim became conscious of the fact that he had been holding his breath.  He let it out in a long, 
drawn-out sigh and gathered his things.  Renee met him at the register and handed him the 
brown paper sack with his lunch inside.  ñI put a slice of blueberry pie in there for you too.  
Martha baked it fresh this morning.  Donôt get any on you; itôs a devil to clean out.ò 

Jim grinned, ñSo Iôve heard.  Thanks.ò  He paid for his lunch and waved off the change, ñKeep 
it.  So, Iôll see you Friday then?ò 

ñ5:00.ò 

ñRight next door.ò 

ñSee you then.ò 

The cold January wind cut right through Jimôs coat as he left the diner, sending a chill through 
him.  What am I doing? he asked himself. 

Youôre moving on, Frayne, moving on. 

************************************** 

Mart lurked around the outside of the main building the next two mornings, hoping to catch Sally 
on her morning walk.  His classes at the community college were nearly an hour away, so he 
didnôt have any opportunities to run into Sally other than in the mornings before school started at 
Winthrop. 

There had been no more accumulation of snow, so he had no real excuse to be lingering out 
there so early.  But he didnôt want Sally to think he was stalking her, so he spent nearly an hour 



salting the walks heavily each morning, until Jim started getting complaints from the teachers 
about their ruined shoes and the conditions of the hallways inside the school. 

When he didnôt see her Wednesday or Thursday, he got up even earlier on Friday morning, long 
before classes started or the non-resident teachers had arrived, even before Mrs. Foster came 
in, and went outside to wait for Sally Drake.  He knew she lived in Indian Lake and not at the 
school.  He knew she lived with her family.  He knew she wasnôt married or engaged or dating 
anyone.  And she had blushed prettily when she asked about Mart in the school office.  He 
learned all that from Mrs. Foster, bless her meddlesome soul.  If only Mr. Lytellôs nosiness could 
have ever been that helpful. 

Mart licked his lips nervously as he saw Sallyôs red SUV pull into the parking lot.  He felt his 
heart skipping along in an irregular rhythm.  That couldnôt be good.  But it was.  If he had a heart 
attack right in front of Sally Drake, at least heôd die happy.  He flashed his best smile as she 
came up the walk, holding a travel mug of coffee in one hand; her other hand held up in front of 
her to keep him at a safe distance.  But she was grinning as she did it, clearly teasing him. 

ñGood morning, Sally.ò 
 
ñGood morning, Mart.  Youôre out here awfully early.  Havenôt you run out of salt yet?ò  She 
thrust out one foot at him so he could see the salt stains on the edges of her brown suede 
boots. 

Mart grimaced.  Those had to cost more than the coat even.  Out of sheer necessity heôd 
learned how to remove all sorts of food stains over the years, but no one had ever taught him 
how to get salt stains out of suede.  If he had to replace all her clothing that he ruined, heôd be 
broke before he even got to take her out on a first date. 

With more confidence than he felt, Mart looked steadily into her dark blue eyes and before he 
could lose his nerve he asked quickly, ñWould you like to have dinner with me Friday night?ò 

Sally tilted her head at him saucily and asked, ñDo you mean tonight?ò 

It took him a second, but he realized that he had rehearsed that simple question for two days 
without running into her and now it actually was Friday.  He had never felt so at sea in his life.  
Not when Jimôs sister was engaged in her trademarked Honey-speak.  Not when his own sister 
was spouting a dozen different theories at once to try and solve a mystery.  Not even when he 
was first dating Diana.  And he never felt like this when he was around other men.  What was it 
about beautiful women that turned intelligent men into complete idiots? 

He couldnôt ask her out tonight, could he?  Werenôt you supposed to give women time to think 
about it or wash their hair or something?  And they never wanted it to seem as if they had no 
plans on a Friday night either.  No, he didnôt mean tonight. 

ñNo.ò  Mart almost smiled to see a shadow of disappointment cross her pretty face.  ñI ï do you 
ï do you want to ï I mean ï ?ò  Mart gave up, spreading his arms wide in resignation.  ñI have 
no idea what I mean anymore.  Youôve taken every polysyllabic word out of my brain and turned 
it to mush.ò 

ñThank you, I accept,ò she answered. 



ñYou do?ò 

ñYes.  As long as you promise not to assault me or fling food at me.ò 

ñI promise.  I mean...Iôll try.ò 

She narrowed her eyes and stared at him until he could not withhold the grin inside him.  ñAfter 
all, itôs still pretty icy out, and Jim wonôt let me salt the walks anymore.  But I canôt wait around 
until spring to ask you out, so I guess Iôll have to try and keep my equilibrium around you.  And 
that will be no easy task...I find myself feeling dizzy every time you come around.ò 

She flushed, hiding her smile behind her coffee mug as she took a sip and stared off across the 
snow-covered lawns. 

ñBut I promise not to start any food fights...if youôll answer a question for me.ò 

ñYes?ò 

ñWhat creates that nectareous aroma of freshly baked patisseries whenever youôre in the 
vicinity?ò  Mart managed not feel giddy when she flashed that dazzling smile, but he couldnôt do 
anything about his knees knocking. 

ñBath & Bodyworks ï Warm Vanilla Sugar.ò  She looked at him curiously.  ñAre we going out for 
dinner or do you just have a passion for desserts?ò 

ñOh, no!  My epicurean fervors extend to all manner of comestibles.ò 

ñGood.  Weôll leave right after school.ò  She moved past him towards the door. 

Mart turned around to watch her go.  ñWe will?ò 

ñWe will.  I know just the place to take you for dinner.  Meet me here.ò 
 
ñRight here?ò  Mart pointed to the ground in front of him. 

ñRight there,ò she said with a deliberate grin and entered the building. 

Mart wasnôt sure what he was going to do about his classes, but he was suddenly reluctant to 
move one step from his spot until she returned. 

************************************** 

Sally pulled her truck alongside the curb and stopped, her brow furrowed.   

ñAre you lost?ò Mart asked.  He looked outside and saw only suburban residences, no business 
establishments or restaurants in sight. 

ñNoéjust having second thoughts,ò Sally murmured. 



ñAbout dinner?ò 

ñNo, not exactly.ò 

ñAbout dinner with me?ò 

She turned and smiled reassuringly at him.  ñDefinitely not.  Iôm just not sure that ïñ 

Suddenly, there were shrieks of delight outside, ñAunt Sally!ò 

Sally and Mart looked outside.  On the lawn next to the car was a rosy-cheeked little girl, 
bundled up in a snowsuit that made her look something like a miniature pink Michelin man and 
an equally red-cheeked boy, slightly older, waving a mittened hand at them. 

ñToo late,ò Sally sighed. 

ñAunt Sally?ò Mart asked, looking at her with some minor apprehension. 

ñMy family has dinner together every Friday night.  Thereôs going to be a ton of food, a houseful 
of people and a great deal of chaos.ò  Mart didnôt seem inclined to run off, but she had to be 
sure.  ñBut maybe itôs too much for a first dateémeeting the family and all that.ò 

ñDid you say there was going to be a ton of food?ò 

Sally giggled, ñOh, yes.  Everybody brings something and thereôs always plenty left over.ò 

ñI wouldnôt be so sure of that tonight,ò Mart grinned.  ñTrust me, Iôd be willing to go out with Lizzie 
Borden if it meant unlimited helpings for me.ò 

They got out of the car and Sally fell to her knees in the snow to receive hugs from her niece 
and nephew.  When they finally let her free, she introduced them to Mart.  They both belonged 
to her oldest brother Sam; Sarah was five and Scotty was seven and they clearly adored Sally, 
telling Mart she was their favorite aunt. 

ñOnly because I have two dogs,ò Sally snorted.  The beasts in question came quickly from the 
porch to greet their mistress ï two fierce looking German Shepherds who sniffed Mart's feet and 
legs suspiciously before wagging their tails agreeably and turning to romp with the children.  
Well, thatôs one hurdle cleared, Mart mused.  If the dogs donôt like you, the date is over. 

Mart was used to Belden bedlam, but even he was surprised at the number of people in the 
house that was much smaller than the farmhouse in Sleepyside.  There didnôt seem to be one 
spare foot of space anywhere.  A long table extended from the dining room into the living room, 
and two folding tables were shoved up against either end.  A hodgepodge of chairs surrounded 
the table and Mart quickly counted eighteen places.  Then he saw the smaller ñkids tableò just 
inside the kitchen with another five chairs. 

There were loud and enthusiastic greetings when they came in, and not a person there seemed 
surprised by Martôs appearance.  Had Sally been talking about him already?  Did she frequently 
bring home male guests?  Or were they just that friendly?  Although he couldnôt be sure about 



the first two questions, Mart quickly found the last to be undoubtedly true.  He found himself 
instantly surrounded by brothers, in-laws, parents, aunts, uncles, grandparents, cousins, nieces, 
and nephews of Sally Drake.  He felt like he was home again, though somewhat 
magnifiedéand not just in numbers either.  When Sally introduced her four older brothers, one 
by one ï Sam, Seth, Shawn, and Simon ï Mart knew without a doubt that if he ever made Sally 
cry, he would be dead.  Not just hurt, not just maimed, but dead.  Every one of her blond, blue-
eyed brothers looked like a linebacker for the Jets.  They all greeted him politely, without a hint 
of animosity in their eyes; but each one squeezed his hand with just enough force to give him 
sufficient warning that they were very protective of their baby sister. 

Sallyôs mother seated Mart right next to her at one end of the table.  Mart was afraid sheôd talk 
his ear off, but since she kept piling food on his plate, Mart was perfectly content to let her 
babble away.  He kept his mouth full, and she didnôt stop talking long enough for him to answer 
any of her questions with more than a short sentence or two anyway.  Sallyôs father was a quiet 
man (he probably couldnôt get in a word edgewise, Mart figured) with sparkling blue eyes almost 
as vivid as his daughterôs. 

The house really was too small to accommodate all the guests, and all of the furniture in the 
living room had been pushed together, with coffee tables turned over on top of couches.  So 
they simply sat around the table chatting happily all evening.  Whenever anybody got up to 
retrieve a drink or more food or dessert from the kitchen, or to use the bathroom, or to check on 
the children who had gone upstairs to watch videos after dinner, somebody else would get up 
and take their vacated seat.  This constant game of musical chairs made for a most entertaining 
evening and Mart eventually got to spend time with almost every member of the Drake family. 

As the evening wound down, and parents began bundling sleepy children in their outerwear and 
shuttling them out to cars, Mart found himself in the kitchen with Sally, preparing several platters 
of food for people to take home with them. 

ñI canôt believe there is still food left,ò Mart said in astonishment and appreciation.  ñThe Drakes 
are my kind of people.ò 

Sally giggled and handed him two large plastic plates wrapped in cellophane.  ñThese are for 
you to take home.ò 

ñTwo?  Does this mean youôll join me for lunch this weekend?ò Mart asked with a sly smile. 
 
ñThatôs a distinct possibility,ò she replied with a smile. 

Seth poked his head into the kitchen.  ñHey, Mart,ò he said, ñYou want us to take you home?  Itôs 
right on our way.ò 

Mart looked to Sally for affirmation.  It was late, and while he was hoping to spend a little time 
alone with Sally, he didnôt want her to have to drive him to the school and then drive back here 
again. 

ñGo on,ò Sally urged.  ñIôll call you tomorrow.ò   

As Seth left the kitchen, Sally leaned over and whispered to Mart, ñItôs kind of a family ritual with 
my boyfriends.  Donôt let Seth intimidate you.ò 



 
ñHave a lot of boyfriends, do you?ò Mart asked with a smirk. 
 
She replied with a disgusted sniff, ñIôve only had a lot because itôs hard to hold onto them after 
my brothers get through with them.ò  She squeezed his arm and moved closer to him.  ñPlease 
donôt let them scare you off.  Youôre the only one Iôve really wanted to hold onto.ò 
 
ñReally?ò Mart asked with a pleased expression. 

ñReally.ò  She looked deeply into his blue eyes with her even bluer ones, then leaned in and 
kissed Mart lightly.  She started to pull away, but Mart put his free arm around her back and held 
her to his lips a moment longer.   

As they parted he whispered, ñI wanted to kiss you far more passionately than that, but I was 
afraid of dropping these plates of food and I couldnôt decide what was more important.ò 

Sally scoffed and pushed him gently away.  ñGet out of here before I tell Seth to dump your 
body in the woods.ò 
 
Mart laughed nervously, ñYouôre joking, right?ò 

She paused with a wicked smile on her face before answering, ñYes.  Of course, if that 
blueberry stain on my coat hadnôt come outéò 

Mart rolled his eyes.  ñIôll never live that one down, will I?ò 

ñNo.  But think what a great story weôll have to tell our grandchildren.ò 

Mart didnôt flinch at the insinuation and Sally knew she had found a keeper. 

ñMart!  Shake a leg!ò Seth bellowed from the front hall. 

ñYeah, if I live that long,ò Mart muttered, giving Sally a farewell kiss, and fervently hoping it 
wouldnôt be his last. 

************************************** 

The car was warm.  Jimôs palms felt clammy.  He could even feel tiny beads of sweat on his 
forehead.  So he couldnôt for the life of him figure out why he was shivering.  He pulled into the 
driveway of the Wallace house and put the car into Park, letting the engine idle.  The porch light 
was on, but none of the windows were lit from within.   

ñYour dad isnôt waiting up for you?ò he asked Renee.  It was dark, but it wasnôt all that late. 

ñIôm sure heôs already in bed.  Heôs opened up that diner every morning for more than twenty 
years, every day of the year except Sundays and holidays.  He takes óEarly to bed, early to riseô 
very seriously.ò 



Jim looked to his left where the diner was still ablaze with light, tending to the late movie crowd 
and weary truck drivers.  ñYou want to get some coffee or something?ò 

ñNo, thanks.ò she murmured. 

That was almost the longest conversation they had had since leaving Chestertown nearly an 
hour ago. 

Hesitantly, Renee reached out her left hand and stroked the hair that curled over the back of 
Jimôs coat collar.  He didnôt react, nor did he object.  She pushed her fingers down inside his 
collar and gently kneaded his neck, not overly surprised when she felt how tense and hard the 
muscles were. 

They had had a perfectly nice dinner at the Friends Lake Inn.  Jim had been polite and friendly, 
yet somehow distant.  He had asked all the right questions without really listening to her 
answers.  He had thought carefully before answering any of her questions, almost as if he were 
debating how much to share with her.  When they had danced, Renee knew she had felt his 
body reacting to the close proximity of hers.  But he had kept her at armôs length, and not just on 
the dance floor, all evening.  Even now, she was getting no response at all.  No, ñThat feels 
good.ò  No, ñThanks I needed that.ò  No groans, no sighs, not even a glance her way.  He didnôt 
just have a brick wall around him; he was a brick wall. 

With a nearly inaudible sigh, she pulled her hand away and let it fall to her lap.  With her right 
hand she reached for the door handle. 

ñWait,ò Jim said.  He jumped out of the car, coming around to the passenger side to help her 
out.  He took her by the arm to escort her to the porch, making certain she didnôt slip on any icy 
spots on the walk. 

Without looking at him, she fumbled in her pocketbook for her house key.  ñThanks for dinner, 
Jim.  It was a really nice treat to have a night out like that.ò 

ñYeah.  Thanks for suggesting the inn.  Itôs a nice place.ò  His voice was flat. 

He leaned over to kiss her goodnight on the cheek, but at the last second she turned towards 
him so that his lips landed squarely on hers.  She put her hand on the back of his head and held 
him close to her for a moment.  She parted her lips and after a second she felt his part also, 
almost against his will.  Their tongues touched ever so briefly and then he was pulling away 
from her. 

ñIôm sorry,ò he mumbled.  Even in the dim glow from the porch light, she could see that his face 
was as red as his hair. 

ñNo, Iôm sorry,ò she apologized.  ñI shouldnôt have been so forward.ò 

ñReally, itôs okay.  I justéit has nothing to do with you, Renee.ò 

She tried to smile.  ñYouôre not giving me the óItôs not you, itôs meô speech, are you?ò 



One corner of his mouth jerked upward before settling back quickly into his expressionless face, 
and that was the most of a smile she got out of him.   

She opened the front door and started to step inside.  Jim reached out and squeezed her arm, 
letting his hand linger for just a moment.  He didnôt say anything, but he didnôt have to.  Jim 
Frayne was unbearably handsome.  He was intelligent and polite.  He had treated her with the 
utmost respect and courtesy, perfect first date behavior.  And Renee knew there wouldnôt be a 
second date. 

As his hand dropped away, she reached out and squeezed his fingers.  She bent and tilted her 
head until she made his downcast green eyes meet hers and she smiled.  ñItôs okay, Jim.  
Really.ò 

He swallowed and even attempted a small smile, which fell well short of his eyes.   

ñIôll see you next week?  Youôll come in for lunch or coffee or something, right?ò 

He nodded and watched her go into the house and shut the door.  When the porch light clicked 
off, he trudged out to the car and got in.  He didnôt drive away immediately, but quietly clenched 
the steering wheel until his knuckles turned white. 

What in the hell is the matter with me? 

Renee was sweet and fun.  She was intelligent and sexy.  She was a good dancer.  She was 
passionate.  She was kind and gentle. 

Sheôs too tall.  She doesnôt have curly hair.  She doesnôt talk too much.  She doesnôt have blue 
eyes.  She isnôt adventurous. 

She isnôt Trixie. 

Jim stared aimlessly through the front windshield for several seconds.  With an angry snarl, he 
slammed his head back against the headrest, yanked the gearshift into reverse and pulled out 
of the driveway. 

The wintry roads werenôt safe enough for Jim to drive quickly, but he knew it didnôt matter.  He 
couldnôt outrun the taunting laughter he heard all the way home.  Those chortling demons were 
inside him and he couldnôt escape them. 

CHAPTER 7 ï ONE STEP BACKWARD TAKEN 

ñOh, Dan,ò Trixie murmured, running her fingers through his closely cropped hair. 

ñI know, I know,ò Dan muttered.  His hair wasnôt quite as short as Martôs perpetual crew cut, but 
it was shorter than he had ever kept it before.  Dan was days away from entering the New York 
State Police Academy and hair length and style regulations were strictly adhered to for incoming 
cadets. 



Trixie stood behind Dan and examined his now bare neck carefully.  ñWell,ò she decided at last, 
attempting to cheer him up, ñI like it.  I think you look very debonair; more Bondesque than 
ever.ò 

ñWell, thatôs something anyway,ò Dan said with a half-hearted grin.  ñItôll just take some getting 
used to, I guess.ò 

Trixie leaned down and put her arms around Danôs chest and rested her chin on his shoulder.  
ñYou know what else is going to take getting used to?  Not seeing you every day.ò 

Dan squeezed her hands.  ñI know.  But Iôll be home every weekend.  Besides, youôll be so busy 
this semester you wonôt even notice Iôm gone.ò 

Trixie kissed him behind his ear.  ñI will be extremely busy this semester, and I will miss you 
every minute youôre gone.ò 

Dan reached to the kitchen table and picked up the schedule she had printed off her computer.  
ñTrix, you have morning classes and evening classes Monday through Thursday, two labs on 
Friday, work every afternoonéwhen exactly are you planning on missing me?ò 

She pointed to a bare spot on the schedule, ñRight there.  Tuesdays, six oôclock.  Should I pencil 
you in?ò 

Dan pulled her around to sit on his lap and tickled her knees, making her shriek with laughter.  
ñSassy!ò he scolded with a grin.  ñSo, now that youôve got óThink about Danô penciled in to your 
only free time during the week, I guess that means youôll have to spend your weekends 
studying.ò 

ñNot a chance, 007,ò Trixie said adamantly, ñI plan to spend every waking minute of every 
weekend with you.ò  She gave him a vixenish smile, ñAnd every sleeping minute for that matter.ò 

ñWell, Iôm not going to let you neglect your studies, even if it means bringing your books into bed 
with us.ò 

ñWell, that will certainly be romantic,ò Trixie sniffed.  ñHave you ever seen James Bond with a 
textbook in bed?ò 

Danôs brow wrinkled in thought, ñIôm not sure Iôve ever seen James Bond with a book, period.  
But you will have to finish your studies before I let you come over to my apartment to play, 
babe.ò 

Trixie smiled at him.  Though they had been in a serious relationship for more than two years, 
they maintained their separate apartments, across the hall from each other at Mrs. Howardôs 
rooming house.  They spent most nights with each other and Dan had suggested more than 
once that they move in together, but Trixie wasnôt quite ready to make that commitment.  She 
insisted she still needed her privacy and that having Dan around 24/7 would only distract her 
from her studies. 



Dan kissed her, letting his lips linger languorously on hers.  ñWhat say you and I get a head start 
on next weekend?ò  He slipped his hands under Trixieôs knees and easily scooped her up into 
his arms as he stood, carrying her off to his bedroom as she tenderly stroked what was left of 
his dark locks. 

************************************************ 

Late that night, long after Dan had drifted blissfully off to sleep, spooning Trixie with his arm 
lightly resting on her hip, Trixie lay awake, her mind restless.  She had often found herself 
sleepless in recent weeks and she didnôt know why.  So many things had changed in the last 
month.  She supposed she was just a little overwhelmed by it all. 

Trixieôs brother Mart, exactly eleven months her senior, had recently returned to the United 
States after three years of volunteer work in Africa.  He was now employed part-time at the 
Winthrop School for Boys while he finished his education.  Jim Frayne, the schoolôs founder and 
headmaster, and once Trixieôs boyfriend, had promised him a teaching position once he earned 
his degree. 

Trixieôs oldest brother Brian and his childhood sweetheart, Honey Wheeler, Trixieôs best friend, 
had been married just a few weeks before on New Yearôs Eve.  Last week they had returned 
from their honeymoon in Aruba and were preparing to start classes again at their respective 
colleges in New York City. 

And Danôs longtime dream to join the Police Academy and pursue a career in law enforcement 
was about to come true.  After spending his early teen years involved with a New York City 
street gang, Dan had come to live in Sleepyside with his uncle.  He had become a member of 
the Bob-Whites of the Glen and turned his life around; and now he wanted to do the same for 
other troubled youths.  The rigorous program lasted nearly seven months and he would be 
required to stay at the academy during the week. 

Trixie was going to miss him horribly, she knew.  That was part of the reason she had taken on 
such a heavy course load this term.  She wanted to keep herself occupied.  However, the extra 
classes and labs she was taking would mean fewer hours she could devote to her part-time job 
as a runner at a local law office, which in turn would mean a cash flow problem for her.  She 
thought again about Danôs offer to share living expenses by moving in with him and tried to 
understand what her reluctance to this plan was. 

Brian and Honey had waited until they were married before they ever even slept together, but 
that was Brian for you.  He set a high standard for his younger siblings to reach for.  
Valedictorian of his high school class, he had received full scholarship for his undergraduate 
studies and was once again near the top of his class in med school.  Trixie knew her parents 
loved each of their children equally and were proud of all of them, but Trixie sometimes felt like 
she was living in Brianôs shadow and that any false move would cast her as the black sheep of 
the family.  She had no illusions that her parents were blind to the extent of her relationship with 
Dan, but actually living together, without the benefit of marriage, might be pushing the envelope 
with her conservative family.  Still, they liked Dan, and Trixie felt relatively confident they would 
accept whatever choices the two of them made, even if they didnôt wholeheartedly approve. 

Dan stirred in his sleep, nuzzling the back of Trixieôs neck with his nose and lips and letting his 
hand fall in front of Trixieôs stomach.  She took his hand in hers and pressed it close to her 



heart.  Love wasnôt the issue.  Trixie knew she was very much in love with Daniel Patrick 
Mangan.  And she knew he felt the same way about her.  Though they didnôt often speak of 
such formal things as engagements or weddings, there just seemed to be an unspoken 
understanding between them that they would be together for the rest of their lives. 

Trixie closed her eyes.  She couldnôt imagine her life without Dan.  So why couldnôt she picture 
her future with him?  She tried to will herself to dream about weddings, careers, children, home, 
anniversaries, vacations, holidays.  But all she saw was darkness behind her eyelids. 

She felt Danôs lips against the back of her neck again, nibbling gently along her collarbone.  ñAre 
you awake?ò she asked softly. 

ñYes.  It was kind of hard to sleep with you crushing all the bones in my hand.ò 

Trixie released his hand sheepishly.  She hadnôt realized she had been gripping him so tightly.  
ñIôm sorry, I didnôt mean to wake you.ò 

Dan slid his now free hand underneath Trixieôs t-shirt and gently fondled her breasts.  ñItôs all 
right, babe.  I just thought I might need my hand when Iôm away at the academy.ò  When Trixie 
sniggered, he added hastily, ñFor gun practice!ò 

But Trixie couldnôt stop laughing.  Dan rolled her onto her back and pulled up her t-shirt.  
Starting at her stomach, he worked his way up, letting his tongue deliciously slide up her body 
until he reached her lips, where he silenced her giggles with a long, passionate kiss.  ñNot 
laughing anymore?ò he asked her when he had finished, his eyes full of desire. 

ñNot so funny now,ò Trixie replied in a husky voice that excited Dan even more.  She raised her 
arms up and he slid the t-shirt over her head, tossing it carelessly onto the floor before he 
entwined his fingers in hers, squeezing them tightly. 

ñOh, James!ò Trixie trilled in a British accent. 

ñMmmm...and which Bond girl are you this time, babe?ò Dan asked, running his fingertips lightly 
down her sides, causing her to shiver involuntarily. 

ñSeems to me Iôm on my third Bond girl tonight,ò Trixie grinned, ñGentlemanôs choice?ò 

ñThird time?ò Dan arched one eyebrow.  ñSeems the most appropriate would be ï ñ 

ñDonôt even say it!ò Trixie exclaimed.  ñAfter all, you are the one who is so insatiable tonight, Mr. 
Mangan.  If anybodyôs ógaloreô around here, itôs you.ò 

ñHey, Iôm trying to stock up, okay?  Can I help it that you are right here and extremely 
desirable?  Give me a break, Iôm just a man.ò 

Trixie flung her arms around his neck and drew him down to her.  ñShow me, Danny Boy,ò she 
purred, ñShow me.ò 

************************************************ 



That pleasurable night was all Trixie was hanging onto today.  Not that there hadnôt been many 
enthusiastic weekend reunions since Dan entered the police academy nearly three months ago, 
but that one...that one was definitely a corker.  And it kept Trixieôs spirits up when she was 
missing Dan or when work and school were getting to her, like they had been all week and 
especially today.  Finals were coming up and Trixie was stressed to her limits. 

It was a Thursday in early April.  Thanks to a malfunctioning alarm clock, Trixie had been 
running behind all day.  She arrived late for her first class, earning an irate glare from her 
professor.  She forgot her notebook for her second class, and her stomach growled noisily in the 
silent hall during a pop quiz she hadnôt prepared for.  She managed to get a grease stain on her 
blouse at lunch and a run in her stockings on the way to work. 

She was in a rush to finish up her duties around the law office before she left for her evening 
class, when she came barreling around a corner right into one of the senior partners.  Papers 
and files were strewn everywhere as Trixie fell smack on her behind in a red-faced heap.  She 
could feel her hose ripping even more as she scrambled to get off the floor.  Mr. Bradley helped 
her up and he was gracious as Trixie tried to sort out her papers from his; but she was so 
flustered, he eventually had to shoo her off with a weary smile and sort out the jumble himself. 

While she was waiting for the bus to take her to campus, she checked her voicemail and smiled 
when she heard Danôs voice.  That cheered her up...until she heard Dan grumbling that he 
wasnôt going to make it home that weekend.  He had had an altercation with another cadet and 
the two of them were being punished with no weekend leave.  I guess Iôm not the only one 
having a bad day, Trixie thought darkly. 

And to top it all off, Trixie ran frantically from the bus stop to Alden Hall only to discover her 
class had been cancelled.  Her professor had a family emergency to attend to.  He also led her 
afternoon lab the next day and it had been cancelled as well.  Trixie sighed and shook her 
head.  Some days it just didnôt pay to get out of bed.   

As she trudged home, her feet killing her ï Of course I missed the bus home, what else can 
possibly go wrong today? ï her cell phone rang.  She flicked it open without looking at the caller 

i.d. and snapped, ñWhat?ò then immediately felt bad and hoped it wasnôt Dan.  Listening to her 
petty problems wasnôt going to make him feel any better. 

ñTrixie?  Itôs Jim.  Are you okay?ò 

Trixie emitted a noise that sounded like a cross between a sigh and a growl.  ñJust having a bad 
day, thatôs all.  Whatôs up?ò 

ñWell,ò Jim replied hesitantly, ñIôve been in Albany today trying to get more state funding for the 
school.  Iôve been dealing with bureaucratic red tape all day, so I guess Iôm in about the same 
kind of mood youôre in.  I should be heading back to Indian Lake, but now Iôve got to stay 
overnight and go back to the lionôs den tomorrow.  I thought Iôd call and see if you wanted to 
have dinner tonight.  Or tomorrow before I head home if Dan can join us.ò 

Trixie rolled her eyes, ñDan wonôt be coming home this weekend.ò 

ñOh?ò 



ñHe had some sort of run-in with another cadet.  He said he didnôt want to talk about it.  Theyôve 
both been denied weekend leave.ò 

ñWell, sounds like weôre all having a crappy day,ò Jim said ruefully.  ñSo, what do you say?  
Shall we go out and get rip-roaring drunk tonight?ò 

Trixie laughed, ñSince neither of us are big drinkers, that probably wonôt take long.ò 

ñThatôs exactly why I donôt drink.  Saves me a lot of money if it only takes me two beers to get 
drunk instead of a case.ò 

ñYou are a very practical man, Mr. Frayne,ò Trixie laughed.  ñMeet me at my place?  Unless, of 
course, a meteorite crashes on me in the next couple of blocks.  In that case, donôt wait 
for...sonofa-ò 

ñTrixie?  You okay?ò 

ñYes,ò she sighed.  ñIt just started raining and I donôt have my umbrella.ò 

Jim laughed, ñDo you need me to come get you before I check into my hotel?ò 

ñNo, no.  Iôll get just as wet waiting for you as I will running two blocks home.  Wait a minute!  
Hotel?  Thatôs silly.  Why donôt you just stay in Danôs apartment?  He wonôt mind.ò 

"Are you sure?ò 

òSure, Iôm sure.  And Iôve got to start running if I donôt want to be totally drenched before I get 
home, so donôt argue with me.ò 

"All right,ò Jim chuckled, ñSee you in a few.ò 

************************************************ 

Despite taking off her heels to run the rest of the way home ï Might as well, she thought, my 
stockings are ruined anyway ï Trixie was thoroughly soaked by the time she walked in the front 
door at Mrs. Howardôs and made her way up the stairs to her third floor studio apartment.  She 
unlocked Danôs door across the hall and left a sticky note for Jim, telling him to go in and 
freshen up if he wanted, then went to her apartment for a quick shower. 

When she got out, she hastily towel-dried her blond curls and slipped into a pair of well-worn 
jeans and an old faded SUNY Albany sweatshirt.  When she came across the hall to Danôs 
apartment, she could hear the shower running and knew that Jim had taken her up on her offer.  
Probably washing off the blood of some government official, she thought with a wry grin.  Jimôs 
red-haired temper was well known and if normally calm people could be driven insane at the 
DMV, she could only imagine how frazzled Jimôs nerves were after a day at the state capitol.   

Thinking of Jimós temper reminded Trixie of Danôs voicemail.  She wondered what had 
happened at the Academy and why Dan didnôt want to talk about it.  Danôs temper wasnôt nearly 
as volatile as Jimôs, or Trixieôs for that matter, and it took a lot to get him really upset; but once 



he was, you didnôt want to be on his bad side.  Trixie assumed if he were on restriction this 
weekend that meant he would not be allowed to make or receive phone calls.  She made a 
mental note to herself to send him an email later that night so that he would get it whenever he 
was able to check in. 

She suddenly remembered that Danôs favorite beer was stocked in his refrigerator and went into 
the kitchen to retrieve a couple of bottles for her and Jim.  She heard the bathroom door open 
and popped out of the kitchen to offer one of the opened bottles to Jim as he came out.  He was 
wearing only his jeans and his bare chest was still damp from the shower. 

Trixie blushed and dropped her eyes, ñSorry,ò she mumbled and clumsily thrust one of the 
bottles towards him, sloshing it slightly on the hardwood floor. 

ñThanks,ò Jim muttered in reply, his face equally red.  He took the offered beer and turned 
quickly into Danôs bedroom where he had left his duffel bag and clean shirt. 

Trixie walked into the living room, her blue eyes popping.  All those swimming parties at the 
Wheeler lake and she didnôt remember Jim ever being so...buff!  When had that happened?  
Sure, Jim had always been fit and athletic, but never quite so...so...buff!  Trixie sincerely hoped 
some woman was getting to enjoy that, and made another mental note, this time to ask Mart 
about Jimôs personal life the next time she talked to him. 

Jim emerged momentarily, fully dressed and gulping down his beer like a stranded Bedouin.  
Trixie suggested a local sports bar for dinner.  It would be loud and smoky and not remotely 
intimate; but it also had the best ribs in town and a great local band played there Thursday 
nights.   

ñSounds good to me,ò Jim said.  He finished his beer quickly and they headed out to his car. 

Jim did not fail to notice the admiring glances Trixie received from many of the college men at 
the restaurant.  And he could easily see why.  Trixie Belden had grown into a beautiful young 
woman.  Jim always thought she was pretty, an all-American girl with blond curls and sparkling 
blue eyes, freckled face and captivating smile.  But on top of those qualities, she now was self-
assured and poised, carrying herself with confidence, yet seemingly unaware of the power and 
charm she had over the opposite sex.  Jim found himself wondering for about the millionth time 
during the past three years why he had ever let her go. 

On the way back to the house he impetuously blurted, ñWhy donôt you come up to Indian Lake 
for the weekend?ò 

ñWhat?ò Trixie asked in surprise. 

ñDan wonôt be home this weekend, and after the week youôve had, I thought maybe you could 
use a relaxing weekend out of the city before you have to knuckle down for finals.  Iôm telling 
you Trix, five minutes out on the riding trails and youôll feel reborn.ò 

ñI wonôt be in the way?ò Trixie questioned. 



ñNot at all.  Itôs spring break.  A lot of the boys have gone to visit family or stay with their foster 
families.  Itôs been pretty quiet there this week.ò 

ñWellémy afternoon lab tomorrow is cancelled.ò  Trixie thought hard.  It was tempting.  She and 
Jim had had a great evening.  It was like old times again.  She could almost imagine they were 
chatting in the B.W.G. clubhouse, or over shakes at Wimpyôs, or on the bus home from school.  
The weatherman had been promising a gorgeous spring weekend and being out in the 
mountains enjoying it sounded as good as being at a high-priced resort spa. 

She grinned.  ñTwist my arm, why donôt you?ò 

ñIs that a yes?ò 
 
Trixie made a decision.  ñYeah, sure.  Why not?  It sounds like fun.ò 

************************************************ 

Jim picked Trixie up on campus after her morning lab.  She had packed an overnight bag that 
morning and thrown it in the backseat of Jimôs Explorer before he headed out to his funding 
meetings.  She felt bad for calling in sick to work, but the guilty feelings soon rolled away as fast 
as the city disappeared behind them.  They picked up some burgers at a drive-thru and ate in 
the car, arriving at the school around 2:00. 

The Winthrop School for Boys was nestled in the Adirondack Mountains.  The campus itself was 
30 acres and adjoined several thousand acres of national parkland where the boys could 
indulge in outdoor activities year-round. 

The main building had originally been a mental institution for the criminally insane.  Jimôs 
adoptive mother Madeleine and his sister Honey found that gruesome, but Jim and his adoptive 
father Matthew Wheeler knew they had been fortunate to find it.  Although it needed extensive 
remodeling, it saved them a lot of time and money not having to build from the ground up.  And 
it wasnôt long before the once somber building was bright and cheery, and the grounds were 
filled with trees and bushes and plants and flowers of all kinds.  Jim had been able to use the 
money he saved on the main building to construct a stable and covered riding arena, as well as 
a physical education building that Mart had dubbed the ñJim Naseumò. 

Jimôs inheritance from his great-uncle had helped to fund the school, and so had money from 
Matthew Wheelerôs vast holdings.  He said that real estate was always a good financial 
investment, and that a school of this kind for boys from troubled homes was a good investment 
for his soul.  He surrounded Jim with knowledgeable business people who helped him handle 
the schoolôs vast piles of paperwork and Jim had carefully searched for just the right faculty and 
staff for the day-to-day administration of the school. 

When they arrived, they dropped off Trixieôs bag in Jimôs spare bedroom.  He had a large suite 
of rooms on the second floor of the main building, where a few other resident teachers lived.  
Originally, the main building had served as both school and residence for the students, but the 
student body quickly grew large enough that they had had to build a separate dormitory for the 
boys.  Jim showed Trixie the library, which had been newly renovated over the winter, and the 
new dormitory building just behind the main structure, then took her out to the stable. 



Jim had been extraordinarily lucky to find Wes Landon to run his stable.  A former racetracker, 
he had retired from training to rescue and rehabilitate horses that he found discarded at cheap 
sales, where many were destined for slaughterhouses.  Heôd nurse those who were ill or injured 
back to health and soundness, and retrain those looking for a new career.  It had been difficult 
for him to make ends meet and he and Jim both benefited from their new arrangement.  Wes 
was able to retrain many of his rescues into riding and trail horses for the school, which saved 
Jim money by not having to pay exorbitant prices for ready-made horses for the stable.  And in 
turn, Wes had a first quality facility to work in.  He was a taciturn man, more comfortable with 
horses than with people, but the boys at the school took to him right away and he soon felt like 
their adopted grandfather. 

Trixie and Jim made their way down to the end of the stable, where a beautiful near-black 
Thoroughbred poked his head out of his stall and nickered at Jimôs low whistle. 

ñJupe?ò Trixie asked in surprise.  Jupiter was Matthew Wheelerôs horse, a spirited black gelding 
that few but Mr. Wheeler and Jim and Bill Regan could handle with any skill. 

Jim laughed, ñNope, but he looks enough like him to be his brother, doesnôt he?  Trixie, meet 
Saturn.ò 

Trixie patted the muscular neck of the handsome horse, while she fished in her pocket for a 
peppermint to offer him.  ñHeôs gorgeous, Jim.  I can imagine what a thrill it is riding him through 
the mountains.ò 

Jim chuckled, ñWell, Iôm still imagining it.  I havenôt had him long.  Heôs still pretty green and 
unpredictable.  Iôll get some more dependable mounts for us today.ò  He left Trixie whispering 
softly to the beautiful black steed while he went to retrieve a couple of horses for their ride. 

ñHey, missy!  Not thinkinô of becoming a hoss thief are ya?ò 

Trixie turned with a smile and threw herself into her brotherôs open arms.  ñMart!ò 

ñWhat are you doing here, sis?ò  He looked beyond her.  ñIs Dan with you?ò 

ñNo,ò Trixie hedged, ñHe couldnôt get away from the academy this weekend.ò  She didnôt want to 
tell Mart about his best friendôs troubles.  ñJim talked me into a little R&R before finals.  Are you 
coming riding with us?ò 

ñI wish I could, but Iôve uhégot other plans.ò 

ñDo those plans involve a pretty history teacher named Sally Drake?ò Jim asked with a grin, as 
he came down the aisle leading two saddled horses. 

ñMart!  You have a new girlfriend!  Why didnôt you tell me?ò Trixie chided. 

Mart blushed, ñWe havenôt known each other that long.  Letôs give it a little time, Trixie.ò 

ñDonôt let him fool you,ò Jim said to Trixie, ñI think it was love at first sight.  I thought by having 
an all boys school I wouldnôt have to deal with necking in the hallways.ò 



As Trixie giggled, Mart decided it was the perfect time to make his escape.  Face red, he 
headed out, waving his assent to Jimôs suggestion that he bring Sally over to have dinner with 
them that evening. 

Trixie and Jim mounted up and headed out into the woods.  Although it had been quite awhile 
since Trixie had last been riding, and she knew her muscles would be in agony later, she could 
tell right away that Jim had been right. They werenôt a half-mile into their ride before Trixie felt 
completely relaxed and at peace again.  They rode for some time along the winding, shaded 
trail before Jim stopped and dismounted.  Trixie followed suit and Jim tied the horses to a tree 
and motioned for her to follow him.  ñThis trail is a little steep for the horses, but I want you to 
see this.ò 

They hiked upward for several minutes and Trixie was winded by the time they got to the top of 
the rocky outcropping.  When she stopped to catch her breath, her mouth dropped open.  ñOh, 
Jim!ò she gasped.  ñItôs beautiful!ò 

There was nothing but wilderness as far as the eye could see.  The taller mountains were a pale 
blue-grey and capped with the last of the winter snow.  The lower hills were a thousand shades 
of green as the spring foliage exploded upon them.  Wispy clouds floated across a sky as blue 
as Trixie had ever seen. 

ñThis is my quiet place,ò Jim said.  ñI come here when I need to get away from the stress of life, 
or when I need to still the disorder in my mind, or just when I need to remind myself of why Iôm 
here.ò 

Trixie sat down near Jim on a fallen tree and choked back tears of sheer joy at the magnitude of 
the splendor in front of her.  ñIf you ever find a way to bottle this up, Jim, youôll be a zillionaire; 
and Iôll buy a case, please.ò 

They sat in silence for some time enjoying the view, until finally Jim announced that they had to 
start back before it got too dark and the trails became unsafe.  They made their way carefully 
down to the trailhead and before they remounted, Trixie gave Jim a warm hug.  ñThank you for 
bringing me here, Jim.ò 

Jim shrugged as if it was no big deal, though he was obviously pleased that Trixie had enjoyed 
it so much.  He gave her a leg up and they headed back to the stables.  After they had returned 
the horses to their stalls, cooled out and curried and fed, and had cleaned their tack, they 
returned to Jimôs suite where Mart had left a note for them ï he was studying in his small 
apartment at the other end of the building and Sally would arrive around 7:00 for dinner. 

Jim offered Trixie first dibs at the shower and she eagerly took him up on it.  She was sore all 
over from the long ride and covered in about an inch of dirt, but she hadnôt felt so good in a long 
time.  She took her time in the hot shower and emerged feeling like a new woman. 

When she came into the living room, Jim was standing at the window looking down into the yard 
below where some students were playing catch in the dusk.  She went over to join him, 
commenting, ñYour dream has really come true, Jim.  The school, everythingéitôs perfect.ò 

Almost perfect, Jim thought.  His dream wasnôt perfect because he didnôt have anyone to share 

it with him.  That day spent with Trixie was the happiest he had been in a long time.  And yet 



now, standing here next to her, he was feeling completely miserable.  He was regretting 
breaking up with her.  Regretting the three years he had spent without her.  Regretting the 
inescapable fact that she was with Dan now, and happy with Dan.  He couldnôt betray one of his 
closest friends.  He couldnôt betray Trixieôs trust in him.  But he couldnôt betray himself either or 
the way he felt about her. 

ñTrixie,ò he began, but his voice cracked and he had to stop and clear his throat.  The honor so 
deeply ingrained in him that had kept him on the straight and narrow for years was nagging at 
him to stop but, perhaps for the first time in his life, he wasnôt listening. 

Quickly, he put his hands around Trixieôs waist and hesitating only for a moment, drew her close 
to him and kissed her.  For an instant, everything was right in his world.  But just as quickly, his 
better angels showed him how wrong he was, how wrong this was.  He found it hard to pull 
away from Trixie, but somehow he did.  At almost the same moment, she pulled away from 
him.  And when he saw her face, he knew it was possible to make a bigger mistake than the 
one he had made three years ago.  He just had. 

Trixie didnôt say a word, but she didnôt have to.  Pain and confusion were written all over her 
pale, freckled face.  Jim instinctively put out his hand to comfort her, but she took a step back 
out of his reach, sending a dagger of pain through his heart.  Trixie was obviously trying hard to 
hold back her tears, and not succeeding very well.  As Jim opened his mouth to apologize, she 
turned and fled from the apartment, leaving Jim standing in the dark, numb with misery and 
shame. 

************************************************ 

Trixie stumbled blindly down the hallway towards Martôs room, tears flowing freely down her 
face.  How could Jim do that to her?  How could he express such feelings for her now after 
breaking up with her more than three years ago?  How could he betray Dan, a fellow Bob-White, 
like that?  This was not the honorable boy she grew up with.  This was not the boy who was her 
first love.  But beneath the feelings of betrayal and hurt there was something elseéWhy had 
she responded to Jimôs kiss?  Why had her heart leapt the way it had the very first time Jim had 
ever kissed her?  Why hadnôt she yelled at him?  Or slapped him?  Why, even if it was just for 
the briefest of moments, had she so completely forgotten that her heart belonged to Dan? 

Reaching Martôs door she knocked frantically.  Mart opened the door to see his little sister 
sobbing brokenly.  ñTrixie!ò he exclaimed in shock, ñWhat the ï ?  Whatôs wrong?ò 

She shook her head, unwilling to discuss it.  ñCan you take me home?  Now?  Please?ò 

Mart looked down the hall.  In the shadows outside Jimôs suite, he saw the tall, red-headed man, 
shoulders slumped and head bowed.  Mart watched as he turned and walked slowly into his 
apartment and shut the door.  Mart felt light-headed as a jumble of emotions began racing 
through his head ï anger, fear, worry, confusion, sadness.  What had just happened between 
Jim and Trixie?  He wanted Trixie to tell him, but she was obviously too overwrought to say 
anything coherent.  She was pulling on his shirt like a child, silently begging him to take her 
home. 

ñSure, Trix.  Iôll take you home.  Just let me get my keys.ò 



They were on the road within minutes.  Mart kept glancing over at his sister, who continued to 
cry quietly.  She had her arm against the window and her head buried in her arm.  Finally, Mart 
spoke, ñTrixie?ò 

She held up her left hand to stop him.  Mart saw that it trembled.  He didnôt say another word, 
but simply reached out and took her hand in his.  Eventually, Trixie cried herself to sleep, but 
Mart didnôt let go of her hand until he was pulling his car into the driveway at Mrs. Howardôs. 

CHAPTER 8 ï WE VAINLY WRESTLE 

Mart stayed with Trixie all night, sitting up on her futon while she slept curled up beside him.  On 
Saturday morning he tried to get her to open up about what had happened at Indian Lake, but 
she stubbornly refused to talk about it, begging him profusely not to talk to Jim or Dan. 

ñWhat could I say?ò Mart grumbled in frustration.  ñI donôt know anything.ò 

ñThank you, Mart,ò Trixie sighed gratefully, starting a pot of coffee brewing, which both of them 
desperately needed.  ñI know Iôm not being fair to you, putting you in the middle of your sister, 
your best friend, and your boss, but I honestly donôt know whatôs going on myself and until I 
figure that out, I really donôt want you sticking your nose into it.ò  She didnôt say it harshly and 
Mart didnôt take it that way. 

ñAll right, Trix,ò he said resignedly, ñbut remember Iôm just a phone call away.ò 

ñI know, and I appreciate it,ò Trixie smiled. 

Martôs phone rang.  ñSee?ò he smiled as he picked it up. 

Trixie laughed weakly, appreciating his effort to lighten the mood.  ñThatôs Sally.  Donôt tell her 
you spent the night with a strange blonde.ò 

ñStrange is right,ò Mart joked back.  He saw on the display that it was not Sally Drake, but Jim.  
He directed the call to his voicemail.  ñIôll talk to Sally later,ò he said to Trixie, not wanting her to 
know that Jim had called him, and not particularly wanting to talk to him either.  ñAre you going 
to be okay?  Do you want me to stay?ò 
 
"Yes and no,ò Trixie answered with a small smile.  ñI think being alone is really what I need right 
now, Mart.  And I donôt know when or how, but I will be all right.  I promise.ò 

************************************************ 

The week passed by in a blur for Trixie.  She managed to get to all her classes on time and 
perform her duties acceptably at the law office, but she felt like she was sleepwalking through it 
all.  Even studying day and night for her finals wasnôt enough to distract her. 

Dan called several times during the week, but Trixie let the voicemail catch it every time and 
called him back when she knew he wouldnôt be able to answer, leaving him messages that she 
hoped would convince him nothing was wrong and that they were just unfortunate to keep 
missing each other. 



Jim called three times, leaving messages of abject apology for his behavior and begging Trixie 
to call him so they could talk about it.  Trixie did not return his calls.  She knew Jimôs apologies 
were sincere, but she didnôt know how she could talk to him about what she was feeling inside.  
The only calls she accepted all week were from Mart, who called every day to check on her, 
never pressing for details, but making it clear he was ready to listen whenever his sister was 
ready to talk. 

As Friday evening neared, Trixie grew more and more anxious.  She didnôt know how she was 
going to face Dan.  She knew she had to tell him what had happened, but she didnôt know how.  
Trixie and Dan were always open with each other.  It was one of the aspects of their relationship 
that Trixie most valued.  She knew she could never keep this from him, but she was still in a 
turmoil over it and wasnôt sure how she was going to express those feelings to Dan when she 
didnôt understand them herself. 

At 5:30 on the dot, there was a knock at her door.  Taking a deep breath, Trixie went to answer 
it and was immediately swept into Danôs longing embrace.  ñGod, I missed you, babe!ò he 
mumbled in between kisses.  His hands groped frantically, like a lusty teenager in the front seat 
of his fatherôs car with the head cheerleader. 

Forcing out a strained giggle, Trixie pushed him back.  ñReally, Dan.  What will Mrs. Howard 
think about her two favorite boarders making out in the hallway?ò 

ñYouôre right, of course,ò Dan said chagrined, before a leering grin spread across his face, ñSo 
letôs get behind closed doors.ò  He pulled Trixie towards his apartment.   

Trixie pulled away with a laugh, wondering how many times she could giggle like that before 
Dan realized how canned it was.  ñTime enough for that later.  I need to finish my studying and 
jump into the shower.  Why donôt you pick up some Chinese for dinner?ò 

ñBottle of wine?ò 

Trixie wasnôt sure getting drunk was the best idea, although a little alcohol might help fortify her 
for the night ahead.  ñSure.  Iôll be over in half an hour.ò 

Trixie used every one of those thirty minutes to gear herself up for the evening.  When she 
came through Danôs door, she heard soft jazz coming from the stereo.  There were candles lit 
on the table and two plates already laid out.  Dan came out of the kitchen with two glasses of 
wine, handing one to Trixie.  She took a few quick gulps and quickly sat down at the table.  
ñWhat did you get?  Iôm starving.ò  And Trixie suddenly realized that she was.  She had been so 
stressed out the past week that she hadnôt made much time for eating. 

She and Dan made small talk while they ate.  Dan reminded Trixie that he would be in Langley, 
Virginia that week on a special field trip that he and only a handful of other cadets had been 
chosen for.  He would be leaving Monday night from the academy and wouldnôt be back until 
late Friday night.  Trixie murmured that she would miss him and hoped heôd have a good trip.  
Dan asked her about her finals, which were coming up that week.  Was she ready for them?  
Was she worried about them?  Trixie answered in monosyllables.  Dan hinted that theyôd have a 
special celebration that weekend after her finals were over and he was back home.  Trixie said 
nothing. 



She ate a lot, and ate quickly, while polishing off more than a couple of glasses of wine in the 
process.  It was obvious to Dan that something was bothering her, but he didnôt say anything.  
He assumed she was worried about her finals.  When Trixie rose to take their plates to the 
kitchen, she felt a slight head rush and swayed on her feet.  ñNo more wine for me tonight,ò she 
joked as Dan shot her an anxious glance. 

She put the leftovers in the fridge, rinsed off the plates and glasses, and stood there for a 
moment staring out the window above the kitchen sink.  She was feeling worse, not better, after 
her ñfortificationò.  She had better talk to Dan quickly before she lost all courage.  Suddenly, she 
felt his arms around her and his lips on her neck.  ñHow about dessert?ò he whispered. 

Trixie turned around to him.  Taking that as consent, Dan began unbuttoning her blouse.  Trixie 
put her hands over his.  ñDan, I need to tell you something,ò she said seriously. 

ñLater,ò he murmured, slipping his hands inside her blouse and stroking her smooth skin.  ñItôs 
been too long, babe.ò 

Trixie pushed him away, more severely than she intended, ñTwo weeks is too long, Dan?  Is that 
all this relationship is about?  Sex?ò 

Dan looked down at her in surprise.  ñOf course, not.  Trixie, wha ï ?ò 

ñI told you I needed to tell you something and all you can think about is getting my pants off!ò 
she shouted, brushing past him into the living room. 

Dan stood there in shock for a few seconds before dashing out after her.  She was sitting on the 
edge of the couch, her head in her hands.  Dan sat quietly on the coffee table in front of her and 
put his hands on her thighs.  When she looked up, Dan was stunned to see how pale she was.  
He opened his mouth to ask her what was wrong, but she suddenly leapt off the couch and ran 
to the bathroom, where Dan could hear her throwing up.  He stood there for a moment with 
furrowed brow and then his face grew as pale as Trixieôs had been. 

When Trixie came out of the bathroom a few minutes later, Dan rushed to her and grabbed her 
hand.  ñGod, Trixie.  Are youé?  I mean, did weé?ò 

Trixie stared at him blankly, not comprehending.  ñI drank too much, Dan.  Iôm not dying.ò 
 
òNo, I meanécould you beéò he gulped.  ñAre you pregnant, Trix?ò 

Trixieôs face grew red.  ñNo!ò she practically shouted.  ñNo, I just had too much wine, Dan.  
Thatôs all.ò 

Dan breathed a sigh of relief.  ñI know weôve taken precautions, but thereôs only one birth control 
thatôs 100% effective, and we definitely havenôt been practicing that,ò he grinned.  Trixie didnôt 
seem to appreciate his attempt at humor. 

Still holding Trixieôs hand, he led her to the couch and sat her down, then resumed his seat in 
front of her on the coffee table.  He held her hands in his and looked tenderly into her eyes.  ñIôm 
sorry, babe.  What did you need to tell me?ò 



Trixie desperately covered up a sob.  Dan was the most wonderful man she knew.  She had 
betrayed him and he had no idea.  Tightly gripping Danôs hands, she took a deep breath and 
began.  ñLast weekend, when you couldnôt come home, I went up to Indian Lake.  I mean, Jim 
was here in Albany and he asked me to come up for the weekend.ò  Dan was silent, waiting for 
her to continue. 

ñWe went out riding in the mountains.  We had a really nice time.  It was just like being back in 
Sleepyside again.  Mart and his new girlfriend were going to have dinner with us.ò  Dan showed 
no reaction to the news of Martôs new girlfriend.  Trixie wondered if he already knew, or if he 
was just waiting for the hammer to fall.  She let it fall. 

ñHe kissed me, Dan.  Jim kissed me.ò 

Dan was as still as a statue.  He didnôt say anything.  He made no sound.  He didnôt move.  
Trixie could hear the clock on the wall ticking out the seconds.  A car horn sounded across the 
street.   

Finally, Dan spoke.  ñDid heé?ò  He paused.  He couldnôt even begin to fathom how he could 
ask this question at all, much less as it concerned one of his closest friends.  ñDid Jiméforce 
himself on you?ò 

ñNo!  No, of course not!ò Trixie said in astonishment.  ñHe just kissed me, thatôs all.ò 

Dan let out a long, slow breath.  He looked at Trixie with a befuddled expression on his face.  
ñWelléI canôt say as Iôm real happy about this.  But gosh, Trix, I was expecting a lot worse from 
the way you were behaving.ò  He paused, then continued, ñDid Jim apologize?ò 

ñYes,ò Trixie said in a small voice.  ñMore than once.ò 

ñOkay.  SoéJim was an ass.  He apologized.  Itôs over.ò Dan leaned over to kiss Trixieôs cheek.  
ñItôs okay, babe.  No big deal.  Weôll live.ò 

Trixie shook her head.  ñYou donôt understand, Dan.ò 

ñSure I do.  Jim used to date you, Trix.  You are a beautiful, sexy woman.  He had a moment of 
weakness.  I guess he was due, after all those years of being so damn perfect.ò 

Trixie shook her head again, more forcefully this time.  She had to tell him everything.  ñDan, I 
let him kiss me.  I didnôt stop him.  I kissed him back.  I wanted to.ò  Her heart was beating so 
hard she thought her chest would rupture. 

ñWhat are you saying, Trixie?ò Danôs voice was flat.  ñDid youédid you stay with him ï sleep 
with him?ò 

Trixieôs eyes widened in horror.  ñNO!ò she shouted.  ñGod no, Dan!  It was a kiss.  Nothing 
more.  I made Mart take me home right after it happened.ò 

Dan shook his head slowly.  ñThen I donôt understand.  Why are you so upset?ò  Another awful 
thought entered his mind.  ñDid youéwant to sleep with him?  Do you?ò 



Trixie closed her eyes.  She didnôt know how to answer that.  Sheôd been wrestling with her 
feelings for a week and hadnôt come up with any answers she could understand. 

Her silence shook Dan to his core.  He released her hands and stood up, walking to the window 
to stare out into the darkness.  ñDo you?ò he asked again, his voice hushed. 

ñNo,ò Trixie said, without conviction.  ñI meanéI donôt know.  No.  I love you, Dan.ò 

ñYou donôt sound very sure.ò 

A few tears escaped to run down Trixieôs cheeks.  ñIôm not sure of anything, Dan.  I hate feeling 
this way.  Iôve been a mess all week.  I donôt know whatôs going on with me.ò  She put her face 
in her hands and leaned over, feeling light-headed again. 

ñItôs just been the semester from hell,ò she continued.  ñI took on too many classes.  Iôve been 
working too many hours trying to make ends meet.  Youôve been gone...ò 

ñAre you saying this is my fault?ò Dan asked.  His eyes were stormy and Trixie could tell that 
long, slow fuse of his was getting close to blowing. 

ñNo.  I didnôt say that, Dan.  I donôt think that.ò 

ñYou know, it was just a couple of minutes ago that you were accusing me of basing our 
relationship entirely on sex.  But I wasnôt the one running off kissing someone else the first 
weekend we were apart!ò 

Trixie was sobbing openly now.  ñDan, I said I was sorry.  I didnôt want to keep this from you.  
Doesnôt that count for anything?ò 
 
ñYeah.  Yeah, Iôm real glad weôre open and honest about our infidelities!ò 

ñI was not unfaithful, Dan!  It was one stupid kiss!  Iôm sorry it happened.  I wanted to tell you 
about it because I love you, Dan, and I donôt want to keep any secrets from you.ò 

ñI donôt want to get into a screaming match with you, Trixie,ò Dan said.  His voice was quiet, but 
in a way that chilled Trixieôs heart.  ñMaybe you should go back to your place for awhile.  We 
both need some time to cool off.ò 

Trixie stood up and quickly went to stand near Dan by the window.  ñDan, I want to stay and talk 
about this.  I donôt want to leave.ò  She stretched out her hand to touch his arm. 

Dan shook her off and walked away.  ñBut I want to you go, Trix.ò 

Numb with sorrow, Trixie slowly made her way to the door.  She opened it, then stopped and 
turned to Dan.  ñI swear to you, DanéI love you.  I love you.ò 

Danôs jaw was clenched, but his eyes were softened because of the tears glistening in them.  
ñTrixie, I love you.  I love you with ALL of my heart.  I just donôt know if you can say the same.ò  
And he turned and went to his bedroom, slamming the door behind him. 



************************************************ 

Trixie cried herself to sleep that night.  How many times has that happened this past week? she 
thought when she woke up the next morning.  Her head ached from the wine she had 
consumed the night before.  She stumbled to the kitchen to start a pot of coffee percolating.  
She was standing in the kitchen in a daze, trying to get a grip on the day, and on herself, when 
she heard Danôs door open and close.  His footsteps came across the hall and paused outside 
Trixieôs door, then the footsteps resumed and she heard Dan going down the stairs.  Trixieôs 
heart fell. 

She desperately needed to talk to somebody, but who?  Normally when she had a problem, she 
talked to Dan.  Mart was more than willing to listen, but she hated putting him in the middle of 
this mess.  Honey was so blissfully happy right now, Trixie didnôt want to bother her.  She was 
Trixieôs best friend, but how could she understand when Brian was the only man she ever 
loved? 

Maybe if she could get it down in black and white, it would help.  Trixie was a list-maker.  She 
loved columns for pros and cons, things to do lists, class study outlines.  ñIf itôs not on the list, it 
doesnôt exist,ò she often said.  She went to her desk and turned on the computer monitor.  She 
had several emails, but none of them caught her eye as anything important or, in the case of 
two from Jim, anything she was emotionally ready to read or respond to.  Near the bottom of the 
inbox was an email from her mother. 

Trixieôs youngest brother Bobby had finally persuaded her to join the modern world and give up 
her old typewriter for a computer.  She fussed over the ñLOLò and ñBTWò and ñTTYLò that her 
youngest son used and she couldnôt understand, but her three eldest were far away and she 
soon learned to love the ease and speed of email for keeping in touch with them.  Trixie opened 
her motherôs message. 

Dear Trixie, 

I am writing to see if you (and Dan too, of course) will be able to come down to Sleepyside for 
your birthday.  My little girl will be 21 and thatôs a major milestone in a young womanôs life.  
Weôd like to help you celebrate it.  Nothing fancy, just family and of course, any of the Bob-
Whites that can make it. 

When I celebrated my 21st birthday, I was seven months pregnant with Brian. My, how times 
have changed. 

Call me and let me know.  I know youôve been busy with finals, but I havenôt heard from you in 
awhile and I worry about you...Iôm your mother, thatôs my job. 

Love, 
Moms 

Trixie picked up the phone and hit the speed dial for Crabapple Farm.   

ñHello, Belden residence.ò 



ñMoms?ò Trixie asked, feeling very vulnerable but trying to keep her voice on an even keel. 

ñTrixie, whatôs wrong?ò  How did her mother do that? Trixie wondered.  She always knew. 

ñOh, Moms!  Iôm in such a mess and I just donôt know what to do!ò she whimpered. 

Trixie heard a chair scraping across the kitchen floor at Crabapple Farm.  ñIôm here, 
sweetheart.ò  Moms was sitting down, ready to listen.  Trixie wished she could throw her arms 
around her and sit on her lap, burying her face in her motherôs soft neck like she used to when 
she was a little girl.   

Trixie didnôt know where to begin.  Although she knew her mother would see right through it, 
she decided to stick with generalities rather than specifics.  ñMoms...how did you know Dad was 
the one?  Did you ever love anyone else?  Is it even possible to love two people at the same 
time?ò 

Helen Belden let out a long, slow breath.  Her heart ached for her only daughter.  Why did love 
have to be so difficult?  ñYour brother was so sure that Honey Wheeler was the only girl for him 
that he told me, just a few weeks after they met, that he was going to marry her.  Did you know 
that?ò 

ñNo,ò Trixie sniffed. 

ñMart was at the other extreme, I guess.  It broke his heart to let Diana go, but he knew they 
could never make it work.  People change, move away, grow up.  They made the right choice 
for them.  But choices of the heart like Brianôs and Martôs are rarely that easy, Trixie.ò  She 
paused, then gently asked, ñI take it this is about Dan?  And Jim?ò 

Trixie nodded her head.  Her mother couldnôt see her, of course, but Trixie couldnôt speak while 
she was trying to choke back tears.  And as always, Moms understood.  ñI thought so.  Do you 
want to talk about it?ò 

ñOh, Moms!  Iôve messed up everything.  I donôt know what to do.  Dan is furious with me.  He 
has every right to be.  I havenôt spoken to Jim or even returned his calls or his emails in days.  I 
donôt want to hurt him.  I donôt want to hurt Dan.  Tell me what to do, Moms.ò 

Trixieôs mother was no closer to knowing what was going on with her daughter than she had 
been when she first picked up the phone.  Over the years, she had gotten very adept at figuring 
out Trixieôs excited or frantic jumble of words that spilled out of her mouth faster than her brain 
could fill in the holes with some details.  She wasnôt sure she really wanted to know what had 
gone on between her and Jim and Dan, but she did want to soothe her daughterôs pain. 

ñTrixie dear, I canôt tell you what to do.  No one can.  You have to figure that out for yourself.ò  
She could hear her daughter crying in frustration.  ñBut Iôm going to tell you something that Iôve 
never told any of your brothers.ò  She paused and waited until she felt Trixie was paying 
attention.   

ñWhen your father and I had been engaged for about four or five months, I decided to go out on 
a date with my high school beau.ò 



Trixie gasped.  She hadnôt even known her mother had a high school beau.  It was a silly 
thought.  Of course her mother would have dated other boys before she met Peter Belden in 
college.  Still, Trixie thought, looking at a photo of her parents that hung above her computer, I 
just canôt imagine her with anybody but Daddy. 

ñDonôt be so shocked, Trixie.  I did do a couple of scandalous things in my youth.ò 

ñDid Dad know?ò 

Her mother laughed, ñOf course not.  We were married for more than a year before I 
confessed.ò 

ñWho was he?ò 

ñHis name was Alan Young and he was my boyfriend my junior year in high school.  He was a 
senior.  He had blond hair and blue eyes and he was on the football team.  He was 
veryéoutgoing, which I guess is a tactful way to say he was a little bit wild and irresponsible.  
To this day I wonder how I could have fallen in love with two men who were such polar 
opposites as Alan Young and Peter Belden.ò  Trixieôs father had dark hair and dark eyes.  He 
was scholarly rather than athletic, and he was serious and conscientious. 

ñWhy did you go out with him, Moms?  Didnôt you love Dad?ò 

ñI most certainly did love your father.  We were engaged to be married.  But there was a part of 
my heart that was still occupied by my first love.  I couldnôt stop wondering if I was making the 
right choice.  I guess I wasnôt sure what true love really was.ò 

ñHow did you find out?  What true love really is, I mean?ò 

ñWell, Alan and I went out and had a perfectly lovely evening.  He had grown even more 
handsome in the two years he had been away at college.  He brought me flowers and opened 
doors for me and held my hand at the restaurant and kissed me goodnight.  He nearly swept me 
off my feet.ò  She paused and was silent for a few moments, lost in her memories. 

ñAndé?ò Trixie prompted. 

ñAnd the whole time we were together, all I could think about was how I was hurting your father.  
The feelings I had or didnôt have for Alan werenôt nearly as important as your fatherôs feelings.  
Thatôs how you know what true love is, Trixie dear.ò 

Trixieôs forehead crinkled in confusion, ñHow?ò 

ñWhen you care more about someone else than you do yourself.  When you put that personôs 
needs and emotions ahead of yours in every way, thatôs love.ò 

Trixie thought hard about that, mulling over the roller coaster of emotions she had experienced 
the last couple of days. 



ñAnd Trixie?ò 
 
òYes, Moms?ò 

ñIt is possible to love two men at the same time.  But your heart will tell you which one is true 
love and which one is simply true friendship.ò 

ñThank you, Moms.ò 

ñI love you, Trixie.  And weôll see you in a couple of weeks for your birthday?ò 
 
ñYes, of course.ò 

ñTalk to them, Trixie.  Tell them how you feel.ò 

ñI will, Moms.  I will.ò 

************************************************ 

As soon as Trixie ended the call with her mother, she scrolled through her phone list and placed 
two more calls.  She got voicemail both times and left only the briefest of messages.  ñPlease 
call me.  We have to talk.ò  This wasnôt something she wanted to do by voicemail. 

She tried concentrating on her studies for awhile.  She knew that was something she couldnôt 
put off.  Dan and Jim would both still be there when this week was over.  She studied for about 
an hour, one ear attentive for any sounds from the hallway indicating Danôs return.  She finally 
decided to go to his place to study, hoping sheôd be able to concentrate better if she knew she 
wouldnôt miss his return. 

As she opened her door, the edge of a piece of paper taped to her door fluttered upwards.  She 
took down the note.  It was from Dan. 

Trix, 

I went down to Sleepyside to visit Uncle Bill for the weekend.  You need time to study and we 
both need time to think. 

Iôm going to go straight to the academy when I come back, so you wonôt see me until Friday 
night or maybe Saturday morning. 

Dan 

A tear fell from Trixieôs cheek and splashed down above Danôs name where the word ñLoveò 
should have been written, but wasnôt.  Almost as an afterthought, Dan had scribbled down his 
itinerary for her at the bottom of the page. 

She heard her phone ringing inside her apartment and flew to answer it.  ñDan?ò 

ñNo, Trix.  Itôs Mart.  Whatôs going on?ò 



Trixie sighed.  ñNothing, Mart.ò 

Mart waited.  He knew Trixie wanted to talk to somebody.  He could feel it. 

ñDan and I had a fight last night.  He went to Sleepyside this morning.ò 

ñIôm sorry, Trix.  Do you want me to come down there and take you home to see him?ò 

ñNo,ò she replied, gritting her teeth.  ñDan said we needed time to think.  And Iôve got finals this 
week.ò  She remembered that Dan wasnôt the only person she needed to have a serious 
conversation with.  ñIs Jim around?  I left him a message this morning, but he hasnôt returned 
my call.ò 

ñSeems to me you should be patching things up with Dan, not talking to Jim.ò   

ñMart, please.ò 

ñUnless youôre planning on going back to Jim?ò  There was silence on the other end of the line.  
Mart shook his head miserably.  ñJimôs not here.  Heôs been in Houston at a conference all 
week.  He wonôt be back until Monday night.ò 

ñIs he flying into Albany?  Can you give me his flight information please?ò 

This time it was Martôs turn to be silent.  Come on, Mart, Trixie pleaded silently, Donôt let me 
down now. 

ñFlight 1412 from Houston through Atlanta.  Lands at 7:40,ò Mart mumbled reluctantly. 

ñThank you, Mart,ò Trixie said gratefully as she ripped a piece of paper out of one of her 
notebooks and scrawled down the information. 

ñTrixie...whatôs going on?ò 

She shook her head slowly.  ñI wish I could tell you, Mart, but I just donôt know.ò 

Mart sighed, ñTake care of yourself, little sister.ò 

ñIôll try.  Good-bye, Mart.ò 

Trixie hung up the phone and sat silently at her kitchen table.  There wasnôt much more she 
could do until Monday evening.  With a heavy sigh, she opened up one of her textbooks and 
began to study. 

************************************************ 

Despite Trixieôs belief that she would never be able to concentrate and would flunk every final 
she had that week, she did manage to focus on studying all day Sunday without thinking too 
often about her personal problems.  Her first two finals were Monday morning and she was 
surprised to find that she flew through them both with minimal difficulty.  She had no finals 



scheduled for Tuesday, but three more coming up Wednesday and Thursday.  She hoped she 
would be as prepared for those. 

She hurried home after a few hours at the law office and sat down determinedly to cram for her 
last three finals of the semester.  She had been studying so hard the last couple of days, not to 
mention all the emotional turmoil she was dealing with, that her eyes soon grew heavy and she 
fell asleep at the kitchen table with her head on one of her books. 

************************************************ 

ñI love you, Trixie.ò 

Trixie looked up into his eyes.  Those eyes that looked at her with so much love and trust and 
hope that she thought her heart would burst.  They were dancing under a canopy of stars.  
Trixie looked around her.  Her family and friends were all gathered, watching the happy couple.  
Everybody was smiling.  She laid her head on his chest and sighed contentedly.  He ran his 
fingers lovingly through her curls and kissed the top of her head.  She looked up at him again 
and he leaned down, their lips moving closer and closer to one another.  Right before they 
kissed she whispered, ñI love you too.  With all my heart.ò  Everything was perfect...perfectly 
perfect.   

Trixie woke up with a start.  The small apartment was nearly in darkness.  She looked at the 
clock on the microwave and gasped.  She hurriedly flicked on the kitchen light and began 
frantically shuffling through the papers and notebooks and textbooks strewn on the table.  
Where was it?  Where was that paper with the flight time written on it?  A stack of papers 
balancing precariously on the edge of the table fell onto the floor.  ñDamn it!ò Trixie yelled in 
frustration.  She bent down to pick them up and there it was, tucked underneath some class 
notes.  She grabbed it, checked the clock again, snatched up her purse from the table and 
rushed out the door. 

She ran down to the end of the block, where she knew she would be able to find a cab.  She 
anxiously flagged one down and jumped in.  ñAlbany International,ò she told the driver and 
leaned back uneasily against the seat.  When the driver didnôt respond with the same urgency 
that Trixie felt, she bent forward and leaned on the seat in front of her.  ñCan you please go 
faster?ò she implored him. 

ñYou in a hurry?ò he chuckled.  Everybody was always in a hurry where airports were 
concerned.  Why couldnôt they learn to be there on time?  He looked up in his rearview mirror 
into the pretty blondeôs beseeching blue eyes and promptly put a little more pressure on the 
accelerator. 

Trixie leaned back again and checked her watch.  It would be close.  She didnôt want to miss 
him. 



CHAPTER 9 ï MEETING AND PASSING 

Jim stretched out his long legs in front of him.  He was glad he had decided to splurge for a 
change and upgrade to first class.  It had been a long flight home and he still had a two-hour 
drive ahead of him once they got into Albany. 

He waved off the stewardess who was offering refills and gave her a friendly smile.  He noticed 
the assessment she gave him, and the dimples on her cheeks when she smiled flirtatiously at 
him, but he merely closed his eyes and leaned his head back, hoping to get a few more minutes 
sleep before they landed. 

************************************************  

Trixie anxiously twisted and untwisted her purse strap.  Why was there so much traffic this time 
of night?  The cab inched along the highway until it got clear of the bottleneck, then shot ahead 
with an impatient burst of speed, as if Trixie were channeling all her energies into the small 
yellow vehicle. 

The driver glanced up into his rearview mirror.  The young blond woman didnôt have a bag, so 
she must be going to meet somebody, he presumed.  She seemed jittery.  He hoped she made 
it in time.  Seeing a clear lane, he darted over to it and drove a little faster. 

***********************************************  

The six young cadets stood nervously at the gate waiting to board.  Though they were dressed 
in street clothes and had been told by their instructors to be ñat easeò, they were eager to please 
their superior officers and remained alert to anything they might request. 

Sergeant Baldwin noticed that Cadet Mangan seemed more on edge than the other cadets this 
evening.  He had been involved in a dispute two weeks ago and was lucky he hadnôt lost his 
right to go on this trip.  Perhaps he was overly anxious to make a better impression this time 
around. 

The young man had sharp instincts and a good work ethic.  Sergeant Baldwin had a feeling he 
was going to be an outstanding officer.  He walked over and slapped him on the back.  ñRelax, 
Mangan.  Youôre not on duty.ò 

Dan gave him a half-smile.  ñYes, sir,ò he answered hoarsely. 

************************************************ 

The cab turned right into the long boulevard that led to the airport terminal.  Floodlights scanned 
the dark sky from left to right and back again.  A parking garage was lit up with car headlights 
trying to find their way in or out of the maze.  Every few minutes a plane could be seen cutting 
through the darkness to land or take off or taxi down a runway. 

A shuttle bus pulled out slowly in front of the cab, trying to maneuver around the tight corner 
from the overflow parking lot.  Trixie bounced impatiently on the seat of the cab, clutching the 
door handle.  She felt like jumping out and running past the bus and up to the terminal herself.  



Instead, she checked her watch again and fumbled in her purse for her cell phone.  She hastily 
hit the speed dial button she wanted.   

ñWeôre sorry.  The cellular phone you are trying to reach is either temporarily out of service or is 
not currently within the network.  Please try again later.ò 

ñDamn it!ò Trixie cursed for the second time that day. 

ñDonôt worry, miss.  Weôre almost there,ò the cab driver soothed. 

************************************************ 

Jim flipped open his cell phone.  Immediately, he felt a soft touch on his arm. It was the cute, 
strawberry blond flight attendant from before.   
 
ñIôm sorry, sir.  Use of any electronics is prohibited during our approach and landing.ò 

ñSorry,ò Jim answered with a guilty smile.  He closed the phone and put it back in his pocket.  
The flight attendant smiled back and walked off.  This time Jim turned his head to watch her as 
she went up the aisle, admiring her petite figure. 

************************************************ 

ñSo, Danny,ò joshed one of the other cadets, ñHow come your girlôs not here to see you off?ò 

Dan blushed and mumbled, ñSheôs got finals this week,ò hoping Aidan would drop the subject.  
He pulled out his cell phone to see if Trixie had left him a message.  He had purposely left the 
phone buried at the bottom of his duffel bag all weekend in Sleepyside while he was visiting 
Uncle Bill and Mr. Maypenny.   

ñShiiii-,ò he grumbled before glancing up guiltily to see if his instructors had overheard him.  The 
battery was dead.  He had forgotten to recharge it. 

************************************************ 

Trixie was out of the cab before it even pulled up to the curb.  She hastily pulled a few bills out 
of her wallet and tossed them to the cab driver shouting, ñKeep the change!ò over her shoulder 
as she ran towards the terminal entrance. 

ñWhoever he is, he is one lucky fella,ò the driver remarked to no one in particular, as he watched 
the pretty girl with the blond curls race inside. 

Trixieôs eyes darted left and right, looking for the nearest Arrival/Departure monitors.  Please, 
God!  Please let it be delayed.  Please let him still be here.  She found a monitor by Baggage 
Claim, took a quick glance around at the people waiting to pick up their bags, then looked up at 
the monitor for the flight she needed.  Nothing indicated any delays.  She checked her watch 
again and moved off quickly towards the concourse. 

************************************************ 



ñLadies and gentlemen, Flight 8045 to Washington Dulles International will be boarding 
momentarily.  All first-class passengers, and those with young children or who may need 
additional assistance, may come forward to pre-board now.ò 

Dan stood up to stretch his legs and go stand by the window.  There wasnôt much to see from 
this vantage point, but it was better than making small talk with his classmates.  He stuck his 
hands in the pockets of his leather jacket.  Pulling out the dead cell phone, he stared at it 
savagely with his dark eyes, trying to will it to turn on. 

He turned around to scan the area.  He wondered if he had time to run to a pay phone and 
make a call.  Yeah, right.  What would he say in two minutes?  Assuming he could get a hold of 
her...assuming she would even speak to him.  Giving up, he turned back to the window and 
watched the ground crew as they made their final inspection of the commuter jet. 

************************************************ 

ñMaôam, Iôm sorry, but only ticketed passengers are allowed beyond this point,ò said the security 
officer. 

ñBut itôs really important.  And it will only take a minute,ò Trixie pleaded.  She wished she had 
Honeyôs sweet persuasiveness or Diôs unfailing sex appeal. 

ñSorry, maôam.  Youôll just have to wait in Baggage Claim.ò 

Trixie set her jaw and turned around resolutely.  She didnôt want to wait in Baggage Claim.  She 
wanted to go to the gates.  Hoping she wasnôt being a complete fool, she ran to the monitors 
again, noted a specific flight that was leaving within the hour and ran to the nearest ticket 
agent.  Fingers crossed that her last-minute purchase wouldnôt arouse too much suspicion, she 
pulled out her credit card and bought a ticket. 

************************************************ 

Jim reached into the overhead compartment and pulled down his carry-on.  Then he reached 
back up and pulled down a small, overstuffed suitcase and handed it to the older woman next to 
him.  She smiled appreciatively. 

There was a small delay as a man in a wheelchair received assistance as he disembarked.  Jim 
smiled at the pretty stewardess near the door and took careful note of her name tag.  ñThank 
you, Traci,ò he said as he passed her. 

ñYouôre welcome.  I hope you had a nice flight.ò 

ñVery nice.  I only wish you had door-to-door service.  Iôve got another couple of hours to go,ò he 
grinned ruefully. 

************************************************ 




