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Blurb	
	

In	1986,	Jamie	Parker	falls	in	love.	What	could	be	bad	about	that?	Nothing	except	that	the	object	of	
her	affection	is	Val	DiLeona,	friend	and	fellow	administrator	in	the	same	school	district.	If	Jamie	has	
misinterpreted	that	Val	has	similar	feelings,	confessing	her	affection	could	result	in	the	end	of	their	
friendship.	Then	there	is	the	little	matter	of	the	consequences	at	work.	Outing	herself	as	a	lesbian	could	
result	in	her	losing	her	job.	

Nearly	thirty	years	later,	in	2016,	Jamie	meets	ambulance	driver,	Kelly,	in	a	hospital	waiting	room.	
Upon	learning	how	long	Jamie	and	her	partner	have	been	together,	Kelly	asks	Jamie	to	tell	her	their	
story.	As	Jamie	begins,	neither	woman	can	imagine	the	impact	their	casual	conversation	will	have	on	
their	lives,	and	the	lives	of	those	they	love.	
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Preface:	A	Note	To	The	Reader	Of	This	Story	
	

This	is	a	fictional	work;	however,	many	of	the	situations	depicted	in	this	book	were	all	too	realistic	
in	the	eighties	when	the	majority	of	this	story	takes	place.	

To	help	put	things	in	perspective	for	some	too	young	to	remember	that	time,	I’ll	share	with	you	the	
beginning	of	my	teaching	career.	I	started	teaching	in	the	seventies.	Teachers	were	not	allowed	to	wear	
pants.	We	had	to	wear	dresses	or	skirts	the	length	of	which	had	to	be	below	our	knees,	and	we	wore	
heels.	My	first	mandatory	social	event	was	to	attend	a	tea	at	the	school	superintendent’s	house.	White	
gloves	and	a	hat	were	required	attire.	Times	were	seriously	different	back	then.	

As	you	read	Jamie	and	Val’s	story,	it	may	seem	that	their	characters	are	excessively	concerned	
about	the	repercussions	on	their	careers	were	their	lesbian	relationship	to	become	known.	Their	
problem	is	compounded	by	the	fact	that	they	both	work	in	the	same	school	district	and	live	within	the	
confines	of	its	not	very	liberal	community.	It	is	important	to	understand	and	accept	that	their	fears	were	
realistic;	many	lesbian	women	and	gay	men	faced	similar	fears	in	real	life.	Sadly,	some	still	do	today,	
despite	the	protections	we	have	gained.	With	the	recent	election,	some	of	the	hard-gained	rights	are	
threatened	again.	

To	those	of	you	who	were	educators,	or	know	someone	who	was	in	education	during	the	time	this	
story	takes	place,	you	will	surely	be	able	to	identify	with	the	issues	these	two	women	face	as	they	
struggle	with	their	feelings	and	fears.	

I	hope	all	of	you	will	enjoy	meeting	Jamie	and	Val,	as	they	endeavor	to	be	brave	enough	to	master	
living	their	lives	together	in	a	loving	relationship,	despite	societal	disapproval.	
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Don’t Forget 
	

	
Chapter	One	

	
Present	Day	
	
“DAMN	IT,	VAL.	I	can’t	believe	we’ve	got	to	clean	out	thirty	years	of	crap	from	our	attic	and	we’re	
almost	out	of	time.	We’ll	never	finish	before	the	movers	get	here	next	week.”	Jamie	navigated	around	
the	neatly	stacked	boxes	containing	the	contents	of	their	den.	“We	knew	the	day	would	come	when	
we’d	have	to	downsize	and	move.	Why	didn’t	we	do	this	years	ago?”	

Val	fixed	Jamie	with	a	tender	gaze	that	smoothed	the	crinkles	at	the	corners	of	her	eyes.	With	her	
laugh	lines	relaxed,	Val's	face	took	on	a	more	youthful	appearance.	“Are	we	done	now?	Of	course,	I	
mean	‘we’	in	the	royal	sense.”	

On	the	wall	behind	her,	the	pendulum	of	the	antique	clock	beat	out	a	steady	tick	tock	sound.	Val’s	
left	hand	rested	on	her	hip,	while	her	right	index	finger	tapped	out	a	matching	rhythm	to	the	clock	
against	the	leg	of	her	jeans.	Patience,	born	from	years	of	experience	with	her	lover,	dictated	that	Val	
wait	for	Jamie's	ire	to	pass.	

As	Jamie	approached	her	partner,	she	blasted	out	a	sharp	breath	through	pursed	lips.	“I’m	sorry,	
it’s	just	that…”	

“I	know,	you’re	feeling	pressured.”	Val	tilted	her	head	and	smiled.	“Don’t	worry,	we’ll	get	it	done.	
The	attic	is	the	last	thing	we	have	to	do.”	Val	closed	the	gap	between	them	and	wrapped	her	arms	
loosely	around	Jamie’s	waist.	“Have	I	told	you	yet	today	that	I’m	glad	it’s	you?”	

Jamie	made	a	show	of	glancing	at	the	ceiling	as	if	trying	to	recall.	“I	think	you	may	have	told	me	you	
love	me,	but	not	that.”	She	slid	her	hands	up	her	lover’s	arms	to	her	shoulders.	

“Oh	my,	then	I	have	been	quite	remiss.”	Val	pulled	Jamie	closer.	“You	know	that	I	do	both,	right?”	
“I'm	sorry.”	Jamie	closed	her	eyes	and	shook	her	head.	“It's…well…”	
“I	know.”	Val	chuckled	and	kissed	each	of	Jamie’s	cheeks.	“Now,	how	about	you	go	get	the	rest	of	

the	stuff	in	the	attic	organized,	while	I	go	downstairs	and	get	a	cloth?	I’m	sure	the	boxes	are	dirty	after	
all	those	years	squirreled	away	up	there.	If	you	stack	them	by	the	top	of	the	steps,	we	can	get	them	
down	together.”	

Jamie	gave	the	love	of	her	life	a	quick	kiss	before	releasing	her	from	their	hug.	A	smile	graced	her	
lips	as	she	watched	Val	turn	toward	the	basement.	“Don’t	forget,”	she	called.	

Val	waved	over	her	shoulder.	“I	won’t.”	
Jamie	chuckled.	They’d	been	saying	'don’t	forget'	to	each	other	for	years.	She	watched	Val	until	she	

disappeared	around	the	corner.	Jamie	pivoted,	climbed	the	stairs,	and	headed	to	the	attic	to	set	about	
her	task.	

A	bead	of	sweat	tracked	its	way	down	the	middle	of	her	forehead.	She	used	her	hand	to	wipe	her	
brow	before	she	ran	it	over	the	leg	of	her	sweat-soaked	shorts.	How	the	hell	did	I	get	this	old?	Her	green	
eyes	flashed	in	frustration,	as	she	ran	her	fingers	through	her	short,	mostly	white	hair,	pushing	it	away	
from	her	face	where	it	adhered	to	her	forehead.	On	her	third	attempt	to	rise	from	her	position	on	one	
knee,	she	met	with	success.	A	groan	punctuated	her	struggle	to	her	feet.	She	bent	over	slightly	as	she	
stood	up,	careful	not	to	bang	her	head	on	the	roof	rafter.	To	stretch	out	her	screaming	muscles,	she	
stood	under	the	main	beam,	bent	back	at	the	hips,	and	rolled	her	shoulders.	Her	eyes	scanned	the	
remaining	boxes	that	held	a	collection	of	souvenirs	and	other	memorabilia	accumulated	over	the	years.	
Neatly	lettered	lists	taped	to	the	lids	identified	their	contents.	

She	wiped	her	forehead	and	bent	to	her	task	again.	A	grunt	preceded	the	sound	of	the	cardboard	
box	scraping	across	the	floor,	as	it	followed	the	trail	in	the	light	coating	of	dust	left	by	the	previous	
cartons.	Box	after	box,	she	repeated	the	same	routine	until	she	had	them	lined	up	at	the	top	of	the	



stairs.	Phew!	Thank	God…last	one.	Where	the	hell	is	Val	with	that	rag?	Working	her	way	down	the	steps	
backwards,	she	reached	for	and	lifted	the	first	banker’s	box.	Stopping	to	rest	every	couple	of	steps,	she	
backed	down	the	narrow	winding	stairs	and	set	the	container	on	the	floor	of	their	second-floor	den.	At	
this	rate,	we’ll	never	get	this	done	in	time.	Releasing	a	grunt,	she	lifted	the	box	onto	the	chest	by	the	
sofa,	blew	the	dust	from	the	lid,	and	dropped	it	to	the	floor.	Uh	oh.	Her	lips	formed	into	a	grimace,	as	
she	stared	at	the	dirt	on	the	carpet.	Val	will	have	a	fit.	Where	is	she	anyway?	

Jamie	reached	for	the	lid	and	brushed	the	dust	away.	In	Val’s	neat	hand,	the	label	read	Jamie	Parker	
–	2/3/85.	Inside,	on	top	of	a	stack	of	letters,	a	picture	of	Bly	as	she'd	looked	when	they	first	met	stared	
back	at	her.	The	picture	failed	to	do	justice	to	the	woman's	magnetic	eyes.	The	same	eyes	that	attracted	
her	so	many	years	ago,	that	belonged	to	the	first	woman	she'd	made	love	with.	It	was	so	like	Val	to	have	
set	these	things	aside	to	save.	Her	partner	had	generously	embraced	her	former	lover	as	a	friend,	even	
after	she	knew	the	history	they’d	shared.	Tears	welled	in	her	eyes,	as	a	wave	of	emotion	washed	over	
her.	How	lucky	was	I	to	find	Val	and	have	her	love	me	in	return?	Considering	everything,	I'm	still	amazed	
that	we	got	together	at	all,	and	I	don't	know	why	we	saved	all	this	stuff.	

“Hey,	sweetheart,	where’s	that	rag?”	Jamie	closed	the	box	and	pushed	it	toward	the	discard	pile.	
Silence.	Jamie’s	brows	furrowed.	“Val?”	she	bellowed.	I	bet	she	doesn’t	have	her	hearing	aids	on.	
Jamie	made	her	way	downstairs	and	shouted	Val’s	name	again.	Silence.	Now	what?	Where’d	she	

go?	She	glanced	in	the	direction	of	the	back	door.	Nope.	Locked.	“Val?	Where	are	you?”	The	sweat	on	
her	heated	body	turned	cold.	Heart	thumping,	Jamie	hurried	around	the	corner	and	peered	down	the	
cellar	stairway.	What	she	saw	there	caused	her	blood	to	run	cold.	“Oh	my	God,	Val.”	Jamie	careened	
down	the	stairs	to	her	partner,	who	lay	crumpled	at	the	bottom	of	the	stairs.	

Val’s	leg,	bent	under	her	at	an	awkward	angle,	was	already	swelling	and	turning	blue.	It	was	
obvious	that	her	ankle	was	either	broken	or	sprained,	although	the	more	immediate	concern	was	the	
blood	pooling	beneath	her	head.	There	was	no	response	when	Jamie	touched	her	arm	and	called	Val’s	
name.	Jamie	hurried	back	up	the	stairs	to	call	the	EMTs.	Breathing	fast,	she	gave	the	address	and	other	
requested	information	the	dispatcher	requested.	

“I	know	this	will	be	hard,”	the	calm	female	voice	on	the	phone	instructed.	“It’s	important	that	you	
don’t	move	her.	The	ambulance	is	on	the	way.	Just	a	few	minutes	and	they’ll	be	there.”	

As	instructed,	Jamie	went	to	unlock	the	front	door.	She	took	some	comfort	from	the	fact	that	
before	she	turned	to	go	back	to	Val,	she	could	hear	the	sirens	wailing	in	the	distance.	

The	first	person	to	hurry	down	the	stairs	was	a	tall,	well	built,	Amazon	of	a	woman.	“Hi,	I’m	Kelly.”	
“Jamie.”	
“What’s	her	name?”	
“Val.”	
Kelly	made	a	quick	and	thorough	assessment	of	the	injured	woman’s	condition.	“Val,	can	you	hear	

me?”	
Val’s	eyes	fluttered	open.	“Jamie…”	
“I’m	right	here,	sweetheart.	Everything	will	be	okay.”	
Kelly’s	eyes	flashed	from	one	woman	to	the	other.	“My	teammates	are	bringing	a	stretcher.	Please,	

let	me	get	on	that	side	there	so	I	can	prepare	her	for	transport.”	The	medic’s	face	softened	before	she	
reached	out	her	hand	to	Jamie.	“We’ll	take	good	care	of	her.”	She	patted	her	arm	before	setting	about	
her	medical	assessment.	

Jamie	put	a	hand	over	her	heart	and	tried	to	massage	away	the	pounding	in	her	chest,	as	the	
woman	worked	on	her	partner.	

Kelly	barely	raised	her	eyes	when	the	rest	of	the	crew	started	down	the	stairs	with	the	stretcher.	
She	nodded,	sought	eye	contact	with	the	older	woman,	and	reached	over	to	place	a	hand	on	Jamie’s	
shoulder.	“I	know	it’s	hard.	Please,	try	not	to	worry.	Now,	listen	carefully.	You’ll	need	her	medical	cards	



and	a	book	or	something	to	help	pass	the	time	while	you	wait	for	her	at	the	hospital.	Don’t	forget	a	
sweater,	the	hospital	is	always	cold.	So,	go	gather	what	you	need	and	let	us	see	to	her.”	

Kelly	allowed	Jamie	to	ride	in	the	front	seat	of	the	ambulance,	as	her	coworkers	attended	to	Val	in	
the	back	of	the	van.	Jamie	gazed	out	the	window	and	sniffed,	wringing	the	tissue	in	her	hands.	Kelly	
reached	up	and	turned	on	the	lights	before	she	pulled	away	from	the	house.	“No	siren	unless	people	
don’t	move.	She’ll	be	okay.	Have	faith.”	

Jamie	smiled	in	Kelly’s	direction,	her	eyes	bright	and	glistening.	“I	don’t	know	what	I’d	do	without	
her.”	

“I	understand.”	The	ambulance	wheeled	into	the	designated	space	at	the	hospital.	“You’ll	go	in	that	
door	and	sign	her	in,	and	we’ll	take	care	of	her	from	here.”	Kelly	turned	off	the	van	and	hurried	toward	
the	rear	of	the	ambulance,	as	Jamie	slid	out	of	the	tall	vehicle.	Jamie	did	as	directed,	while	Kelly	whisked	
Val	away	through	a	different	door.	

In	reception,	Jamie	provided	all	the	requested	information	asked	of	her.	The	woman	behind	the	
desk	asked	a	myriad	of	questions	with	a	practiced	indifference.	She	seemed	either	unable	or	unwilling	to	
remove	her	eyes	from	her	computer	screen.	

Jamie	shuffled	through	the	Medicare,	insurance,	and	prescription	cards,	as	she	answered	the	
questions.	She	raised	her	eyes	in	a	silent	prayer	of	thanks	to	Kelly.	She	was	the	one	who’d	reminded	her	
to	get	the	wallet	where	they	kept	all	their	medical	cards.	Jamie	pulled	the	last	document,	their	medical	
power	of	attorney	from	the	case.	Although	they	were	legally	married,	Jamie	unfolded	the	medical	power	
of	attorney	they	had	drawn	up	for	each	other	years	before.	“You	might	want	this	as	well,”	she	said,	
handing	over	the	legal	document.	

The	efficient	woman	finally	faced	Jamie.	“Oh	good.	It	never	hurts	to	have	that.”	She	disappeared	for	
a	brief	time	to	make	a	copy	and	returned	the	document.	“Would	you	like	me	to	have	someone	escort	
you	to	the	waiting	room?”	

“Yes,	thank	you.	I’d	appreciate	that.”	Jamie	felt	like	a	pull	toy,	as	she	scurried	along	behind	the	
hospital	volunteer.	With	a	relentless	pace	and	long	strides,	he	navigated	the	convoluted	hospital	
hallways.	She	was	out	of	breath	by	the	time	they	arrived	at	their	destination,	and	she	wondered	if	she’d	
ever	again	find	her	way	back	to	Val’s	room.	

Before	he	hurried	away,	the	blue-clad	man	pointed	to	a	small	room.	“You	can	sit	and	wait	there.	I’ll	
let	the	nurse	know	you’re	here.	She’ll	come	get	you	once	they	know	more	about	your	friend’s	
condition.”	

“Thank	you.”	She	wanted	to	shout	that	Val	was	more	than	a	friend.	Her	hesitation	made	the	point	
moot,	because	the	guy	was	already	out	of	earshot	as	he	rounded	the	corner.	

The	small	and	quiet	lounge	was	so	unlike	the	main	emergency	room	that	always	seemed	to	hum	
with	activity.	Jamie,	alone	in	the	waiting	area,	sat	in	one	of	the	mauve	chairs	like	those	that	lined	the	
basic-gray	wall	on	the	far	side	of	the	room.	Barely	minutes	later,	her	screaming	muscles	demanded	that	
she	shift	position	yet	again.	How	does	anyone	manage	to	survive	sitting	in	these	chairs?	She	smiled	as	
she	thought	of	Lily	Tomlin’s	Laugh-In	character,	Edith	Ann.	I'm	just	like	her.	If	I	sit	back	in	the	chair	like	
she	did,	my	feet	dangle,	and	if	I	sit	forward	so	my	feet	touch	the	floor,	my	back	aches	from	no	support.	
Her	discomfort	made	each	painful	second	she	waited	for	news	about	her	partner	seem	at	least	twice	as	
long.	

Her	eyes	scanned	the	wall	and	stopped	at	the	clock.	As	the	second	hand	made	its	way	around	the	
clock	face,	she	watched	it	pause	on	contact	with	the	minute	hand.	It	issued	an	annoying	sound	as	it	
scraped	its	way	free	and	leaped	forward	for	its	journey	around	again.	Each	annoying	click	marked	the	
passage	of	one	small	increment	of	time.	The	overhead	fluorescent	hummed	and	flickered	at	will,	
alternately	casting	either	a	deep	shadow	or	glaring	sun-like	brightness	over	the	room.	Her	restless	toes	
tapped	on	the	floor,	and	her	fingers	drummed	on	the	seat	of	the	chair	next	to	her.	The	clock’s	minute	
hand	circled	around	to	tally	the	passing	of	one	hour.	



Again,	her	eyes	drifted	to	the	dog-eared	and	outdated	magazines	on	the	coffee	table.	There	was	no	
reason	to	assume	there	would	be	anything	of	more	interest	in	them	this	time	around	than	there	was	the	
other	two	times	she’d	paged	through	them.	Jamie	closed	her	eyes	and	raised	a	silent	prayer	for	her	
partner’s	safekeeping.	Her	eyes	snapped	open	when	a	soft	touch	to	her	shoulder	startled	her.	

“You	forgot	your	jacket.”	Kelly	draped	the	coat	around	Jamie’s	shoulders.	“Any	news	yet?”	
“No,	not	yet.”	Jamie	pulled	the	jacket	tighter	around	her.	“You	were	so	right,	it	is	chilly	in	here.	

Thanks	very	much,	I	appreciate	you	bringing	it	to	me.”	
Kelly	shifted	and	checked	the	clock.	
Noticing	the	action,	Jamie	said,	“Don’t	let	me	detain	you.	You	must	have	somewhere	you	need	to	

be.	What	about…”	
“No,	I’m	off	work.	I	start	my	vacation	tomorrow.	I	finished	my	shift,	and	I’m	a	free	woman.	I	don’t	

think	you	should	be	alone	right	now.	There	should	be	some	news	any	time	now.	Would	you	like	me	to	
wait	with	you	or	call	someone?”	

“That’s	so	kind	of	you.	I	don’t	want	to	take	advantage.	You’ve	been	so	helpful	already.	I’m	sure	you	
have	more	important	things	to	do.”	

“I'm	sorry	to	say	I	don't.”	Kelly	settled	her	tall	frame	into	one	of	the	chairs.	
It	surprised	Jamie	to	see	that	the	tall	woman	seemed	to	feel	no	more	at	ease	in	the	seat	than	she	

did.	 	
“You’d	think	that	they	could	make	this	room	more	comfortable.	Since	so	many	people	have	to	wait	

here	for	word	of	their	loved	ones,	it	could	be	more	hospitable.”	Kelly	stretched	out	her	long	legs	and	
crossed	them	at	the	ankle.	

“I	thought	it	was	because	I’m	short.”	
Kelly	shook	her	head.	“Nope.”	She	shifted	again,	this	time	crossing	one	long	leg	over	the	other.	She	

grasped	her	ankle	with	her	left	hand.	“Do	you	have	anyone	coming	to	wait	with	you?”	
Jamie	shook	her	head.	“I	haven’t	called	anyone	yet.	I	thought	I’d	wait	till	I	know	what	the	situation	

is.	There’s	no	sense	in	worrying	anyone	before	we	know	what	we're	dealing	with.”	
The	electronic	door	hummed,	and	the	emergency	room	doctor	rushed	in	and	looked	around.	“I’m	

looking	for	Jamie	Parker?”	
Jamie	leaped	to	her	feet.	“Yes,	that’s	me.	I’m	Jamie.”	
The	doctor	extended	his	hand.	“I’m	Doctor	Prada.”	He	looked	in	Kelly’s	direction.	
Kelly	stood	and	started	to	back	away.	Jamie	stopped	her	with	a	hand	to	her	wrist.	“How	is	Val?”	
“We	stitched	the	head	wound	and	determined	she	has	a	concussion.	Although	she’s	feeling	a	little	

queasy	and	has	a	headache,	she’s	awake	and	communicative.	We	also	determined	she	has	a	fracture	of	
her	right	ankle.	We’re	going	to	take	her	into	surgery	to	set	it	as	soon	as	we	can	get	an	operating	room	
available.	It’s	a	lot	for	a	woman	of	her	age,	and	I	want	to	err	on	the	side	of	caution.	Once	we	set	her	
ankle,	we’ll	keep	her	here	for	observation	for	a	day	or	so,	then	she’ll	have	physical	therapy.”	He	put	a	
hand	on	Jamie's	shoulder.	“Don't	worry.	The	observation	is	to	be	sure	she	doesn’t	develop	any	serious	
complications.	I	checked	the	list	of	medications	you	provided,	and	it	appears	she’s	not	on	any	blood	
thinners,	so	we’re	not	too	concerned.	It’s	always	best	to	be	safe.”	He	squeezed	out	a	flash	of	a	smile.	

“What	about	her	ankle?	Will	she	be	able	to	come	home?”	
“Upon	her	release	from	here,	we'll	assess	her	condition.	At	that	time,	we'll	determine	if	she	needs	

to	go	to	a	facility	for	physical	therapy.	Depending	on	how	she's	doing,	she	may	be	able	to	go	home	and	
have	therapy	there.	We’ll	firm	up	all	those	details	as	soon	as	we	know	her	head	wound	won’t	
complicate	anything.	For	now,	we’ll	keep	an	eye	on	her.”	The	doctor’s	face	softened	at	Jamie’s	
concerned	expression.	“I	don’t	think	there’s	anything	serious	to	worry	about.	We	just	want	to	be	
cautious.	We	should	know	more	by	morning.”	

“Can	I	see	her?”	



“They're	prepping	her	for	surgery	right	now.	They’ll	take	her	up	soon,	and	it’ll	be	a	couple	of	hours	
afterwards	before	we	get	her	into	a	room.	You	can	visit	her	then,	as	soon	as	we	get	her	settled.	I’ll	send	
someone	out	to	let	you	know	the	room	number.”	He	gave	her	a	quick	smile.	“Don’t	worry,	she’s	in	good	
hands.”	Despite	being	at	least	forty	years	her	junior,	he	gave	her	a	fatherly	pat	on	the	shoulder	before	
he	rushed	off.	

Kelly	put	a	protective	arm	around	Jamie’s	shoulders	and	gave	her	a	little	squeeze.	“You	have	a	bit	of	
a	wait.	I’m	starving.	Let’s	go	get	something	warm	to	drink,	and	maybe	a	bite	to	eat.”	

“I	need	to	be	here	for	when…”	
“I’ll	take	care	of	that.”	Kelly	disappeared	behind	the	employees’	only	door	and	returned	a	few	

minutes	later,	a	smile	on	her	face.	She	tapped	the	pager	attached	to	her	belt.	“My	friend	will	let	me	
know	when	they	have	Val	settled.	Come	on,	let’s	find	somewhere	more	comfortable.”	She	patted	her	
stomach	and	grinned.	“Preferably,	somewhere	with	food.”	

They	paid	at	the	register	for	a	sandwich	for	Kelly	and	some	hot	chocolate	for	Jamie.	At	Kelly’s	
behest	Jamie	followed	her	down	a	short	hallway	to	a	small	meeting	room.	“This	will	be	a	little	quieter	
and	more	comfortable	while	we	wait	for	news.”	Kelly	took	a	hearty	bite	of	her	sandwich	and	gave	Jamie	
a	grin.	

Jamie	warmed	her	hands	around	her	paper	cup	of	chocolate.	“Thank	you.	Are	you	always	this	
kind?”	

“It’s	my	nature	to	help	people.”	Kelly	shrugged.	“I	guess	it’s	why	I	do	what	I	do.	Anyway,	I’ve	no	
place	I’d	rather	be	than	here	with	you.”	Kelly	looked	away.	“I	lost	my	mom	recently,	and	when	I	saw	you	
sitting	there	alone,	I	couldn’t	help	but	think	of	her.	I	wouldn’t	have	wanted	her	to	face	a	hospital	crisis	
on	her	own,	so…”	

“So	you	took	pity	on	this	grateful	old	lady.”	
“I	hope	you	won’t	mind	my	asking	this.	How	long	have	you	and	Val	been	together?”	
“Twenty-nine	years.	It’ll	be	thirty	in	a	few	months.”	
“That’s	amazing.”	Kelly	took	another	bite	of	her	sandwich	and	chewed.	“I	hope	one	day	I’ll	find	a	

woman	who’ll	love	me	as	much	as	you	love	Val.”	
Jamie	turned	her	full	gaze	on	her	companion.	“My	wish	for	you	is	that	you	find	someone	who	can	

make	you	as	happy	as	Val	has	made	me	all	these	years.”	Jamie	studied	the	woman	across	from	her.	
Blonde	hair,	trimmed	short,	fell	in	short	curls	around	her	face.	Bright-blue	eyes	with	darker	than	
expected	lashes	sat	above	a	straight	nose.	Full	lips	punctuated	by	deep	dimples	on	either	side	softened	
her	square	jaw.	“Someone	as	lovely	and	kind	as	you	shouldn’t	have	a	hard	time.”	

“You’d	think,	right?”	Kelly	swiped	the	napkin	across	her	lips.	“It’s	seems	hard	these	days	to	find	
someone	who	wants	a	forever.	Everyone	seems	so	shallow,	focused	on	their	own	selfish	agenda.	
Although,	I’d	guess	it’s	easier	for	me	than	it	was	for	you	and	Val.	Times	have	changed	and	society	is	so	
much	more	accepting	today.”	

“You	have	no	idea.”	Jamie	shook	her	head.	
“Tell	me	about	how	you	met.	Did	you	know	right	away	that	she	was	‘the	one?’”	
Jamie	placed	her	chin	in	the	palm	of	her	hand.	“Well,	that’s	a	long	story.”	
“We	have	nothing	but	time.”	
“I	guess	that’s	true.”	Jamie	pushed	her	sleeve	up	and	glanced	at	her	watch.	“Okay,	we	met	at	the	

school	where	we	both	taught.	It’s	amazing	to	think	that	we	ever	got	together	in	that	environment.	Being	
gay	back	then,	in	the	early	eighties,	especially	in	education,	was	nowhere	near	as	accepted	as	it	is	today.	
Think	about	it,	even	today	there	are	still	teachers	who	fear	loss	of	their	jobs	if	someone	discovers	
they’re	gay	or	lesbian.	Not	only	was	our	superintendent	a	bigot	in	general,	he	was	a	well-known	
homophobe	as	well.”	

“So	how	do	two	people	who	work	in	that	kind	of	environment	find	and	come	out	to	each	other?”	



“Very	carefully.”	Jamie	chuckled.	“It	was	interesting	how	our	friendship	developed	into	something	
deeper.	At	first,	we	had	a	cordial	and	casual	relationship.	We	never	saw	each	other	outside	of	school	or	
did	social	things	together.	Mostly,	we’d	see	each	other	at	teachers'	meetings	where	we’d	exchange	
pleasantries.	A	few	years	after	I	started	work	there,	Val	got	promoted	to	Vice	Principal	of	the	preschool	
program.	Several	years	later,	I	became	Vice	Principal	of	the	middle	school	program.	I	was	thirty-two	
then.	Val	was	four	years	older.	Once	we	both	had	administrative	positions,	we	began	to	see	each	other	
more	often	at	meetings,	although	the	relationship	was	still	only	professional.	

"About	three	years	later,	money	became	an	issue	for	the	district,	so	the	state	took	over	
management	of	the	school	system.	As	part	of	the	take-over,	they	undertook	what	they	described	as	a	
reorganization	inquiry.	The	state	team	tasked	with	the	project	held	meetings	and	interviewed	every	
member	of	the	staff	in	small	groups.	Rumors	flew	about	a	study	done	to	identify	new	money	sources.	
When	the	interviews	concluded,	the	team	announced	that	there	would	be	a	reorganization	of	the	
administration	and	some	staff	cuts.	

"In	October,	they	promised	that	a	new	organizational	chart	would	be	forthcoming.	Fall	became	
winter	and	we	continued	to	hear	whispers	about	the	reorganization.	Word	was	that	the	vice	principals	
were	to	be	the	‘sacrificial	lambs.’	We	endured	that	speculation	for	months,	fearing	the	abolishment	of	
our	positions.	It	gave	new	meaning	to	the	phrase	‘tense	working	environment.’”	

“So	how	did	you	move	from	that	tense	situation	to	a	hot	romance?”	
Jamie	laughed	at	the	surprising	question.	“That,	like	the	reorganization,	was	a	long	project	that	

took	months.	One	day,	while	shopping,	I	bumped	into	Val	at	this	little	gift	shop.	I	showed	her	a	desk	
plaque	that	listed	The	Six	Phases	of	a	Project.	I	suggested	we	were	somewhere	between	steps	four	and	
five.”	
	

“What	do	you	think?”	
“Hm,	search	for	the	guilty	and	punishment	of	the	innocent.	That	sounds	about	right.”	She	smirked	

and	pointed	to	the	little	coffee	shop	next	door.	“Let’s	get	something	to	drink	and	figure	it	out.”	
	

“We	went	to	the	little	coffee	shop	and	spent	nearly	two	hours	talking.	I	remember	that	I	kept	
ordering	more	tea	so	we	could	stay	there	talking.	My	teeth	were	floating	by	the	time	we	left.	We	
commiserated	with	each	other	over	the	situation	at	work	and	what	would	happen	if	we	both	lost	our	
jobs,	before	the	conversation	took	on	a	lighter	tone.”	Jamie	glanced	at	the	clock.	

“No	news	yet.”	Kelly	tapped	her	pager.	“So,	that	was	it?	Love	at	first	sight?”	
“Hardly.	You	have	no	idea.”	
“So,	tell	me	about	it.	It’ll	help	pass	the	time	till	we	hear	that	Val	is	out	of	recovery	and	in	her	room.”	
Jamie’s	mind’s	eye	drifted	back	to	their	beginning,	and	she	started	the	story.	



	

Chapter	Two	
	
Reflections	
	
JAMIE	GLANCED	AT	THE	mirror	on	her	way	to	the	bathroom.	Her	reflection	showed	a	woman	in	her	
thirties.	Her	current	weight	of	one	hundred	and	ten,	toned	pounds	looked	good	on	her	five-foot-two-	
inch	frame.	She	had	good	posture,	a	result	of	her	father’s	nagging	in	childhood.	Short,	dark	hair	framed	
her	high	cheekbones,	full	lips,	and	bright	green	eyes.	She'd	grown	to	love	her	naturally	wavy	hair,	
something	she'd	viewed	as	a	curse	when	she	was	younger.	

If	there	could	be	a	perfect	scenario	for	relaxing	in	her	heated	pool	on	a	late-spring	day,	this	would	
be	it.	The	forecast	called	for	abundant	sunshine,	a	light	breeze,	and	warmer	than	normal	temperatures.	
She	tucked	her	sunscreen	and	towel	under	her	arm	and	grabbed	an	apple	from	the	fridge	before	
heading	for	the	pool.	

Jamie	organized	her	belongings	on	the	deck,	before	she	turned	on	the	filter.	There	was	a	delicate	
balance	between	silence	and	the	annoying	hum	of	the	pump	as	it	circulated	and	filtered	the	water.	
Sacrificing	quiet,	she	opted	for	the	motor.	It	gave	her	pleasure	to	pass	from	full	sun	to	cooling	shade	
with	each	sweep	around	the	pool.	Jamie	loved	to	lie	on	the	floating	pillow	and	just	drift	with	the	current	
created	by	the	output	of	the	skimmer.	

Jamie	slid	into	the	pool.	She	covered	her	nipples	with	her	hands	to	reduce	the	shock	of	the	water	on	
that	sensitive	area.	She	shivered	once,	and	then	swam	several	laps.	Now	positioned	on	the	floating	raft,	
she	let	out	a	slow	sigh	and	swung	the	float	around	to	face	the	sun.	She	let	her	mind	drift.	Val	would	be	
arriving	before	too	long.	

It	was	mere	minutes	later,	when	Val’s	arrival	interrupted	Jamie’s	reminiscences.	“Hello,	I’m	here.	I	
brought	you	a	cold	drink.”	She	came	up	on	the	deck,	dumped	her	bags,	and	lifted	the	cooler	lid.	“Look,	I	
brought	our	favorite	soda.”	She	held	up	an	icy	cold	bottle	of	Boylan’s	creamy	birch	beer.	

Jamie	paddled	over	to	the	edge	and	climbed	onto	the	deck.	Val	popped	open	the	top	of	the	bottle	
and	handed	the	frosty	beverage	to	Jamie.	

“You	spoil	me.”	Jamie	sucked	some	of	the	frothy	foam	from	the	bottle.	
“You	know	I	enjoy	doing	it.”	Val	took	another	sip.	Her	warm	brown	eyes	scanned	Jamie’s	face.	

“You’re	always	doing	for	someone	else.	I	enjoy	doing	little	things	for	you.	It	gives	me	pleasure.”	
Jamie	leaned	back	in	the	deck	chair	and	propped	her	feet	on	the	railing.	“So,	what’s	up?”	
“Now	that	I’m	here,”	Val	shrugged,	“I	plan	to	forget	about	the	purge	at	work	and	enjoy	myself	

today.	What	about	you?”	
“I	arrived	at	the	same	conclusion	earlier	today.	I’m	not	going	to	let	the	situation	at	work	ruin	my	

weekend.	It’s	bad	enough	it	rules	my	world	from	seven	a.m.	to	seven	p.m.	all	week.”	
Thus	began	their	day	together.	They	talked	and	frittered	away	the	time,	as	they	floated	around	the	

pool.	Around	five	thirty,	Jamie	pulled	the	towel	around	her	shoulders	and	rubbed	her	arm.	“Shower?”	
She	watched	Val	stand	and	let	her	eyes	roam,	as	Val	gathered	her	belongings.	

“Umm.	Sounds	good,”	Val	said	over	her	shoulder.	“Then	dinner.	I’m	starving.”	
Val	showered	first.	When	she	finished,	Jamie	used	the	bathroom	for	her	shower.	She	dried	off,	

dressed	in	her	underwear,	and	wrapped	the	towel	around	herself.	Entering	the	bedroom,	she	found	Val	
sitting	on	the	bed	looking	at	her	arms	and	legs.	

“I've	seen	medium-rare	steaks	about	the	same	color	as	you	are.”	Jamie	put	her	arm	next	to	Val’s	to	
compare	burns.	“Looks	like	the	first	burn	of	the	season.”	



“One	problem	with	that,	I’m	Italian.	I	don’t	burn	in	the	traditional	sense.	Even	though	this	looks	like	
I’m	really	red,	it	means	nothing.	In	a	day	or	two,	I’ll	be	nice	and	tan	if	I	put	some	cream	on	when	I	get	
home.”	

“You	don’t	have	to	wait	that	long.”	To	be	heard,	Jamie	raised	her	voice	as	she	headed	for	the	
bathroom.	“I	have	some	great	after-sun	cream	that	really	reduces	the	peeling.	I’ll	get	it,	and	we	can	take	
turns	applying	it.”	She	returned	and	handed	the	cream	to	Val	who	made	quick	work	of	applying	it	to	
Jamie’s	back.	

Val	handed	the	tube	to	Jamie	and	turned	her	back.	Lowering	the	towel	to	her	waist	in	the	back,	she	
kept	her	breasts	covered	as	best	she	could.	

Jamie	wouldn’t	be	able	to	deny	that	she	was	enjoying	the	smooth	feel	of	Val’s	skin	against	her	
palm.	“You’re	so	lucky	that	you	don’t	peel.	I	have	no	doubt	that	I	will.”	

Jamie	watched	Val	in	the	mirror	as	she	applied	the	cream.	Val,	who	would	be	turning	forty	in	the	
fall,	was	four	years	older	than	Jamie.	Her	beautiful,	collar-length,	dark	hair	had	natural,	reddish	
highlights	and	a	slight	curl.	The	color	of	her	hair	and	naturally	olive	complexion	combined	to	give	the	
appearance	that	she	was	glowing.	Standing	a	couple	of	inches	taller	than	Jamie,	she	was	of	medium	
build	with	large	breasts	and	a	small	waist.	She	truly	did	have	an	hourglass	figure.	Val	looked	up	as	Jamie	
finished	applying	the	lotion,	and	their	eyes	met	in	the	mirror.	Val’s	smile	was	quick	and	warm.	

Jamie	could	feel	the	pulse	in	her	neck	pick	up	its	pace,	as	her	mind	worked	overtime.	She	returned	
the	smile.	Her	mouth	is	her	best	feature.	That	mouth.	Just	looking	at	it	makes	me	want	to	press	my	lips	
right	there	on	the	corner	where	it	turns	up.	She	licked	her	lips.	It’s	not	polite	to	drool	on	your	guest.	She	
stepped	away.	“I	think	that’ll	do	it.”	Jamie	gathered	her	clothes	and	left	Val	to	dress	in	privacy.	

In	the	bathroom,	Jamie	dressed	and	applied	some	light	makeup.	I	wonder	what	would	happen	to	
our	friendship	if	Val	actually	knew	the	real	me	and	that	I	could	step	over	there	and	kiss	her	silly	with	very	
little	provocation.	I	don’t	dare	reveal	my	true	thoughts	and	feelings.	Jamie	worried	more	for	fear	of	
reprisals	at	work	than	fear	of	losing	the	friendship,	although	both	concerned	her.	

They	finished	dressing	and	left	in	Jamie’s	car	and	headed	for	the	restaurant	that	was	about	a	half	
hour	away.	As	they	started	out,	Jamie	turned	on	the	radio	and	adjusted	the	volume	to	a	low	level.	Willie	
Nelson	was	crooning	You	Are	Always	On	My	Mind.	Jamie	shrugged	one	eyebrow.	How	appropriate.	

Val	shifted	toward	Jamie.	“So,	is	this	restaurant	a	favorite	of	yours?”	
“I	first	came	here	with	my	ex-husband,	Josh,	years	ago.	Although	the	building	has	changed	a	bit,	it’s	

still	a	great	restaurant	with	a	nice	selection	of	food.	It’s	cute	and	quaint,	with	about	six	tables	inside	the	
restored	mill	plus	about	four	on	the	patio.	I	understand	that	they’ve	added	an	additional	dining	area	
recently.”	

Jamie	pulled	the	car	into	a	parking	space	near	the	front	door.	As	they	entered	the	restaurant,	Val	
exclaimed,	“Oh,	this	is	perfect.	Look	at	the	tables	overlooking	the	waterwheel.	I	wonder	if	we	could	sit	
there?”	

The	host	granted	their	request	to	sit	overlooking	the	scenic	wheel.	
Val’s	eyes	sparkled	as	she	struggled	to	hold	back	her	laughter.	
“What?	Is	something	wrong?”	
“Not	at	all.”	A	blush	of	red	crept	up	from	Val’s	neck	to	the	top	of	her	forehead,	making	her	radiant.	

“It’s	the	water.	You	know,	I’m	glad	we’re	not	that	far	from	the	restroom.	I’ll	probably	need	it	several	
times	tonight	after	listening	to	the	water	trickle.”	

The	waiter	interrupted	their	conversation	to	deliver	menus	and	read	the	list	of	additional	choices.	
Following	his	departure,	there	was	a	flurry	of	activity.	Someone	brought	them	a	basket	of	warm,	yeasty	
rolls,	and	another	server	filled	their	water	glasses.	Their	waiter	scurried	back	to	take	their	order	when	he	
saw	they	looked	ready.	They	ordered	a	bottle	of	wine	and	the	prime	rib	with	house	salad.	Dinner	was	a	
continuation	of	the	enjoyable	day	they’d	spent	at	the	pool.	

“To	you.”	Val	held	up	her	glass.	“Thanks	for	bringing	me	here.	I	love	it.	”	



“My	pleasure.”	Jamie	clinked	her	glass	against	Val’s.	“It’s	always	been	a	favorite	of	mine.”	
“You	mentioned	earlier	that	Josh	and	you	used	to	come	here.	Do	you	still	miss	him?”	
“Yes,	but	I’m	taking	lessons,	and	my	aim	is	getting	better	all	the	time.”	
Jamie	laughed	at	Val	when	she	gulped	the	swallow	of	wine	she’d	sipped	a	second	before.	“I’m	

sorry.	I	guess	I	shouldn’t	make	fun.	I	can’t	say	I	miss	him	specifically.	It	would	probably	be	fairer	to	say	I	
miss	being	paired.	Being	alone	isn’t	fun.”	

“Sometimes	I’m	lonely,	too.”	Val	averted	her	eyes	to	her	plate	and	cut	off	a	piece	of	her	meat.	She	
raised	her	eyes	and	met	Jamie’s	gaze.	“I’ve	never	been	married,	so	I	don’t	know	what	it	must	be	like	to	
leave	a	committed	relationship.	Since	we’re	here,	I	guess	it	doesn’t	bother	you	to	come	to	somewhere	
you	came	with	him.”	

“Not	anymore.	I’ve	completely	resolved	my	feelings	about	him.	I	will	admit	that	right	after	the	
divorce,	it	used	to	bother	me	when	he	brought	a	date	to	one	of	our	favorite	places	and	then	told	me	
about	it.	These	days,	I	hardly	ever	think	of	Josh	any	more.	Before	and	during	our	marriage	I	thought	of	
him	as	my	best	friend,	in	addition	to	being	my	husband,	so	the	divorce	cost	me	both.	We	were	such	kids	
when	we	got	married.	We	kind	of	grew	up	together	and	we	both	changed.	At	the	time,	when	our	
marriage	ended,	I	wanted	us	to	remain	friends.	I	felt	very	sad	when	that	friendship	never	really	came	to	
fruition	following	our	divorce.	I	saw	him	a	couple	of	years	ago.	It	was	a	strange	feeling	seeing	him,	
someone	I	used	to	be	intimate	with	for	so	many	years.	He	was,	in	essence,	a	stranger.	When	I	looked	at	
him,	I	felt	nothing.”	

“Nothing?”	
“Yeah,	I	remember	being	shocked	by	that.	I	gave	it	a	lot	of	thought.	I	remember	that	it	came	as	a	

shock	to	me	when	I	recognized	that	I	no	longer	loved	him.	Truth	was	that	I	had	no	feelings	about	him…	I	
realized	that	he	was	a	stranger.	I	no	longer	knew	who	he	had	become,	and	I	was	a	decidedly	different	
person.	After	that,	things	were	easier	for	me.	Counseling	helped,	too.”	

“That’s	an	interesting	way	to	view	it.”	
The	waiter	showed	up,	removed	their	dishes,	and	returned	with	two	“doggie	bags.”	
The	waiter	placed	a	dessert	menu	on	the	table.	“I	recommend	the	gelato.	It’s	made	here.	Would	

you	like	some	coffee,	tea,	or	an	after-dinner	drink?”	
Val	ordered	coffee,	and	they	agreed	to	split	a	scoop	of	the	homemade	hazelnut	gelato.	“Bring	two	

spoons	please,”	Val	said	with	a	wink	in	the	waiter’s	direction.	
Jamie	put	her	spoon	down.	“Phew!	I’m	stuffed.”	
“You	don’t	look	like	a	teddy	bear.”	
Jamie’s	brows	knit	together.	“What?”	
“You	never	heard	that	joke?”	
“I	guess	not.	Tell	me.”	
Val	leaned	forward	and	smiled.	“Ok,	but	promise	not	to	throw	something	at	me.	Why	couldn’t	the	

teddy	bear	finish	his	dessert?”	
Jamie	shrugged.	
“Because	he	was	already	stuffed.”	
Jamie	shook	her	head.	“Okay,	here’s	one	back	at	you.	When	you	see	a	heart	carved	in	a	tree,	don’t	

think	‘oh	my,	how	sweet,’	think	about	how	many	people	bring	a	knife	on	a	date.”	
Val	chuckled	and	opened	her	mouth	to	counter,	but	the	waiter	brought	the	check.	
On	the	way	home	in	the	car,	Jamie	glanced	over	at	Val.	“Tonight	was	fun.	However,	other	than	

learning	that	you	like	dumb	jokes,	I	didn’t	discover	much	about	you.	You’re	always	asking	me	questions	
about	my	past,	yet	you	never	reveal	much	about	yourself	or	your	relationships.”	

“That’s	because	there's	not	much	to	tell.	I’ll	also	have	to	admit	that	secrecy	is	a	Scorpio	trait.”	Val	
played	with	the	clasp	on	her	purse.	



“There	you	go	changing	the	subject	again.	How	am	I	ever	to	get	to	know	you	better	if	you	keep	
avoiding	my	questions?”	Jamie	reached	over	and	turned	off	the	music,	softening	her	criticism	with	a	
warm	smile.	

“I’m	being	honest	when	I	say	there’s	not	much	to	tell.	I	was	pinned	to	a	guy	I	started	dating	in	high	
school.	We	dated	all	through	college.	I	went	to	an	all-girls	school,	and	he	went	to	a	college	a	couple	of	
hours’	drive	from	the	school	I	attended.	Because	of	the	distance,	I	only	saw	him	a	few	times	a	year	when	
he	came	home	for	semester	breaks”	

“Didn’t	you	go	out	to	see	him	at	his	school?”	
“No.”	Val	cocked	her	head.	“How	stupid	I	was.	He	always	told	me	he	was	too	busy	with	his	studies	

at	medical	school.	Later,	I	found	out	that	he	must	have	gotten	the	pins	mass-produced.	He	was	pinned	
to	another	girl	at	his	college	at	the	same	time,	so	I	guess	he	was	busy	all	right.”	Val	inhaled	a	deep	
breath	and	shifted	in	her	seat.	Her	palm	brushed	across	her	forehead.	

“I’m	sorry,	Val.	I’m	sure	that	hurt.”	
“If	you	want	to	call	it	such,	losing	him	was	not	the	most	painful	part.	A	friend	of	his	slipped	up,	and	I	

found	out	about	the	other	girl.	When	he	came	home	for	Christmas	break	and	I	confronted	him,	he	
turned	nasty	and	accused	me	of	some	hateful	things.	The	worst	was	that	he	needed	her	because	I	was	
frigid.	I	haven’t	dated	anyone	since	him.”	

Jamie	looked	over	at	Val	who	was	looking	out	the	window.	“He	was	angry	and	hurtful,	because	you	
caught	him.	It’s	clear	he	didn’t	deserve	someone	like	you.	You	shouldn’t	give	up	because	of	the	hurtful	
things	he	said.”	

“I	know.	It	wasn’t	really	because	of	him.	Truth	is,	I	didn’t	have	time	for	dating.	My	dad	had	a	stroke	
the	year	after	I	graduated,	so	I	helped	my	mom	with	Dad’s	care	for	twelve	years.	After	work,	I’d	go	home	
to	relieve	Mom.”	

“I	thought	you	traveled	a	lot,	because	I	remember	you	telling	me	about	your	trips	to	Italy.”	
“I	would	go	to	Italy	for	a	week	or	two,	in	the	summer,	if	I	could	get	away.	Several	times,	I	had	to	

cancel	scheduled	trips,	because	either	my	mom	or	dad	would	get	sick.	I	think	the	stress	of	me	not	being	
there	would	bring	on	a	health	crisis	in	one	or	the	other	of	them.	I	was	never	sure	if	it	was	real	or	
imagined.”	

“I’m	sure	having	to	cancel	plans	was	a	huge	disappointment.”	
Val	shrugged.	“We	all	have	responsibilities.	I	loved	my	parents,	so	it	didn’t	seem	like	a	sacrifice.	I	

just	kept	putting	one	foot	in	front	of	the	other.	Since	Dad	died,	I’ve	never	gotten	back	into	the	dating	
scene.	Between	then	and	now,	I	haven’t	found	myself	wanting	to	spend	much	time	with	anyone.	Val	
looked	at	Jamie.	“So,	like	I	said	before,	no	deep,	dark	secrets…there’s	nothing	much	to	reveal.	What	
about	you,	dating	anyone?”	

”No,	I	dated	someone	for	a	while	after	my	divorce.”	Jamie	shrugged	one	shoulder.	“It	didn’t	last	too	
long,	and	it	ended	up	being	an	experience	that	didn’t	go	where	I’d	hoped	it	might.	We	parted	as	friends,	
and	it	helped	me	to	learn	a	lot	about	what	I	really	need	and	want	in	my	life.”	

The	remainder	of	the	ride	was	quiet,	as	each	woman’s	thoughts	turned	inward.	Jamie	pulled	the	car	
into	her	driveway	and	walked	Val	to	her	car,	where	it	felt	natural	to	give	her	a	quick	hug	good-bye.	She	
could	feel	Val	stiffen	up.	It	had	been	a	surprise,	earlier,	when	Val	allowed	her	to	apply	the	lotion	and	had	
applied	it	to	Jamie	in	return.	Raising	her	hand,	Jamie	waved	a	quick	good-bye,	and	watched	until	Val’s	
taillights	disappeared.	



	

Chapter	Three	
	
Reflections	
	
EARLY	IN	MAY,	THE	school	calendar	gave	the	students	two	days	off	for	faculty	in-service	meetings.	
Teachers	mumbled	and	groaned,	as	they	left	their	classrooms	and	headed	for	their	compulsory	
workshops.	Administrators	from	the	nursery/elementary	level,	the	middle	school,	and	high	school	
gathered	together,	class	rosters	in	hand,	to	project	staff	needs	for	the	upcoming	school	year.	

Val	entered	the	room	and	glanced	around.	Jamie	waved	and	gestured	for	her	to	come	over.	“I	
saved	you	a	seat,	Val.”	

“Thanks.	What’s	new?”	Val	placed	her	papers	on	the	table	in	front	of	her.	“It	would	seem	there’s	
got	to	be	an	easier	way	to	do	this	than	by	hand.”	

“I	don’t	know	why	they	don’t	create	a	database	for	all	the	students.	They	could	be	sorted	and	
grouped	that	way.	Although	I’ve	never	investigated	it,	I	would	think	that	some	enterprising	company	
must	have	developed	a	computerized	scheduling	program	by	now.”	

Val	laughed	out	loud.	“Computers	in	this	district?	We	had	to	be	the	last	school	system	in	the	state	
to	get	rid	of	dial	phones.	We	only	recently	got	push-button	models	with	the	new	intercom	system.”	

“Tell	me	about	it.	I’m	the	only	one	in	my	building	who	can	program	the	phones	to	answer	the	
proper	line.”	

Val’s	brow	furrowed.	“What	do	you	mean?”	
“The	installer	was	a	nice	guy.	I	ate	lunch	with	him	on	the	days	he	was	working	in	my	building.	He	

was	telling	me	about	what	a	neat	system	he	was	installing	for	us.	I	remember	him	shaking	his	head	and	
saying	that	it	was	ridiculous	that	the	district	hadn’t	bought	the	programming	package	for	the	phones.”	

“So,	he	told	you	how	to	do	it?”	
“No.”	Jamie	shook	her	head.	“The	day	the	installer	finished	up	the	install,	I	asked	him	if	he	had	a	

manual	I	could	have.	Even	though	he	had	to	go	out	to	his	van,	he	was	able	to	find	one	to	give	me.	I	took	
it	home	to	read	it	and	learned	that	you	don’t	have	to	have	all	lines	that	come	into	the	building	ring	on	
every	phone.	So,	I	fooled	around	with	the	phones	in	our	office.	I	fixed	it	so	that	if	a	call	comes	in	to	Bill’s	
direct	number,	the	phone	rings	in	his	office.	My	line	rings	in	my	office.	All	of	the	lines	ring	on	the	
secretary’s	phone	and	blink	on	ours.	She	can	pick	up	on	any	of	the	lines	and	announce	the	name	of	who	
is	calling	by	using	the	intercom.	It’s	how	they’re	supposed	to	work.”	

“Really?	That’s	amazing.	How	hard	is	it	to	do?”	
Jamie	grinned.	“Like	anything	else,	it’s	simple	once	you	know	how.”	
“Would	I	have	to	promise	you	my	first	born	to	get	you	to	fix	the	phones	in	our	department	so	they	

ring,	right?”	
“Hm.	I’d	consider	it	a	pleasure.	We	can	do	it	on	our	lunch	break.”	Jamie	tapped	her	class	lists	on	the	

table	to	line	them	up,	before	placing	them	back	in	front	of	her.	“It	still	boggles	my	mind	that	they	didn’t	
have	them	programmed	for	us.	It’s	like	buying	glasses	without	lenses	or	radios	without	batteries.”	

Their	conversation	was	interrupted	by	the	arrival	of	the	superintendent.	“Ladies.	Gentlemen.	Let’s	
get	started.	It’s	no	secret	that	we’re	in	a	dire	financial	situation	this	year.	We	need	to	be	sure	each	class	
holds	the	maximum	number	of	students	allowed	by	law.”	Several	hands	shot	up.	“I	don’t	want	to	hear	it.	
I	know	you	all	feel	you	have	special	circumstances.	I’m	here	to	tell	you	there	are	none	that	will	cause	me	
to	hire	even	one	additional	teacher.	Now,	let’s	begin	with	the	high	school.	How	many	students	will	you	
be	graduating?”	

The	high	school	principal	gave	his	number.	
“Marie	and	Val,	how	many	students	do	you	anticipate	you’ll	send	over	to	the	middle	school?”	



And	thus	it	went	until,	in	the	end,	they	had	an	idea	about	student	population	for	each	building,	
including	new	student	enrollees.	The	superintendent	took	the	floor	again.	“Okay,	now	that	you	have	an	
idea	of	which	students	and	how	many	you’ll	have,	please	prepare	tentative	rosters	and	have	them	in	to	
my	office	within	the	next	week.”	

The	superintendent	cleared	his	throat.	“Now,	there’s	one	more	thing.	Rumors	will	spread	faster	
than	ice	cream	melts	on	a	hundred-degree	day.	Your	staff	will	be	asking	questions	of	you	before	the	end	
of	school	today.	The	high	school	coach,	Barry	Hyde,	has	been	suspended,	pending	an	investigation	into	a	
concern	raised	by	one	of	the	teachers.	She	saw	him	embrace	a	high	school	boy	and	has	questioned	the	
nature	of	their	relationship.	The	student	is	especially	vulnerable,	as	he	recently	lost	his	family	and	is	in	
foster	care.	Coach	claims	it	was	an	innocent	demonstration	of	affection.	I	suspect	that	is	what	they	all	
say.	Child	Protective	Services	is	involved,	and	I	guarantee	that	we	will	get	to	the	bottom	of	this	as	soon	
as	possible.	You	can	assure	the	other	teachers	that	any	inappropriate	behavior	like	that	will	not	be	
tolerated	in	our	district.”	

The	superintendent	pointed	to	the	high	school	principal.	“Jack?”	
“What	is	the	official	position	that	we	tell	the	staff?”	
“Simply	say	that	the	situation	is	being	reviewed	and	there	will	be	a	press	release	when	there	is	

more	information	available.	You	can	add	that	anyone	who	has	any	information	about	the	situation	
should	come	see	me	personally.”	The	superintendent	glanced	around	the	stunned	administrative	staff	
and	hurried	out	the	door.	

Jamie	swallowed	the	lump	in	her	throat	and	glanced	at	Val.	
Val	raised	an	eyebrow	and	leaned	over	to	whisper	a	comment.	“I	know	Barry	and	his	wife	

personally.	I	can’t	believe	he	had	anything	other	than	honorable	intentions	toward	that	boy.	I	hope	that	
this	matter	is	settled,	and	he’s	reinstated	with	an	apology	as	soon	as	possible.”	

“Me	too.	It	makes	everyone	uncomfortable.”	Jamie	sighed.	“Come	on.	Let’s	go	see	if	we	can	set	up	
your	phones.”	
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