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Always believe in love.


 


When the network executives cancel my favorite tv
shows, I read.

Books don’t get cancelled.

Franchot
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One

A Special Find

“Let’s go thrifting!” My good friend Becky said,
practically shouting. I was not particularly thrilled, holding the
phone up to my ear as she went on. Becky always meant well, but her
bursts of energy on things and her sometimes overbearing
personality would wear me out.

“Adrienne, you still there?!” she said.

“Yes.”

“Well how about it? I’ll come pick you up and
we can be in the city by noon and….,”

“No Becky not today.”

“Why?!” she said, still almost shouting.
“What are you doing?”

“I’m cleaning my house,” I said. And I was,
cleaning by bathroom when the phone rang. I didn’t even know why I
answered. I was standing there with rubber gloves up to my elbows,
cleaning solution everywhere and finally seeing the end of the
rainbow. It was the last room in the house left to clean. I had
been up since 5am, determined to clean the whole house, and that
was just the inside. Yard work was next.

“Cleaning on a nice day like this?!” Becky
said. “You’re crazy!”

“I have to get this done,” I said. “I’ve
neglected this house for months.”

“Dear, that’s what housekeepers are for,” she
said.

I remained silent and she went on, “Besides,
we can go thrifting and find some really nice things to spruce up
your nice clean house.”

“Becky you can go without me, really, I have
a lot to do.”

“Hello? Hello?!” Becky said. “Is the phone
going dead?”

“Becky?” I said, confused. “Can’t you hear
me?” I could definitely hear her.

“Adrienne, you there?” she continued with her
game. “I’ll be there in a half hour.” Click…..

I had to laugh, was too weak to argue and a
half hour later I was in the passenger seat of Becky’s station
wagon on my way to go, “Thrifting” as she put it.

In the car, I didn’t have to talk. Becky was
good at that. She talked nonstop during the journey from our suburb
just north of the city. And of course I heard the lectures again;
Becky telling me I’ve become reclusive and compulsive about
cleaning my house, reminding me that I had cleaned it exactly the
same way last Sunday. I guess she was right.

“That’s way too much cleaning,” she said, and
then reminded that I had been divorced for three years and it was
time to start dating again. I was counting the minutes to
Chicago.

• • •

I had to admit to myself it was a pleasant afternoon
walking along north Clark Street in the neighborhood known as
Andersonville. There were clusters of stores and restaurants lining
both sides of the street and I could smell the aroma of fresh bread
and pastries coming from the many bakeries in the area. Becky
pulled me into a large thrift store where I had been with her
before, but she wasn’t happy with their selection and we left. We
then headed a few blocks south where she said there were two nice
thrift stores. As we approached them we noticed a third store Becky
hadn’t heard of.

“Must be new,” she said.

We took a detour and headed toward that
one.

A pleasant looking gentleman was standing
near the doorway outside the store passing out flyers. He was
smiling at everyone that walked by. He noticed Becky and I and
smiled at us too.

“New store?” Becky said, as we stopped in
front of him.

“Yes,” he said, and then gave us both a small
flyer that read: SPECIAL FIND THRIFT SHOP.

“Thank you,” I said.

“Good afternoon,” he said, looking me
directly in my eyes, almost like he knew me. He had sincere eyes
and a warm demeanor. I did notice that he was tall and quite
handsome, in a regular guy way. I was already guessing his age.
Close to mine or a bit older, mid to late forty-ish. Stop
Adrienne!

“I’m Walter Morris,” he said. “Please go in
and look around.”

Becky was already inside, but I found myself
stalling awkwardly in front of the man named Walter Morris. I
wasn’t sure why my legs wouldn’t move. I was feelings things I
wasn’t familiar with, anymore. I locked eyes with him and we smiled
at each other. I shook off whatever I was in, denied it and went
inside the store.

Inhaling too much cleaning fluid? I
laughed it off in my head, settling with myself that nothing
significant was happening.

The store was small and most of the items
looked new and very well taken care of. Becky was looking at
handbags on a shelf and my eyes focused on a pair of shiny red
seashells on the counter by the cash register. I walked over there
admiring them. I loved seashells and used to collect them and paint
them myself. The red color was intriguing. I picked one of them up,
turned it over and looked at the neatly handwritten price. $3.00
ea.

I heard other people come into the store, but
my eyes stayed fixed on the seashells.

“Pretty aren’t they?” a man’s voice said.

Slightly startled, I looked up and saw the
man from outside that had introduced himself as Walter Morris. He
was now standing behind the counter.

I made a laughing sound, but didn’t know why.
“Yes,” I said, and then put the one seashell I was holding back
down next to the other. I moved a few inches toward the counter,
closer to him.

“They belonged to my wife,” Walter said.

“Oh,” I said, feeling strange hearing about a
wife.

“She passed away,” he said. “Three years
ago.”

That’s when I got divorced.

“I’m sorry.”

“Thanks,” he said. “What is your name?”

“Adrienne.”

“That’s a beautiful name. Fits you well.”

“Thank you,” I said, feeling myself changing
colors. Is he flirting with me? I really couldn’t be
sure.

“You live in Andersonville?” Walter said.

“No,” I said. “A suburb just north of
here.”

“Evanston!” he said.

“How did you know?”

“It’s a suburb just north of here,” he said,
and we both laughed.

I looked at the seashells. “Why are you
selling them?”

“Well, it’s been three years now. I’m in a
good place. I opened this place for a hobby. My wife had an
appreciation for seashells that I don’t. She painted them so nice I
figured they’d bring joy to someone else.”

“That’s very kind of you,” I said. “I love
seashells.”

“Well there you go,” he said.

I looked back and saw Becky filling up a
cart. She was happy in her own thrifting world. When I turned back
around another woman had approached the counter. She picked up the
seashells admiring them too.

“Oh my!” she said.

I felt disappointed and when I looked at
Walter, he looked disappointed too.

“I would like these,” the woman said.

“Oh ma’am, so sorry,” Walter said, with an
empathetic look on his face. “I should’ve moved them…they were sold
already.”

“Goodness!” the woman said, defeated. She
mumbled something, put the shells back down, looked me up and down
and walked away.

“Why did you do that?” I said.

“It really seemed like you wanted them.”

I grinned, “Am I obligated to buy them
now?”

He chuckled, “No, but I know how hard it is
to find something special.”

“I
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