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Pr ol ogue

Qut of the Frying Pan

Ford fitted the key into the deadbolt, nmuttering a silent
prayer. The key scraped and protested as he tried to turn it
in the lock, but at least it seenmed to work. Wth a sigh of
relief, he twi sted the doorknob.

"Right this way," Ford said with a hearty smle, stepping
asi de as the apartnent door swung open. "Welcone to ny new
digs."

First his best friend Peter Donovan, then his younger
brother Barry, filed past himinto the narrow entry hall.

Peter stopped not six feet into the apartnent. "Phew, "
he said. "'Digs' is right. Snells |like an archeol ogi st woul d

be right at hone here. Brings back fond nenories of that
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pl ace we had in college in Salt Lake."

"Ugh," Barry said, right behind Peter. "No wonder you
two were always out getting in trouble. You couldn't stand to
stay hone."

"Getting in trouble?" Peter asked in nock offense. His
bl ack beard bristled. "Ford, what kind of stories have you
been telling this little brother of yours?"

"Only the truth.” Ford was lingering on the threshold,
nervous to actually enter, afraid of what he would find. "And
Barry's not so little anynore.™

"I'"l'l tell you what this place snells |like," Barry said,
sniffing. "I left sonme sweaty clothes in ny gym bag once, and
then forgot about them for a couple of nonths. Wen Mom
finally opened the bag to wash them this is the sweet aronma
that wafted forth."

Ford made a face. "How would you know? | can't believe
you were anywhere near the laundry room when it happened.

That would be totally out of character for you."

"l know because she hunted nme down and practically rubbed
themin ny face before she threw themout. M shorts were
black fromthe m | dew "

"Good old Mom" Ford closed the door behind him and the
apartnent dimred to an oppressive gray. "You probably would
have gone ahead and worn them agai n ot herw se."

Peter was peering to his right, through a doorl ess

chi pped doorway into the living room "QOpen that up again,
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Ford," he said. "W need the air."

"Oh, cone on," Ford said, breathing as shallowy as he
could. "It's not that bad."

"So said the Nazis to the Jews. 'Zis Zyklon B
di sinfectant may snell a bit unpleasant, but it vill do
vonders for your sinuses. Trust us.'"

Barry peeked around a corner to the left. "It gets even
better in the kitchen, bro. Looks |like soneone invented a new
party ganme here. The object is to see how nmany pl ates and
cups and bowl s you can pile up before the stack either falls
over or transnutes into a newlife form" He |ooked back at
Ford. "The humans don't seemto be w nning."

Ford remained in the entry hall while Peter and Barry
traded places, |like two scouts on point.

"G oss," Peter said, examning the kitchen. "Totally and
idiotically gross.”

"Nice decor in the living room though,” Barry said.

"Not necessarily creative, but definitely tasteful. Ch, ny,
yes .

Ford finally screwed up enough courage to trail Barry
into the living room Peter followed.

Barry opened the blinds that covered the sliding glass
door. Bright daylight fromthe courtyard outside flooded into
the room A sofa and | ove seat upholstered in early grunge
met in the corner of the room The cushions were stained and

askew. The coffee table was covered with magazi nes, bills,



Scribner / Normal / 4
recei pts, pizza boxes, Coke cans, bread crusts, crushed
peanuts, crunpled advertising circulars, renote controls, and
a couple of m smatched socks. Crunbs were ground |iberally
into the rug. A television wth crusty food on the screen and
a bent hangar for an antenna sat on a pair of orange crates in
the opposite corner. Tacked in a two-by-three arrangenent on
the adjacent wall were six identical black-and-white posters
of a disheveled but smling Caudia Schiffer nearly falling
out of her black |ace bustier.

Peter folded his arnms, stood back fromthe posters |ike a
museum patron, and nodded his head. "Very nice. Andy Warhol
hi nsel f coul dn't have done any better. Don't you think the
repetition makes quite a statenent about the current state of
pop cul ture?"

Barry couldn't take his eyes off the posters. He was
only nineteen.

"Well, those wll have to conme down," Ford said. He
opened the sliding glass door for air. He thought he m ght
either vomt or pass out. "Can't entertain quality wonen in
an environnent like this. And this ness will have to be
cl eaned up .

Peter carefully poked at the debris on the coffee table.
"Yeah. Remind ne to |lend you ny steanshovel ."

"Ch, conme on, Pete." Ford's smle was forced. "It's
just a typical bachelor pad. Al it needs is alittle

cl eaning up."
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"Yeah, Ford," Peter said, hefting a box of partially
eaten pizza. "That's the spirit. You' ve always been a real
t he-box-is-hal f-full kind of guy."

Barry was now exam ning the C audia Schiffer posters from
up cl ose.

I gnoring Peter, Ford clapped Barry on the shoul der.

"Start taking those dowmn, will you? And put your eyes back in
your head. You're leaving on a m ssion next week."

"You don't have to remind ne," Barry said. "But doesn't
a man get one last drink of water before he starts on his
journey across the desert?"

"No. He has to start learning to deal with his thirst
ri ght away."

"You were seeing Helen right up until the very nonent
they set you apart as a m ssionary."

"And a little while after, too," Ford said, heading for
the kitchen. The kitchen couldn't really be any worse than
the living room "And trust nme, it was a mstake. That's
what big brothers are for, to nake all your m stakes for you
while you're still dumb enough to believe ne when | tell you
it was no fun."

Pet er shadowed Ford into the kitchen, hovering at his
shoul der like a big curious bear. "Stop that," Ford said.

"Stop what ?"

"Breat hing dowmm ny neck. You know | hate that."

"I thought you liked it."
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"If you were prettier, then |l mght like it."

The ness in the kitchen was as bad as Barry had
i ndi cated. Wrse, actually.

"Don't touch those dishes," Peter said. "Watever's
buried underneath doesn't want its resting place disturbed.
That's an ancient Egyptian curse witten on the tile there in
nol d. "

Ford touched the stack of dishes anyway, hel pless not to.
He was rewarded with a resoundi ng crash. He junped back- -
right into Peter--as dishes clattered over the counter and
onto the floor.

"Told you," Peter said, backing up. "Now the curse of
the slime nold will be visited upon you and your posterity
unto the fourth generation.”

Ford | ooked for sonething to wi pe his hand on. He
settled for a relatively clean patch of wall. "I'mnot even
going to open the refrigerator.™

"You're comng to your senses, finally." Peter pulled a
chair out fromthe kitchen table, examned it, shrugged, then
straddled it backwards. "Seriously, Ford, this place is a
bi gger dunp than anything we ever lived in during school. W
never let things get that out of hand. Heck, even ny wfe
woul dn't let the dishes go that long."

"She couldn't." Ford turned in a slow circle, surveying
his griny new domain. He was feeling sonething |ike despair.

"You can't let the dishes go two neals w thout throw ng your
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hands up in despair and doing themyourself."

Peter inclined his head and stroked his black beard.
"Granted. But you hate pigpens as nuch as | do. Wich makes
it all the harder for ne to understand why you ever took a
place like this."

Ford eyed the door of the refrigerator.

"I mean, what?" Peter asked. "D d they throw a bl anket
over this ness while they gave you the grand tour? Sweep all
t he garbage under the rug?”

Barry wandered into the kitchen with a roll ed-up poster
in his hand. "Yeah, that's it exactly. And they put a
cl othespin on his nose, too."

Ford's hand inched toward the refrigerator door. He had
to fight not to grab the handle. It was |ike an itch he could
barely keep from scrat chi ng.

"Ford?" Peter asked. "You did |ook at the place before
you rented it? R ght?"

"Huh?" Ford said.

Peter sl apped his forehead. "Oh, good grief, Ford!

Don't tell ne you didn't |ook at the place first!"

"Well . . . | looked at the unit around the corner. It
was cl ean."

Barry rolled his eyes. "And Dad says |I'mthe dunb one."
He wandered back into the living room

Pet er was poundi ng his head on the back of the chair.

"Ford, Ford, where did | go wong with you?"
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"Well, | thought the unit around the corner was the one
|'d be noving into. M friend Gordon fromwork was novi ng
out, and I was going to buy his contract."”

"1 thought this was Gordon's place."”

"No. Around the corner. North side of the building.

Best kept apartnent in the whole conplex. Turns out there was
a waiting list for it as long as ny leg. | didn't find out
until this nmorning. Gordon had no idea. He thought he could
just turn his contract over to ne, but the bubbl ehead in the
rental office had other ideas."

"And you' d al ready given notice at the old place and had
your stuff all boxed up and ready to go."

"Yeah! What could | do? | threwa fit, and this girl
said she shouldn't really do it, but there was an opening in
this other apartnment and | could have it today if I wanted.
She vouched for the place. 'I'd feel really confortable

putting you in with Leonard and Tyler,' she said. Her exact

words. 'Really confortable."™
Pet er shook his head. "D ssenbling wench."
"Pretty, though. N ce body. Still, she had all the

charmof a | eopard shark.™

"Tragedy. You going to ask her out?"

Ford snorted. "Are you kidding? Not after seeing this
place." H s lip curled. "Boy, I'd like to show her 'really
confortable.""

"Il just bet you would.™
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"Yeah, you're right," Ford said, sighing. "I would."

He opened the refrigerator without thinking. The stench
hit himso hard he couldn't catch his breath for half a
m nut e.

"Suckered by a dane," Peter said, rising fromhis chair
to shut the refrigerator while Ford coughed and pawed tears
fromhis eyes. "(O dest story of "emall."

Ford controlled his coughing | ong enough to say, "Story

of ny life."
"But | know you, Ford. You'll cope. You'll put the best
face on things. And then you'll give it a nose job, take a

tuck in the eyelids, inject sone collagen in the |lips, and
rebuild the chin, just |like you always do." Peter shook his
head and cl apped Ford on the shoulder. "You'll get by."

Barry wandered back into the kitchen. He now had a
poster in each hand. "Think your roonmates will m ss one of
t hese?"

Ford, hands on his knees, | ooked up at his younger
brother. "lIs a bear Catholic? Does the Pope--"

"Does that nmean yes?"

"OF course it neans yes. O course they'll mss it.
They can't keep house, but they no doubt have every last item
of their pornography tagged, indexed, and bar-coded."

"So .

"Oh, all right, Barry. Just renenber to |leave it here

again before you go into the MIC. And try not to enjoy it too
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much. "
Barry grinned. "Yes!"
"Conme on, guys," Peter said, helping Ford to stand erect.
"Let's check out this poor sucker's bedroom Then we can
bring the van around and start unloading. Unless our stomachs

unload first, that is."
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Part I: Tinme and a Wrd

Chapter 1

Donovan' s Li st

Ford sat down to dinner with the Donovan famly in the
kitchen of their small house.

"Katie," Peter said, "will you offer the blessing,
pl ease?"

Katie, five years old, nodded gravely. She bowed her
head and cl osed her eyes. "Heavenly Father. Thank thee for
this food. Thank thee for this day. Thank thee Ford could
eat over with us. Name of Jesus Christ, amen.”

The three adults repeated the anen.

Ford was just reaching for his water when Stevie, three,
said, "Me doot!"

Peter's wife Connie rolled her eyes.
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"kay, go ahead," Peter said.

"Hev Fah," Stevie said. H's arns were al nost folded, and
he grinned w dely, nmugging. "Fang foo. Nayma Kwi ce. Men!"

The three adults repeated the anen.

Stevie giggled and cl apped his hands. Katie rolled her
eyes, m m cking her nother.

VWi |l e Conni e brought a pot of white rice to the table,
Peter went into the next roomto put on sone nusic.

"I finished reading your novel manuscript this afternoon,
Ford," Conni e said.

Ford pushed his chair back to help Connie with the food.

She was ei ght nonths pregnant, but |ooked Iike ten. "And?" he
sai d.

"Ch, sit domm. I'mnot an invalid yet." She set a bow
of steaned vegetables on the table. "And . . . | loved it. |

couldn't put it down, despite the | anguage. And despite that
sex scene."

"Theck theen," Stevie said.

"l warned you," Ford said.

"l know. Peter did, too." Connie dished up rice and

veggies for the two children. Stevie pronptly began rubbing

the rice into his hair. "I'mleaving the chicken sauce on the
stove. You can help yourself. | still can't get over it,
t hough. "

"The scene was necessary," Ford said, helping hinself.

"I know. "
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"If you didn't see Rob Spillman's wife rape himafter the
revivalists brought her back fromthe dead, if you didn't
experience it with him then you' d never be able to understand
why he thought killing hinself was the only way he coul d get
away from her."

"I know." Connie dished nore rice onto Stevie's plate.
Katie was eating quietly.

"Theck theen!" Stevie cried. "Theck theen!" This tine
he began to eat.

Loud, intricate rock nusic came fromthe next room

"I't's just . . . that scene seened so authentic. Al the
details. The little details. | don't know how you managed
it. You' re not married, after all."”

Peter came back into the kitchen. "He had nme for a
techni cal advisor," he said wwth a private wink for Ford.
told himeverything we've ever tried."

"You'd better not have."

Pet er | aughed and ki ssed Conni e affectionately, then sat
down at the table. Even hugely pregnant, Connie still | ooked
like a petite little china doll next to her husband. The bear
and the fox, Ford had al ways thought of them

"When Ford sells <u>Silvertide</u> and it goes to the top

of the bestseller lists, he'll owe ne ten percent of the
royalties.” Peter heaped his plate with rice, then slathered
the rice with butter. "And then, ny dear, our bedroom antics

will have made us rich."



Scribner / Normal / 14

"Now | feel like a prostitute,” Connie said.

"Hard to get that kind of work when you' ve |l et your
figure go so far," Peter pointed out.

Ford grinned, his nouth full, as Connie snmacked Peter
with a spatul a.

"Now there's one | forgot to tell you about, Ford," Peter
sai d, rubbing his shoul der.

"Theck theen, Da!" Stevie said, conpeting with the nusic
in vol une.

"You tell "em kid. \Whatever the hell you're saying."

"What in the world is this nusic?" Connie asked,
wri nkl i ng her nose.

"Yeah, what in the world is this nusic?" Katie asked,
wri nkling her nose.

"Yes," Peter said. He had covered his buttered rice with

st eaned vegetabl es, then | adl ed chi cken sauce over the whol e

m xture. It was a third gone already.
"Yes?"
"Yes," Ford said, agreeing. "Their second al bum"™

"\What ever," Conni e said.

"I hope you nade a lot of this,"” Peter said. "Moving our
friend Ford into his latest apartnent is always hungry work."

"No, dear. It conpletely slipped ny mnd, the fact that
nmy husband has the appetite of a buffalo in springtinme. So
how i s the new pl ace, Ford?"

Ford swall owed his nmouthful. "Just fine."
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"It's an arnpit," Peter said, smling.

"It's not an arnpit."”

"No, it's worse than an arnpit. 1'd give it another
name, but the children are present.™

"It's really not as bad as all that, Connie," Ford said.

"It is as bad as all that, Connie," Peter said. "Even
Ford's brother Barry agreed, and that's sayi ng sonething.
It's the arnpit of Provo. Nay, the arnpit of all of Uah
County."

"What's an arnpit, Daddy?" Katie asked.

Peter reached across the table and tickled her. "That's
your arnpit, honey. And it's where Ford |ives."

When Katie was through | aughing, she said to Ford, "You
don't really live in ny arnpit.”

"Not unless he's a |louse," Peter said. "Wich | doubt."

"Theck theen!" Stevie opined.

"My roonmat es woul d appear to be | ess than acconplished
at the art of housekeeping,” Ford said to Connie. "I'Il get
t hem whi pped i nto shape.”

"That was certainly diplomatic. Wat are they |ike?"

"Porcine creatures,”" Peter said. "Dung beetles. Trailer
park dwellers.”

Conni e punched Peter lightly on the arm "Besides nessy,
| neant."

"I don't really know," Ford said. "I haven't nmet them

yet."
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"We've exam ned their spoor, though,"” Peter said. H's
plate was nearly enpty. He dished up nore rice.
"<u>St udent us</ u> <u>partyani mal us</u>, 1'd say."

"How many?" Connie asked. "Can you tell fromthe spoor?"

"Two," Ford said. "Leonard and Tyler. But there are
four bedroons. One's enpty. | assunme it won't stay that way
for long, though, what with fall senester starting at BYyUin a
coupl e of weeks.™

"That sounds like a crowd,” Connie said.

"It's a big place.”

"I liked your |ast place," Connie said. "It was awfully
cute.”

"And clean," Peter said. "Spotless. Antiseptic."

"I don't know why you didn't stay there."

"Besides the fact that his roommate was a fairy."

"I still don't know that for certain," Ford said.

"He was a card-carrying fairy. You knowit as well as |
do."

"I thought fairies were girls,"” Katie said.

"They'd like to be, honey." Peter turned to Connie.
"And anyway, Ford has a genetic inability to remain in one
apartnent for nore than six nonths at a tinme. H's feet start
to itch uncontrollably. H's eyes ache for a change of
scenery."

"' mtrying to save noney," Ford said.

"You make | ots of noney,"” Connie said. "Tw ce what we
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do."

"Three tines," Peter said. "Don't badger the nman about
it. He feels guilty enough about it already."

Ford, a struggling novelist, worked as a technical witer
for a software conpany. Peter, a struggling novelist, worked
as the assistant nmanager of a bookstore.

"I"mjust curious about this particular nove, that's
all,"” Connie said. "It doesn't seemto fit the pattern.”

Ford hel ped hinself to nore rice and chicken. He was
begi nning to feel unconfortable.

"Look, dear, you're enbarrassing him" Peter said.
"Let's change the subject, shall we? Ford?"

Ford shrugged. "Fine by ne."

"Theck theen!" Stevie suggested. He had cleaned his
plate, just like his father.

"I don't think so, Stevie," Connie said.

Kati e shook her head. "No, | don't think so, Stevie."

Peter went to the cupboard and brought a box of graham
crackers and a jar of appl esauce back to the table. "Ckay,
Ford, so tell us about this Annette that you and Barry were
di scussing this afternoon.”

"I wouldn't really call it a discussion,"” Ford said.

"No, it was nore of a conspiracy. You're trying to get
her to cone to Barry's mssion farewell on Sunday." Peter
di stributed graham crackers to the two children, then took

three for hinself. "That's what you said to him before he
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left: 'Be sure that Dad calls Annette and invites her to your
m ssion farewell. Don't forget.'"
"This sounds intriguing,” Connie said. "So who is she?"

"Who is she, Ford?" Katie asked.

“I"mnot sure |'ve nentioned her before," Ford said
between bites. He was the only one still eating rice and
chicken. "Annette Schoenfeld is a close friend of the famly.
Her parents were like parents to ny father when his parents
died. The Schoenfel ds never adopted himexactly, but they
treated himli ke another son. Annette is their youngest
daughter--sort of a happy surprise--they had twelve children
inall--and she's only a year older than ne. W grew up
pl ayi ng together pretty much |ike cousins."

"Ki ssing cousins?" Peter asked. He had | adl ed appl esauce
out into five bow s and was passing them around the table.

"1 wsh."

"So she's single?" Connie asked.

"Divorced. One young son. You know, | grew up al ways
t hi nki ng that Annette and | would get nmarried soneday. | took
it as a given. W both got back fromour m ssions at about
the sane tine, and I was planning to ask her out and start
pursuing things, but she al nost i medi ately announced her
engagenent to this guy who' d been her zone | eader in her
m ssion. | was crushed. Their wedding reception was a real
drag. | hated every mserable mnute of it."

Pet er scooped up a gob of appl esauce with a graham
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cracker and popped the ness into his nmouth. "But there's a
happy ending to the story?"

Ford made a face. "Don't say that to Annette. Poor
woman. You renenber that book signing for <u>Tales from
t he</ u> <u>Corridor</u> | ast Decenber?"

"The one at Waking OM Books in Salt Lake?" Connie asked.

"The conpetition,"” Peter nuttered.

"Sorry," Ford said. "That wasn't nmy fault. But anyway,
Annette showed up, conpletely out of the blue. 1t was the
first tinme |I'd seen her since her weddi ng, over four years.
She' d spotted an ad for the signing and seen ny nanme on the
list of contributing authors. She |ooked terrific, but when
asked her how she was, she started to cry, right there in the
m ddl e of the crowd."

Peter polished off his |ast grahamcracker. "And you
were there with ready confort, right?"

"Damm straight. And when she finally got it together,
she told nme Dick was divorcing her."

Peter shook his head. "That D ck."

Stevi e waved his gunmed and di si ntegrating graham cracker
intheair. "Dt!"

"I't still nmakes nme angry to think about it," Ford said.
"I mean, she's the best woman in the world."

"Ahem " Conni e said.

"No retraction. How soneone could be dunb enough to have

that and then throw it away .
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"Wy did he do it?" Peter asked.

"I still don't know. Annette didn't volunteer the
information, and | didn't pry. |'msure ny parents know all
about it from other sources by now, but they're not in the
habit of sharing famly secrets with the kids. Anyway,
Annette told me she wanted me to hear the news from her before
| started hearing runors, and then she just sort of slipped
away. Left nme standing there stunned. | didn't know what to
do or say."

"And that's the last you' ve seen of her?" Connie asked.

"No. The next day, | hunted up her address and sent her
a Christmas card with nmy phone nunber, telling her how sorry I
was about the whole nmess and how | wanted her to call ne if
there was ever anything | could do for her.™

"You shoul d have just asked her out," Connie said. "Not
left it in her hands."

"I couldn't. The divorce wasn't final."

"Well, did she ever call?"

"No, but I ran into her a couple of nonths |later at the
Brick Oven. | was with sone friends, and she was wth sone
friends, and she spotted ne and cane up and gave ne a big hug
and t hanked nme for the sweet, sweet card I'd sent her. She
told ne her divorce would be final in a couple nore weeks, and
that she was doing just fine. Then she asked ne about ne.
Specifically, she asked if | was seeing anyone."

Peter closed his eyes and shook his head. "Onh, Ford.
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Don't tell ne."

Ford rai sed his hands defensively. "It seened |like an
innocent inquiry at the tinme. It didn't hit nme why she was
asking that until later."

Pet er pounded his forehead on the table.

"That hurts ny head, Daddy," Katie said. "Don't do
that."

"What ?" Conni e asked, | ooking back and forth between Ford
and Peter.

"A couple of nonths after Christmas,"” Peter said. "Don't
you get it? That's when Ford was wasting his life in the
pursuit of Heather Kowal ski. Six whole nonths he spent
fl oggi ng that horse before he realized it was not only dead,
cremated, and its ashes scattered to the four wi nds, but that
it had never even been worth its weight in oats while it was
still alive."

"You bypassed a chil dhood dream for Heat her Kowal ski ?"

Conni e asked. "Onh, Ford."

Ford shrugged, finishing his dinner. "That's always been
nmy biggest character flaw. | can't date nore than one wonan
at atinme."

"I"'mgoing to have to beat this habit out of you," Peter
sai d, passing Ford a bowl of applesauce and two graham
crackers. "I nean, she all but crawed into your |ap and
said, 'Take nme, |I'myours,' and you told her you were seeing

soneone el se.”
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"I know, | know. "

"No wonder you never said anything about her."

"You like this woman a lot," Connie said.

Ford nodded.

"And that's the last you heard from her?"

Ford nodded.

"Well, why don't you call her up? You still need a date
for your high school reunion this weekend, don't you?"

Ford nodded.

"Who better than a girl you grew up wth?"

"I haven't seen her for six nonths," Ford said.

"So? She cane to that book signing when she hadn't seen
you for four years."

"That's different."

" How?"

"She was getting divorced. She wasn't telling ne she was

seei ng soneone el se. She could probably care | ess about ne

now. "

"But you still want her to come to your brother's m ssion
farewel | ," Peter said.

"I want to neet her on neutral ground. Ease back into
things. | don't want to call her up out of the blue and say,

"Hey, ny last squeeze didn't work out, so how about it? After
all, you re next woman down ny list. You' re the consolation
prize.""

"I think this Annette woman just noved up to nunber one
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on our list,"” Connie said. "Don't you think, Peter?"

"I do think," Peter said.

"What |ist?"

Peter tilted his bow up and drained it of appl esauce.
"Qur list of wonen we want you to go out with."

"You have a |ist of wonen you want ne to go out wth?"

"OfF course.” Peter |icked appl esauce out of his beard.

Stevie tilted his own bow up and ended up with
appl esauce all over his face.

"Ch, Stevie," Connie said.

"I eat mne with a spoon,"” Katie said primy.

"Theck theen!" Stevie said proudly.

"Why have | never heard of this |list before?" Ford asked.
"Way have | never been fixed up with any these wonen?"

"Cone on, Ford," Peter said. "You know we'd never work
that way. The best you can expect fromus is that we m ght
engi neer a chance encounter for you sonetinme with one of these
wonen, and then let you take things fromthere. Friends don't
let friends date blind."

"So who was nunber one on the list before Annette?"

Connie was wi ping Stevie's face with a wet washcl ot h.
"Moni ca Ballard," she said.

"Why don't you get Ford when you're done with Stevie,
dear," Peter said. "He's got sone appl esauce on his face,
too."

Ford touched his face. "Were?"
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Peter | ooked nore closely. "Oh, | guess that's supposed
to be a beard."

"Very funny," Ford said. "Connie, | think your husband
has Spani sh noss growing on his face. |If this were Cctober,
|'d guess he were dressing up as an oak tree for Hal |l oween.™

"Touché&eacute;, turtle.”

"So who's ©Monica Ballard?"

"Remenber ?" Connie said, noving on to Katie's face. "W
ran into her outside Chili's |ast New Year's Eve."
"Her?" Ford said. "The one with the |ong black hair?"

"That's the one. D dn't you think she was attractive?"

"Ch, very. But she was only seventeen."

"She's eighteen now," Peter said. "Legal."

"But she was divorced already,” Ford said. "And had a
kid."

"Just like Annette,"” Connie said.

"Annette's ten years older."

"Listen, Ford," Peter said, "Monica' s the sweetest girl
|'"ve ever known. Sharp, too. Wen she was fourteen, we
trusted her enough to | eave Katie with her for the whole
weekend while we went out of town. All she needs is a good
man, as opposed to the gutter sline she nornmally seens to
attract."

"Conni e?" Ford said.

"l agree," she said, "but nore so."

"I's Monica going to cone tend us agai n?" Katie asked.
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"Mocka!" Stevie cried happily.
"I think it's about tinme she did," Connie said.
"l agree," Peter said. "But nore so."

"Theck theen!" Stevie said, throwing his hands in the

"Let's hope not, Stevie," Connie said.

"You know, soneday that kid' s going to |learn to speak
English,"” Peter said.

"I"'mstarting to worry that he won't,"” Connie said.
"Maybe there's sonething wong with him"

"My brother Barry was three before he could talk," Ford

sai d.

"But you were reading by the time you were three. And
doing multiplication. | keep wishing ny son were smart |ike
that."

"Careful what you wish for," Ford said. "I knew how to
read, but | couldn't tie ny own shoes until | was seven. M

little sister Holly had to cone find nme after school during
the winter to nake sure ny boots were tied before we wal ked
hone together."

"l can tie ny shoes,” Katie said. "I know ny own phone

nunber, too."

"Stevie's fine," Peter said. "He just enjoys being
cryptic. He'll growup to be a T.S. Eliot or a Janes Joyce.
VWhich still doesn't nean he'll ever learn English.”

Ford finished his applesauce. "All right. You can
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arrange a chance encounter for ne sonetine with Mnica. |
won't conplain.”

"Always the martyr," Peter said. "It'll hardly be Iike
getting spikes driven through your wists. And even if it is,
you mght like it."

"Still doesn't get nme a date to ny reunion this weekend.
That's what | need right now"

"Way don't you take your w fe?" Katie asked.

Peter | aughed. Connie rolled her eyes.

"Because | don't have a wfe," Ford said. "I'm not
married. "

"You're not? Wy not?"

"It's sure not for lack of trying," Peter said.

"Not all grownups are nmarried, honey," Connie said.
Katie | ooked surprised. "I could marry Ford."

"I's Katie on our list, dear?" Peter asked.

Connie hit himw th the spatul a.

"I think I'mfree twenty years fromnow," Ford said.

"I'"l'l keep 2014 open."

Copyright © 1993, 1998 by William Shunn. This work is licensed under a Creative Commons License (see http://creativecommons.org/
licenses/by-nc-nd/2.0/). You are free to copy, distribute, and display the work for non-commercial purposes only, so long as you credit
the original author and do not alter, transform, or build upon the content and its formatting in any way. All other rights reserved. The
definitive version of this work is found at http://www.shunn.net/novel.html. Direct all inquiries to format@shunn.net. (Note that you
should not include a copyright notice in your own manuscript submissions.)



