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Entering the sprawling park, a young woman walked briskly down a
well-groomed path.

Checking her watch she quickened her pace; she clutched a blank
notebook in one hand. A park

bench with a single occupant came into view; a woman reposed on it
reading a book,

her face shaded well by the wide brim of a chic sun hat. Spying the
figure on the bench the

pedestrian seemed to relax, a little; she smoothed her suit-coat
and tucked a stray piece of her

long, blonde hair behind her ear.

The woman on the bench looked up at the sound of approaching
steps. The blonde

newcomer smiled, nervously. The seated lady possessed a face of
aging beauty. Her serene

expression did not appear staged but as natural as one would wear
clothes.

“You must be Miss Varen, from the Tribune…” the woman on the bench
said, at last. The reporter nodded and habitually stuck out her
hand, then retracted it; her boss had often

warned her that many celebrities did not like to shake hands.

“Er… yes, Candace is fine,” she stammered, gripping her notebook.
“I, uh… thank you so

much, again for granting me this interview. My employer is, er…
well, everyone is kind of

desperate to know all about you.”

The woman on the bench smiled down at her book.

“It is a popular opinion that merely reading someone’s writing
enables one to find out all

they wish to know about said writer …”

“Er, right,” the young reporter said, her face pink, “Write what
you know, and all that…”

“And then, there are the blogs I write, my website, my poems… a
veritable montage of

deliciously available information.” The lady writer paused a moment
before continuing. “Yet,

you called me… wanting to know something else… information that no
one else has, thus

selling more papers or getting more hits than your competitors.”
She closed her book, letting it

rest on her gray skirt. “I am aware of how this works. You asked me
honestly for what you

wanted, and I respect that. Please, sit down.”

Candace complied, letting out a small breath of relief. In her
experience, famous figures

were often capricious, demanding and vain. The woman seated on the
bench before her

seemed oddly out of place in such a sphere, something which just
incited more curiosity. The

writer's clear gray eyes gazed out steadily from under the hat’s
brim, appearing completely

unintimidated by the presence of a reporter. Trained to size up
people by their appearances,

the author’s outfit struck Candace as elegant and simple: a white
summer blouse, light gray

skirt and silver-colored sandals, all topped with the
Audrey-Hepburn-style sun hat in a

flattering shade of rusty red. The writer’s face was aging well;
her eyes held a spark of

amusement in them despite her straight posture.

“Well, erm… right,” Candace began, her mind racing to form a string
of understandable

words. She'd practiced this interview a hundred times during the
last week—and in the car ride

over; the presence of a celebrity was nothing new either, but the
writer's rather mysterious

serenity had thrown the reporter's carefully-gathered
confidence.

“Take a moment to collect your thoughts, dear,” came the authoress’
voice. “I won’t bite

your head off… nor will I ‘put you in a book’.” The young reporter
grinned sheepishly.

“Heh, thanks… well, I wouldn’t mind being in one of your books. Not
as the villain,

though.” The woman in the hat smiled a little.

“That would be a bit cruel I think. You’re just about the age of my
oldest daughter.”

Candace nodded, drawing in a long breath.

“Oh, let’s start on that, if you wouldn’t mind… your family. From
what I’ve gathered you

and your husband have four children.”

“Correct. We’re about to get our first grandchild, actually, next
month.”

Her pen scribbling in neat lines, Candace kept up with the flow of
softly spoken

information.

“Graduated high school, two semesters of community college… Married
for twenty-five

years to one man. Erm, the owner of the Rentyn Company…”

“He does have a name.” The writer’s tone did not vary; ever gentle
and steady.

“Uh, right… er…” Candace racked her brain for the correct
information.

“James,” the woman said, smiling. “It is easier for me to remember
it.”

“Yes, certainly,” the reporter answered, feeling a bit more relaxed
at the joke. “So…

married for a quarter century; that seems to be the theme of your
books… finding your soul

mate, getting married right away, having children and staying
together… forever.”

“I’m flattered you found it so clear,” was the woman’s response.
“Robert Louis Stevenson

once wrote that the difficulty of Literature is not to write, but
to write what you mean.” The

writer's hat brim bobbed slowly in agreement to her words.

Writing this down, Candace worked out how to ask the burning
questions in her mind

without sounding insulting. The serene woman sitting on the bench
could easily ‘put her in a

book’ or worse, ruin her career with a few choice words spoken at
some gala event to some

other media outlet. Readers worldwide purchased her books and
clicked into her weekly blogs.

Once a month, she’d give out book reviews and thus launched
novelists to fame… or not.

Negative reviews from the woman were rare; a particular writer
who’d received one was still

struggling to find work.

The young reporter cleared her throat.

“Your life seems so… flawless, almost… like the relationships in
your books,” she

ventured. Soft laughter greeted this hesitant statement.

“Flawless? Hardly…” the woman said; her smile grew wide, allowing
her dimples to show.

“My characters have insecurities, arguments; they do laundry, wipe
up spills and change

diapers, just like any wife would… just like I do.”

“I know… I’ve read all your books. But, what I mean is, they always
seem to work things

out in the end. Nothing ever ends in separation, or divorce.”

The word hung heavily in the air.

“Divorce…” The authoress spoke the word as if deciding whether it
was palatable or not. “True. None of my characters have waded into
that bitter mire as of yet."

“It’s not always bitter,” Candace countered, adjusting her seat;
her hands felt clammy all

of he sudden. “For some folks it’s the only viable choice,
really…”

Studying the reporter from under the hat-brim the authoress
carefully kept a smile off

her face. The pretty, young reporter—sitting rather uncomfortably
on end of the bench—

suddenly displayed a stubborn tilt to her chin… and a certain
guarded look in her eye.

“Actually, it’s a series of choices,” the lady writer said, at
last. “Many of my friends’

parents divorced, you see. I got to see it—along with them—from
beginning to end, as witness

all the after-affects those choices caused.” As much as the subject
they’d got on was

uncomfortable, Candace felt intrigued.

“What do you mean a series of choices?” she inquired.

The authoress noted her interest and smiled; her gray eyes began
scanning the

surrounding area for something. Lifting one hand she pointed across
the way. There a couple

sat on a bench a little further down the path, out of
earshot.

“Take that pair, there…” she said, in a voice just loud enough to
be barely heard. Candace

looked at the couple on the bench. The woman was reading a book…
the man, a paper; they

sat a few feet apart. They seemed to be together, yet stiff. The
young reporter recognized the

post-argument posture. Even the way the woman turned the pages
suggested irritation; once

in awhile the man glanced at the woman and then back at his paper
with a small shake of his

head.

“It starts with something silly…” the writer continued. “Something
very, very trivial…

nothing more than a few, hasty words spoken in anger about socks
left on the floor, or the

toilet paper not being replaced, the car door left unlocked, dishes
in the sink… anything,

really.” Her words flowed out evenly as the two women watched the
unsuspecting couple.

“The hasty words stick around; they linger just as the tender ones
do. But these are words that

no one says ‘I’m sorry' about later… for whatever the reason. That
night, the two grow tired and

simply go to bed… and nothing is resolved. It becomes a small
choice… a choice not to let it go

and the next time, there is fuel already there for a slightly
bigger blaze. Pretty soon, they’re

finding more faults with each other and experiencing less joy;
there are less moments of

laughter, more fights. Finally, they don’t even like one another
anymore; they stop talking and

just give up. Sadly, disagreements do not right themselves; they
must be worked on… resolved

in an adult fashion. But… it’s easier to walk away from something
that hurts that much. Most

choose the route of least resistance.”

Candace glanced back at the lady writer. The woman sat in sage
posture on the bench; it

was difficult to argue with someone who held all the cards.

“I guess you do know a bit about it…” the reporter said, quietly
“So, those psychology

classes worked out for you, eh?” The writer chuckled.

“Life taught me more. There are not many left that do not have some
idea of what

divorce is like…” Her tone felt like a mother’s, comforting a child
that has fallen down and

scraped a knee. “I would be remiss not to offer a plausible
alternative solution in my books…

not a perfect solution, per say—for humans are not perfect—but a
solution that is actually

attainable.”

Candace felt a smile creep over her face.

“As you have daily proof of, right?”

“As I had daily proof,” the writer corrected, nodding to herself.
“My parents are still

married, my grandparents stayed married and devoted, even until
death… and then there were

my great uncle and aunt, a couple who taught me that marriage can
be fun… a lifelong

adventure. I was always determined to have something like
it.”

“Then you succeeded. Everyone who has met you and James seems to
think you two

were meant to be together. I guess it’s natural that you would
write that into your story-lines.”

“Indeed,” the woman said, nodding slowly. “I know nothing of
vampires, knights or space

aliens, so real romance stories and happy tales of families were
always my best option.”

Candace cleared her throat and shifted in her seat a little.
Watching her the authoress

smiled knowingly. The more prying questions were forthcoming.

“Some readers, like myself… and perhaps we’re just a bit jaded, but
we wonder…. well,

it’s hard to believe that like your characters, you’ve only ever
loved one man.”

“Loved? Yes. I have only ever loved James.” The woman in the hat
seemed perfectly

serious. Inwardly disappointed Candace made notes, wondering how to
dig further.

“What about a crush?” she inquired after a moment. “In school,
perhaps? Was there ever

a boy you liked?” The authoress seemed to consider this a moment;
Candace leaned forward,

hoping the woman as not toying with her.

“There was one,” the writer said, after a moment. “No soul is
completely impervious to a

tentative emotional attachment… especially when you’re
young.”

The reporter perked up at this statement. Pushing her hair behind
her ear, she picked up

her notepad again.

“Now that sounds like a long, interesting story,” she remarked,
trying not to sound too

eager. “Finally, some dirt…” she thought, making certain her pen
was working.

From under the brim of her hat the authoress watched the reporter’s
every move; her

smile did not fade.

“When I was quite young… elementary school… I met Ben,” she began,
“… a boy who

stole my breath away just to be in the same playground with him.”
Candace began writing,

busily. The woman in the hat relaxed against the bench, looking up
into the blossoming trees

across the way. “He had golden-brown eyes, brown curly hair and all
the girls in four grades

had crushes on him.”

“I bet he liked that, huh?” Candace asked, smiling. The authoress
shook her head.

“Not at all,” said she. “He possessed a solitary nature; the
attention was merely a

nuisance.” The writer smiled a little at the recollection. “The
others boys were a bit jealous of

this as you can imagine; they made fun of him, quite a lot. My
heart went out to him because of

it; I was treated the same way all through school, you see.
Everyone picked on ‘Ugly’.”

“Ugly?” Candace repeated, looking up from her notes. “No way… they
did not call you

that in school!” The authoress chuckled, nodding.

“They did indeed.”

“Wow… I bet they wouldn’t now,” the reporter said, smiling as well.
The woman in the hat

let out a small sigh; it was not a sad sound, more one of wistful
reminiscence.

“Yes; funny how that works,” was her reply. “But then ‘Ugly’ I was…
and Ben being the

rather saturnine soul that he was picked up on it. I don’t know
why, exactly, but he reached out

the hand of friendship towards me. It was kindness, I think… such
as no one had ever shown

me.”

Candace nodded, writing less and listening more; she’d
involuntarily sat forward a little,

like a child at story-hour. The writer’s voice held a calming
rhythm, her words easy,

unfaltering… yet nothing was hidden away. She did not appear
uncomfortable talking about

thus subject in the least.

“Our parents became good friends so they came over often," she
continued. "His older

sister was hired to watch myself and my little brother, and Ben
would usually come along. He

loved walking in our woods, watching for animals. He’d point out
tracks and different plants to

me; sometimes we’d sit by a creek and say nothing for hours, and it
was perfectly comfortable.

Later on he began to find interest in automotive things; I watched
him and his father re-build

car engines. There was always something useful to learn around
Ben.”

“Sounds idyllic,” the reporter said, with a small sigh. The
authoress tilted her head a little

to one side, still gazing at the distant groves.

“For children it was,” she replied. “As we grew into teenagers,
however, Ben began to

naturally find the company of boys his age more desirable. My crush
on him—as the term

goes—remained strong; even though we spent hardly any time
together. No other boy could

get my attention, and when Ben was busy with cars, motorcycles and
paint-ball I would be at

the library with my only real friends… books.”

“Ah, now that make sense,” Candace said, smiling. “Most writers
I’ve interviewed were

kind of social loners and they all like books better than
people.”

The authoress chuckled.

“Well, that depends on the book,” she returned. “By the end of high
school I was finally

starting to look like a girl; along with some other boys Ben
realized I was still alive and began

talking to me again; I let him drive me home each day from school
in his classic Ford truck.“

“Nice… a guys’ car, for sure,” Candace said nodding to
herself.

“It only got eight miles to the gallon,” the woman in the hat said,
shaking her head. “But,

it was a nice-looking ride. He was so proud of it. That year Ben
showed me how to change the

oil, how to change a tire, the fuel filter, spark plugs… we spent a
great deal of time talking

about automotive parts.”

“Wow, you must have liked him a lot to put up with that,” the
reporter said, making a

face.

“I’ve always liked learning,” the writes responded, smiling. “It
was not boring in the least,.

Besides, all the girls in school all envied me that year. Ben was
taller than most boys in school

and broad shouldered; he competed at school track meets, especially
pole-vaulting. I cheered

him on from the stands; it was a wonderful time. He even asked me
to the Prom.”

“First date, huh? Aw, that’s so sweet…”

“It was. My father sat in as a dance chaperon and rode in the truck
with us, but we still

had a good time… a hilarious time. For all his athletic ability Ben
was a terrible dancer, but then

so was I. We looked ridiculous together and it didn’t matter. No
one else mattered.”

The writer paused a moment, her smile faded a little. Candace
leaned forward again,

her pen again ready to write.

“Then came Graduation… and after, Ben enlisted in the Marines.” The
reporter’s eyes

grew wide but the writer continued her tale. “Everyone was shocked,
except me. I knew he'd

always dreamed of being in the military, indeed he seemed ideally
suited for it… but I was still

heartbroken that he was leaving. I felt like one of my arms was
being severed, or something

equally horrendous, as teenage girls are wont to do.”

“Did you ever see him again?” the reporter inquired, vastly
curious; she was fully

entrenched in the story now.

“Yes, before he left for training. I was sitting by the creek we’d
loved to walk by so many

times… he sat down and we just watched the water for an
hour.”

Candace looked puzzled.

“That’s it?” she asked, not bothering to hide the chagrin in her
voice. The writer found

this amusing and chuckled merrily for some moments.

“Ben was not a great talker, which was inevitably his downfall… at
least as far as I was

concerned.” The reporter seemed heartened by this new information
and re-took up her pen.

“After sitting in pleasant silence, he asked me if I liked him,”
the authoress continued. “I told

him he was too intelligent to not have noticed that I did. He
smiled at me… a real smile, one he

did not show often. He said he wanted to be in the military for a
couple years and get some

things out of his system. I understood this, somehow; I think I
always knew he’d never be mine,

yet I hoped—back then—that he would. I offered to write to him, but
he said the other guys

would rib him about that and likely steal the letters anyway. He
kissed me on the cheek and

embraced me for a long time. He asked me to wait for him. I said I
would.”

A rising feeling of sadness washed over Candace as she sat there,
listening. She felt a bit

foolish for having assumed the woman before her had led some
perfect life. The sage calm she

exuded stemmed from real experiences and quelled dreams, despoiled
hopes and

disappointment… like anyone else. Not a juicy tale, but a common
one all the same.

“I guess he never came back,” she said, half-hoping she was wrong.
The authoress gazed off in the distance, nodding a little.

“Four years passed. My friends all dated extensively but I did not
once go out anywhere,

not even in a group. I wasn’t anti-social; I just wasn’t interested
in ‘making out’, especially with

someone I didn’t care a fig for. The whole idea seemed illogical
and I was content to wait for

Ben.”

“So, how did you end with James?” Candace asked, wondering if James
and Ben were

really the same guy. That would be an interesting angle; visions of
‘witness protection’ or

‘special forces identity change’ came to her mind.

“I was introduced to him at one of my parent’s anniversary parties;
they’d invite business

associates as well as friends to their soirees. Everyone had a good
time at those gatherings…

full of music, food and just the right amount of dancing. I played
and a sang ‘If I fell in Love

With You’ for them on the piano; it was their favorite song. They
danced lovely, slow steps to it,

looking more in love than ever.” The writer let out a sentimental
sigh. “After that, my father

brought James over for me to meet.”

“That’s a good way to meet a guy,” Candace mused, aloud. “So, did
he sweep you off

your feet? Was it love at first sight?”

The woman in the hat shook her head.

“No. He was just another man in a suit to me… an annoying man in a
suit. He kept talking

to me and following me around the hall. He listened to my
conversations with my parent’s

friends. Finally, when he asked me to dinner, I refused. But, then
he did something no one else

had done.”

“What?” Candace asked; as she spoke she leaned forward a little,
her eyebrows elevated.

“He asked me ‘why’,” the authoress told her.

“That’s… an odd question, alright. What did you say?”

“Well, by then I had figured out that men respond well to
straight-forward answers; I told

him that my heart was taken, and that any time or money he’d spend
on me would prove

fruitless.”

There was a pause.

“Well, what did he say?” Candace asked, impatient to know the
rest.

“Nothing, actually.”

“Nothing?”

“My dear you sound a bit like an echo…” the writer said, smiling.
Candace straightened

her posture a bit and cleared her throat waiting for the lady to
continue. “He stood and thought

about that for a moment then moved on to another person to talk. I
figured that like all the

others, he’d been successfully warned off by my candid
answer.”

“But…” Candace suggested, hopefully. The writer smiled.

“But—as I found out later—he began questioning my parents about me,
who I was

seeing… all kinds of things; he asked them for my friends’ phone
numbers; he began peppering

my closer acquaintances and relatives with questions, especially
about Ben. A few weeks later,

he sought me out at the library.”

“Studying?”

“No; re-reading Jane Eyre. I was bored.”

“Ah… well, did he say anything?”

“Not at first. It took me some time to notice his presence,
actually. He kept completely

silent, pretending to read an old copy of Forbes. After awhile I
saw him; by then my friends had

informed me of the annoying man who kept interrogating them about
my likes and dislikes.

They clearly had neglected to tell him how much I dislike
interfering strangers.”

The reporter laughed.

“Yeah. That’s on everyone’s hate-list,” she said, smiling. The
authoress nodded, her smile

well recovered.

“I shot the man my best ‘go away’ glare and settled back into the
book. A few seconds

later, he sat next to me on the reading couch.” Fascinated, Candace
made half-legible notes,

keeping her eyes fixed on the writer’s face. A warm glow had
replaced the slightly sad

expression the woman’s had worn when peaking of her childhood
crush.

“He waited, saying nothing, for a whole minute. I paid him no mind,
but I couldn’t

concentrate on my book, not with the man watching my face like
that. I was just about to

change seats when he spoke.” The authoress sat turned her head to
look at Candace. “James is

an intense man, you know; he speaks directly and has a talent for
quickly 'sizing you up'. When

he looks you in the eyes, you can tell he’s reading you and
measuring your reactions. It

unsettled me a bit, at first.”

“Yeah,” Candace said, giving a half-smile. “I’ve seen him on TV, at
events with you and

such. He looks intimidating.” The writer nodded.

“One must be in the corporate realm, especially as you near the top
of the proverbial

heap. And yet, despite my discomfort at that moment, I really
wanted to know what this man

wanted… and then he began by asking me about Ben.”

“Wait… he asked you about your old flame? Just like that?”

“I must admit it threw me for a loop,” the authoress said, gently.
“When I didn’t answer

him, James began rattling off the facts he’d gathered from my
friends and parents. He’d even

spoken to Ben’s folks.”

“That’s a little creepy…” Candace began. The writer smiled.

“That’s what I said. James shrugged and told me he was merely
trying to secure the facts.

I asked him 'what facts’… and he said: "whether or not you’re
really in love with the guy".”

Candace stared at the woman.

“You can’t be serious… what nerve!” The writer chuckled.

“That’s James,” she said, smiling. “Nerves of steel.”

“I guess. Well, that must have irritated you a bit, yeah?
Questioning your affection for

Ben like that?”

“Oh, I wanted to hit the man with my book,” the woman said, still
chuckling. “His

presence seemed to suddenly bring to light the yawing gulf of
loneliness had been my only

companion for so long. I had carefully filed away thoughts of Ben,
hibernating, if you will, until

his return. But, instead this man, this stranger to me was sitting
in my favorite haunt not a foot

away from my knee, taking my attention away from my favorite
pastime, calling into question

my most treasured hopes.”

“Did you hit him with your book?” the reporter asked, with
interest.

“No, though, that would make good copy, wouldn’t it?” The writer
smiled mysteriously,

directing her gaze once more up on the trees opposite. “I did
nothing for a minute. It is

amazing the number of thoughts which can pass through a person's
head in the space of a few

seconds. I just looked at James… wondering what he was trying to
do; wondering why my

parents had given out such personal information to this man;
wondering why Ben hadn’t called

or written me in so, very long… and I wondered how long I would
have to exist in such a lonely

state. James must have seen something tortured in my face because
he placed his hand over

mine and began speaking to me, very gently.”

“What did he say?” Candace did not mind that she sounded like a
three year old at her

grandmother’s knee; she had to know the rest of the story. It was
just such a strange thing for a

man to do.

“He told me that he was interested in finding a wife and that I had
caught his attention.

The way I’d played for my parents’ anniversary dance had impressed
him—not that my piano

skills are great—but apparently he thought that I'd sung sadly,
sweetly. He was moved by it.

Then, he told me he really started to like me after I told him to
push off.”

“Typical… a challenge is like catnip to some guys,” the reporter
said, snorting.

“True, but James had a bit of a different reason,” the writer
explained. “He liked my

honesty. He liked that I wasn’t flirting with anyone and that I
didn’t pretend to be interested in

him. He liked that I respected my father and seemed to have a
healthy relationship with my

mother. He stated that he could go a long time and without finding
someone he liked so well as

me.”

"Wow," was all Candace could think of to say. The writer chuckled a
little before she

continued her story.

“He said we had several things in common, like walking, picnics,
intelligent conversation

and being alone with a good book. He pointed out that if a man was
going to marry he should

find a wife with whom he had a few things in common.”

Candace found her felt nodding in agreement, despite her annoyance
at the man’s

methods.

“It’s nice that he told you exactly what he wanted…” she said,
slowly. “I wish more guys

would do that.”

“This occurred to me as well,” the writer said. “As much as the man
angered me with his

manner, he was being extraordinarily forthcoming… unlike anyone
else I’d ever met. But then…

he asked me a very odd question. He said: "I know you like this Ben
character, but did he ask

you to marry him?”"

The breeze blew over the walkway and bench, making the brim of the
writer’s hat move

a little. Candace pushed her bangs out of her eyes and waited for
the woman to continue. “I had to admit that he had not. Saying it
was… difficult, for me. James kept my gaze the

entire time. He didn't touch me again but somehow I felt comforted
by his mere presence. It

was a strange feeling. James had more to say. He genuinely appeared
relieved by my answer.

He said: "Well, I‘m asking to marry you. I like you; I think we’d
even be happy together. Since

this Ben is not here to contend with, I’m fairly certain I can win
you over.”

The reporter had lost all interest in taking notes.

“What did you say?” she asked, eagerly.

“Nothing… I didn’t get the chance to speak. He just tossed out that
sentence and got up.

He walked right out of the room and left the library. Jane Eyre was
completely forgotten, I can

tell you.”

“I'll wager she was!”

“I went home and spoke with my father. He informed me that James
had asked for my

hand in marriage a week earlier. I was dumbfounded. Things like
that happen in books, you

know… ones written centuries ago. The fact that Ben had never even
mentioned marriage

suddenly became quite apparent. I had no tangible evidence that he
even cared about me,

merely a faint hope that he did. I did not get much sleep that
night… in fact I cried a great

deal.”

The authoress sighed again; the sound of it filled Candace with a
morose kind of

sympathy. “I suppose I was mourning that night, weeping for dreams
which had been slowly

dying already.” The woman in the hat glanced at the couple down the
path again. “You see, it

was not that Ben wasn’t there… my soul is worked over with a
stubborn sort of loyalty. My

affection was, however, misplaced in Ben; he was unworthy of it.
His actions warranted no

allocation of my precious time or emotions be granted to him. That
night, I decided that a

literal James was worth more than a figurative Ben.”

Candace giggled softly as she wrote.

“That’s a good one.”

“I repeated that line to myself several times before drifting off
to sleep," the writer said,

quietly. "The next morning, I spoke with my father about James. A
good measure of character

in his eyes was respect, and James had proved that by not only
asking him for me, but in

questioning my character… testing my loyalty. ‘It means he’s really
interested in you, sweetie’,

he told me. I walked along the creek for some hours that morning,
just thinking. James was

sitting on my parent’s porch when I returned.”

“Nice of him to give you space like that…” Candace put in. The
writer smiled.

“He probably couldn’t find me and went back up to the house,
knowing I’d eventually

return.”

“So… did he start interrogating you again?”

“No. I offered him a glass of iced tea. He accepted and we sat,
drinking tea and looking at

my mother's garden.”

“Sounds boring…” Candace thought, doodling on the notepad
margins; her story seemed

to be slipping into a more 'mundane' category.

“Ours is not the most exciting story…” the authoress began, after a
moment, “No pirates,

or near death experiences, no car break-downs or love triangles… I
started out with a

completely clean slate with James. I didn’t fall for him right
away, but I knew right where I

stood with him. That made liking him a little easier.”

“So… when did you know you loved him?” the reporter asked,
interested again. The

serene demeanor of the woman on the bench made her feel almost
ashamed of wanting a

more thrilling tale to tale; so many people had everyday love
stories, just like hers. Just like the

ones in her books.

“We spent that summer talking on my parent’s veranda…” the lady
answered. “One day I

laughed at one of his jokes… he did not tell them very often,
something I found I liked. He was

not a clown. When I laughed, he looked over at me and smiled; I
noticed that his eyes reflected

the greenery well… they looked interesting. Another morning, when
he’d been away on

business for a few days I realized I liked his company.”

“You missed him.”

“I did. Then, one day—while James was helping me pick some herbs
for my mother in the

garden—it dawned on me that I hadn’t thought about Ben in a long
time. That night I took out

my old journals and re-read the entries I’d made on the boy I had
once thought so highly of. The

prose seemed awfully juvenile all of the sudden; it angered me to
read them, really… the boy

I’d known seemed wholly unworthy next to the man who’d asked me to
marry him. I burned the

journals, and the sketches I’d drawn of Ben. Even the little
friendship bracelet he’d given me so

many years previous. I know that seems a bit drastic… but it healed
something in me. I felt able

to grow up, and James’ company constantly reminded me that I didn’t
have to go it alone. The

fact that my parents loved the man also gave me courage.”

“That would help…” Candace admitted, soberly. “So, did you say
‘yes’ or was that just

unnecessary?”

The writer laughed, softly.

“He asked me out for a picnic… my parents declined to go, which
surprised me. I baked a

few appetizers, not wanting him to think my mother was the only
cook in the house…”

“Trying to impress the guy, eh?”

“That did not occur to me until later. But, yes; I suddenly cared
what this man thought of

me, oddly enough. I was careful not to slouch, or jabber on too
much. I worried about how I

smelled, how my hair looked… things I had never cared to worry
about before. ‘You’re quiet

today’ James remarked, as we drove. I merely nodded; inwardly, I
wondered why I could think

of nothing to say. All my wit was stolen away… my philosophies
focused on the man next to

me, though I didn’t want to admit that out loud. He asked me what I
was thinking about. I told

him I’d rather not say; he laughed, smiling at the windscreen. He
said he was glad I still felt free

to be honest with him.”

“So… a romantic picnic,” Candace said, writing. The writer
shrugged, a little.

“That’s such a trite word… ‘romantic’,” said she. “It’s almost a
cliché in of itself.” The

woman paused a moment before continuing. “That picnic meant so much
more than what a

mere adjective could speak of… it was where I realized I loved
James, you know. Aside from

welcoming your children into the world, there nothing in a woman’s
life quite as special as

finding your soul mate.”

“Yeah… that’s what keeps romance novels selling like they do,”
Candace put in. “We’re all

looking for that.”

The authoress nodded; the reporter noted that despite being a
best-selling writer, the

woman’s slow, patient nod was a better answer than words.

“We sat for some time, just eating and watching the scenery; he’d
picked a large tree to

sit under, on the edge of some farmland. Birds were flocking at the
far-away haystacks and

bickering over bugs. It was enjoyable to sit with him.”

“Did you think of Ben?” Candace asked, wondering if she was egging
too much. For some

reason she felt bothered about trying to rattle this woman.

“Once. Doing so brought out tears of regret.”

“Did James notice you crying?”

“I think so. I dashed them away fairly quickly,” the writer said,
“Most men find a crying

woman a bit of a mystery… they may want aid, or they might want
space. We weren’t married

yet, so he debated with himself and picked the latter. Every other
time since, though… he has

jumped in to comfort me, so be at ease.”

”Good; the man’s human, then.”

“Very.” The authoress smiled, the hat brim nodding along with her.
“Once I’d got over my

emotional moment, I looked over at James; I wanted to know, more
than anything, why he’d

picked me. There are patient woman aplenty, there are candid women
world-wide. I didn’t

consider myself all that pretty, considering my school nick-name,
and as I looked at James he

appeared calm, collected and rather virile in his slacks and polo
shirt. He was looking out at the

pasture lands in the distance and I couldn’t help but study his
profile. He was awfully

attractive.”

“Now that’s something a lot of women can relate to,” Candace said,
nodding herself. “I

don’t suppose you asked him, I mean… why he’d picked you…”

“I did…” the writer said, happily. “Don’t look so surprised… the
man clearly liked honesty;

the least I could do was capitalize on that, and find out exactly
what I wanted to know.”

“Ah,” the reporter said, writing furiously.

“He seemed to be almost expecting the question, but it’s difficult
to tell, really. James

hides surprise so well; even after 25 years it’s a challenge to
read him.”

“I bet he’s a bit more readable to you, though, than the average
Joe.”

“Yes… that’s one of the perks of marriage,” the authoress
responded; her smile looked

quite radiant. “When I asked the question, it took a lot of bravery
to utter it aloud, I can tell

you…. I think my voice even shook a bit. James used one of my
tricks and weighed the question

some moments before answering. It was the longest twelve seconds of
my life…”

Candace didn’t bother trying to hide her interest. The writer on
the bench next to her was

a born story-teller; she’d taken a fairly mundane, normal set of
circumstances and managed to

weave a tantalizing tapestry that wrapped itself around the psyche,
as well as comforting the

soul.

Sitting on the bench, the woman in the hat smiled in a highly
satisfied way; the jaded

reporter before her appeared to finally understand, at least a
little, the alluring power real love

bestows. “He only said this: ‘I never thought about getting
married, until I met you.’ Then he

leaned over and kissed me… and, not some little peck on the cheek
either.” The writer smiled

down at her book, her eyes misty. Candace sighed, feeling a bit
emotional herself. “We married

a month later,” the authoress continued, “… and I have been letting
the man kiss me ever

since.”

“Wow, that is the best story yet…” the reporter said, setting aside
her notebook. “Why

haven’t you written that into a book yet? I mean, ‘write what you
know’, and all that…”

The writer’s smile appeared different as she heard this question,
almost mysterious.

“Regaling a tale verbally is a time-honored human tradition,” she
said, plaintively.

“Especially a story as personal as mine… a sacred story, if you
will. It’s far better for it to be

jotted down by another… even in something as everyday as an
interview.” The lady writer’s

eyes glowed with an inward amusement. Candace closed her notebook
and capped her pen.

“There’s nothing everyday about this interview, ma’am,” she said,
earnestly. “Thank you

so much for your time; I’ve enjoyed talking to you a great deal.
More than most interviews I’ve

taken.”

“I hope my books make a bit more sense now,” the authoress said,
with the same, steady

smile.

Candace nodded as she rose from the bench.

“Your stories give a lot of women hope,” she said, looking the
writer in the eye. “Myself

included.”

“A pleasure, Candace. Never let yourself lose hope.” The women
shook hands, briefly.

Candace took her leave, feeling a bit lighter as she walked back
down the park walkway

towards the entrance. The air smelled a bit sweeter all of the
sudden, the sunlight itself even

seemed to dance.

Leaning against a nearby tree a businessman watched the reporter
leave. Folding his

paper, he draped his suit coat over one arm and ambled casually up
to the bench. The woman

in the hat still sat, smiling off into the distance, her book
closed on her lap.

“That was the best story I’ve ever overheard…” he said, sitting
down on the bench. The

woman looked up quickly at his voice, and then playfully scowled at
him.

“You… bah. I’ve used up all my words with her, and now none are
left to rain upon your

eavesdropping head.”

James laughed and scooted closer to his wife. Draping an arm behind
her shoulders, he

ducked under the hat brim for a kiss.



Fin
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