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After Dinner Conversation believes humanity is improved by ethics and morals grounded in philosophical truth and that philosophical truth is discovered through intentional reflection and respectful debate. In order to facilitate that process, we have created a growing series of short stories across genres, a monthly magazine, and two podcasts. These accessible examples of abstract ethical and philosophical ideas are intended to draw out deeper discussions with friends, family, and students.
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From the Editor
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ONE OF THE THINGS I have noticed when a reader emails me to tell me a story resonated with them is how they are often sharing a window into their own life issues. Did you find the story about assisted suicide interesting? There is a good chance you have an aging parent.

This has gotten me to thinking about the stories we’ve published over the years. As the final story decision-maker, I tend to publish stories that resonate with me. Does that mean the amalgamation of published stories roughly approximates a window into my life issues? I’ve tried not to think about it so as not to hedge my picks or second-guess myself...and yet...

In related news, we recently surveyed our published authors; they are overwhelmingly older (33 percent are 60+), well-educated (24 percent hold a PhD), and white (94 percent). A pseudo-reflection of me?

This is something we need to fix, and we have started to do so. We are now making special efforts to reach out for submissions from people of color, LGBTQ writers, writers from developing countries, and other marginalized voices.

The magazine will remain the same, but we are hoping a greater mix of voices will produce stories that resonate with a greater mix of windows into life issues for our readers. It’s a change long overdue. Pardon the learning process; this is all a work in progress. As we know better, we do better...
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The Tennis Bracelet
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Richard A. Miller
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I

“OH MY GOD! JERRY! OH my God!” My wife yelled from our hotel bathroom. 

“Carol, what is it?” I called back from inside the room.

“There’s a bracelet! A diamond bracelet on my pack! Hanging.”

“Really?” 

I went into the bathroom, where my disbelief was extinguished by what was attached to a small stretch of Velcro fabric comprising part of a strap on Carol’s daypack. A diamond bracelet dangled there with more than a couple dozen sparkling stones. A “tennis bracelet.” (Though I’ll never know why it’s called that.)  From the bracelet’s clasp hung a little white tag.

“Oh, for God’s sake!” I began to understand what might have happened. At the same time, a sense of dread rose in my mind. Followed by another more ambiguous idea.

Following a day touring Eilat, Carol and I visited Josef’s Jewels, a store catering to American tourists visiting Israel. Josef’s was crowded with other middle-aged customers examining and trying on bracelets, earrings, and necklaces. Carol picked out a pair of silver earrings and fished her wallet out of her daypack resting on the display counter. We paid for the earrings and walked back to our hotel. On the way out, somehow or other, the tennis bracelet caught on Carol’s bag when both were in proximity on the counter.

Now it was 8:00 p.m., and the shop was closed. More pressing, however, was the fact that we were due to leave the hotel with our tour group the following morning at 7:30 a.m. for a border crossing into Jordan and a day visiting the ancient archeological site of Petra. After that, we were going to cross the border back into Israel and end our trip in Tel Aviv.

“Carol,” I said, “we could be in trouble. Jewelers reconcile their inventory every night, don’t they? They might know that this thing is missing. It must be worth a few thousand dollars.”

“And they have cameras,” she responded.

“Not only that. They have our names from our charge card for your earrings.”

“What’s the chance that the camera saw the bracelet on my bag?” She asked.

“Don’t know. But if it did, Josef’s can easily give the picture and our identity to the police, and we’re wanted thieves.”

“Or at least I am,” she said flatly with her hand to her forehead.

An imaginary image of Israeli incarceration facilities flashed into mind.

I looked at the white tag attached to the bracelet’s clasp and saw that it displayed a kind of coded combination of Hebrew and numerals. I puzzled over whether to remove it.

“Carol,” I said, “put it on but don’t remove the tag.”

It fit comfortably and looked incredible. 

To remove the tag and toss it away would be a declaration of ownership. And what an accomplished thief would do. Alternatively, we might leave the tag and conceal the bracelet in our luggage. Or we could remove the tag and hide it—as a hedge. What was most consistent with innocence? Symbolizing: “See, we didn’t mean to take it.”

All the choices necessarily assumed that there would be a reckoning when we were confronted with our “crime.”

Flummoxed by the choices, Carol hid the incriminating bracelet with the tag still attached in what was probably the first place an inquiring police officer would look—her makeup bag.

II

The following morning, we queued up to pass through Israeli border control.

Perspiration broke out on my forehead as we approached the guard booth, and the border officer took our passports. They were quickly stamped and passed back. No problem. Yet. 

It was just over twelve hours since we’d left Josef’s with the dangling jewels. Maybe they hadn’t figured out their loss yet, or more likely, the fresh larceny complaint to the police with our names and photos attached wasn’t circulated widely enough. They would have another shot at us tomorrow morning when we passed back in.

Then there was the possibility that Josef’s might not have missed the bracelet or perhaps omitted to film the heist. In either case, we had nothing to worry about. 

But worry is what we do.

“Jerry,” Carol whispered as we boarded our tour bus, “I’m really afraid they’re going to figure out what happened by the time we reenter Israel. I’d like you to carry the bracelet through security.”

“Okay,” I replied.

“You’ll do better than me explaining what happened. That we’re not thieves.”

“Speak for yourself,” I joked lamely.

I wondered at the explanation I’d have to proffer. Would anyone believe that lifting the bracelet was accidental? How does a Velcro strap—not a thief’s hand—remove a bracelet from a store?

Would that sketchy explanation withstand professional skepticism under the stress of actual interrogation? What would the surveillance video show if there was one?

The ancient archeological forms of Petra seemed inconsequential while we troubled ourselves under the bracelet’s weight.

That night, I hid the bracelet in my toiletry bag.

III

The following morning, the officious Israeli border guard scrutinized my passport. Looking at my picture. Looking at my face. The picture. I stood frozen before him. He slowly consulted his computer. My face again. The computer.

I silently sighed when he stomped his stamp. He handed the passport back with a faint smile. 

Were we in the clear now? Or were we going to go through this risky scrutiny again when passing through border control before flying home to Cleveland?

Then Carol came up with an idea. “Is there a Josef’s Jewelers in Tel Aviv, too?” Carol wondered aloud as we walked through the streets.

Google replied, Yes!

“Let’s return the thing!” she said.

“That’s one idea,” I responded. “But if it’s the same company in both Tel Aviv and Eilat, won’t they know here that it’s missing there? Stolen. If we just walk in with it, with the tag hanging, they’ll have us cold. Otherwise, they might know it’s gone, but they have no idea who to suspect.”

“In which case,” Carol said, “we can waltz through airport security.”

We spent that night weighing the risks of arrest either at the airport trying to escape home or at the shop trying to do the right thing. On the third hand... it was a nice bracelet.

IV

Carol thrust the bracelet at the sales assistant across the display case, saying, “We’d like you to take this back.”

The assistant consulted the white tag still hanging from the clasp and examined the glittering diamonds.

“We’re very sorry you’re not happy with your bracelet. Please, give me a moment,” she said and went into the back of the shop through an adjoining door. Through the glass window, we could see her conversing with a colleague while they both looked at the white tag. Then the second person, who looked like a manager, peered at us through the glass. Then he looked at a paper on his counter. Was the penny dropping? Were we about to be confronted with an accusation of grand larceny, Israeli style? 

Carol slipped her clammy hand into mine.

The manager and his assistant came out toward us.

He said, “We’re sorry you’re unhappy. Can we credit your card or write you a check?”

Carol and I locked eyes and smiled.

* * *
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Discussion Questions






	Is the couple’s motivation to do the right thing or to not go to jail? Does it matter what their motivation is, so long as they do the right thing? What do you think their priority should be? 

	Does the value of the item change your perspective on what the couple should do? How does your decision change if the bracelet is valued at $1,000, $10,000, or $100,000?

	Does the country this took place in change your perspective on what the couple should do (assuming they were from the USA)? Would your decision change if this happened in the USA? Kenya? Saudi Arabia? Singapore? 

	If you were the husband in the story, would you be willing to hold onto the tennis bracelet at the border crossing because you were better at explaining? 

	What do you think the couple should do at the end of the story when offered reimbursement for the bracelet they did not buy?


* * *
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Midsummer’s Night
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Sarah Turner
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NIKI THOUGHT SHE COULD sense it on all their minds, hovering between the four of them as they threw cushions and sandals into the boat, lowered the wine bottles in, and collected the long pole, but it wasn’t until they were out of the city that they started to talk about it. Even then, it was one of those odd conversations that skirted around what they all wanted to know. Each could feel an alertness in the others that made them cautious about what they said. 

Niki was punting, standing barefoot on the raised wooden platform. It occurred to her that if her family could see her, they’d think she’d changed irrevocably, but although she’d made a few friends and learned to punt, she still felt adrift at the university. Some of the other students still smiled at her accent when she spoke, and she was routinely patronized by people who’d never been to the North. She was the first in her family to go to university, and even though she was doing well on her course, part of her secretly suspected that some sort of administrative error had led to her offer and that the dons had deftly hidden their surprise when she’d turned up. 

She steered around another boat, pulling the long pole in a smooth arc across the surface of the water, glanced up at the clusters of people drinking outside pubs in the thick evening heat, and turned
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	Do you think Sunetra told Niki about the drug dealer with a plan in her mind, or do you think it was idle conversation that led to Sunetra’s subconscious goal? Does Sunetra’s motivation matter, and if so, how?

	Do you think dealers of drugs that sometimes cause people to die are murderers? How are drug dealers different than other vendors selling products that sometimes kill people— like guns, motorcycles, or unhealthy foods? Does the illegality of drug sales matter in your calculation? 

	Does it affect Jack’s culpability if the dead student initiated the conversation to buy drugs from Jack or if he offered them to her first? Arguably, if Jack had said no, she would just have bought them from someone else.

	Should social class or future goals have any effect on whether Niki tells someone what she knows? Should the fact that the drug dealer is a working class and (maybe) a future human rights lawyer be a factor in her decision-making process? If so, how? 

	Is Niki right that having a “shared lie” lessens its burden? Is Sunetra wrong for having shared her secret with Niki?


[image: image]


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
.:-\;-;lr.d (2] I“ _J r '\\Jl\J rd I“)

CELIA LISSET ALVAREZ: Why are people resistant to change?

CARL TAIT: How do you define a rational, versus an irrational act of faith?

SARAH TURNER: Would you tell the police if you knew a drug dealer?

KEVIN RAMIREZ: Can an open marriage ever work?






d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
CELIA LISSET ALVAREZ: Why are people resistant to change?
CARL TAIT: How do you define a rational, versus an irrational act of faith?

SARAH TURNER: Would you tell the police if you knew a drug dealer?

KEVIN RAMIREZ: Can an open marriage ever work?






d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





