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“...and we have heard His voice from the fire”

(Deuteronomy 5:24)
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Chapter I

It was a blustery February day.  

‘Oh, dear.’  Kyana put her hands together on the steering wheel and began to pray.  The snow wickedly clamored down from the heavens.  It was only 4:30 in the afternoon, but the darkness that had suddenly blanketed the sky gave an appearance of midnight.  Kyana had been blinded as she shoveled off the ten inches of white substance holding her car hostage.  She realized just how frostbitten her hands were when she got into the car, reached into her coat pocket, and tried to find her keys.  Kyana’s pocket was empty other than the keys, but she found herself groping for them in futility nonetheless.  She could feel nothing except the burn of her hands.  Finally, there was the vague but welcome sensation of metal against her finger.  After repeatedly fumbling the key, she had to use both hands to fit it in the ignition.  She turned the key, but there was no sound.  She waited a few moments and then with breath held, tried again.  There was nothing.  Knowing continuing would be pointless, she decided to pray.

‘Lord, please make it start.  You know I don’t have time to call and wait for road service.  Please, Lord, make it start.’  The bright illumination from a vehicle pulling into her apartment building’s parking lot interrupted her prayer.  She assumed the lights were from a truck or a van because they were at such a high level in comparison with those of her little burgundy Nissan.  

Kyana squinted through the haze of snow that beat down on her windshield then her chest tensed a bit, as two dark figures approached her car.  One knocked on her window. Kyana’s finger hovered over the button momentarily then she rolled down her window to the gentle face of a Caucasian young lady who appeared to be in her mid-twenties, as Kyana was, and she breathed a small sigh of relief. “Are you okay?” inquired a somewhat husky voice from behind the young woman.  Kyana then realized that he had been peering over the lady’s shoulder the whole time.  The man was African-American or of some African heritage.  Kyana dismissed her questioning thoughts because they were irrelevant, especially now.  

“I think my battery’s dead,” she replied in a voice as steady as she could muster under the circumstances. She was trying to remain calm and convince herself that her car would start.

“We’ll give you a jump.”  Being from New York, she’d usually heard the term “boost” but assumed a Baltimore “jump” and a New York “boost” were one in the same.  “Just pop your hood.”  She did and began to get out of the car.  “No, stay in there.  It’s frigid out here.”  He was right.  It had to be below freezing with the wind chill, something to which her chattering teeth could attest and a reason why the snow was rapidly turning to ice.

The young woman, with the help of this man, gingerly made it back to the unidentifiable vehicle just a few feet away and shut herself in with the heat.  Kyana watched the shadowy figure return.  Even with his heavy winter gear, Kyana could tell that his build was slight but muscular enough to make her car shake when he applied his weight against it.  Finally, he said, “I’m really sorry.  I can’t get your hood up.  It seems to be frozen shut.”  Kyana got out of the car.  “I’ll get my tools from the truck.” 

“Don’t bother,” she said but was unsure that he heard her, as he looked at her a moment later with surprise.  He took the heavy toolbox that she usually kept in the trunk out of her hand.  She silently thanked God that she had moved the box to the front of the car that morning because she might not have been able to get into the trunk now.  

“Wow!” he said, as she guided a stray hair from in front of her eye. She wondered what he was so impressed over.  “You’ve got everything you’d ever need in here!” he exclaimed, as he chipped away the ice that was sealing the hood shut.  He opened the hood.  For the first time, the snow settled down enough so that she could take a good look at his face.His complexion was a smooth copper with brilliant mahogany undertones.  He had beautiful, warm fudge and vanilla elliptical eyes, the fudge nearly eclipsing the vanilla.  She could not see his eyebrows because his hood was hiding them, but she could not help but to notice those eyelashes, which were as long as hers, capturing snowflakes that came to rest on them.  His overall face was very strong and masculine, but the quiet innocence of his eyes made him look very youthful.  It took all of two seconds for her to make this summation.  Kyana quickly turned her face away, but now he was looking at her.  

He smiled slightly.  Kyana slipped back into her car and watched, as he connected the cables.  She closed the door to a crack but began to shiver in the wait.  She stepped out when he returned from letting his vehicle run.  He looked at her for a brief moment before stating, “By the way, my name is David Immanuel Mitchell.”  Kyana found it odd that he stated his full name.  She thought only she did that.  “What’s yours?”  He smiled again at her, more widely this time, teeth perfect in straightness and sparkling white. His eyes were warm and held a smile of their own.  He walked past her, sat in her car, and turned the key in the ignition.  The sound of the car turning on was beautiful. He rejoined her after disconnecting the cables and repeated his question.

“Oh, I’m Kyana Milena Cel`on.”

“Kee-ahn-uh Mee-len-uh Se-lone?”

“Yes.”  His voice was deep yet quiet and soothing as well, which she especially noticed when he said her name.

“Oh, that is absolutely beautiful.” 

Kyana whispered her thanks and hoped he had not noticed her blush.  “Is your name biblical?” she asked.

“Yes.  My brother’s name is Solomon Micah Mitchell, believe it or not, and my sister’s is Rachel Ruth Burroughs.  I love Immanuel because it means ‘God with us’, and I know that He is always with and within me.  David is too common, though.”

‘Is he a Christian?’ she wondered.  “I don’t know that many Davids, and I’ve always liked that name.  Besides, your parents must have known you were going to be someone very special to have named you that.”  She broke eye contact with him momentarily and quickly changed the subject before he could respond.  “Thank you so much.  I really have to get somewhere now in a hurry and would have had a hard time getting there without you.”  She was going to tell him his helping her was the answer to her prayers, but she could not chance getting into another conversation.

“Do you need a ride?  The roads are really, really bad, and I have a four-wheel drive.”

“That’s okay.  Thanks again.” He asked her if she was sure, expressing concern that she might have trouble because the roads were probably only going to get worse.  She assured him that she would be fine.  He frowned at her and sighed. After hesitating a few moments, however, he locked his arm in hers, at which point she immediately stiffened.  He glanced at her sideways but continued to maintain his hold as he helped her back into the car.  “Listen,” he said once she was seated, “I know you’re in a hurry, but can we please exchange numbers?  It’s been such a pleasure meeting you.”  

Kyana found his comment strange but also unusually sweet given that he had been so incredibly nice.  He handed her two cards, one with a name and number on the back, the other blank.  She turned the blank card over and read, ‘D. Mitchell’s Chesapeake Seafood’; under this title the business and fax numbers were listed.  Kyana had never given her number out to a stranger.  

After writing her number as legibly as her shivering hands could manage, she handed the card back to him, all the while explaining why the writing was so awful. 

“You should close yourself in with the heat before you lose a limb to this frost!”

After Kyana slammed her door shut from the chilling wind, she did indeed turn on the heat and watched curiously through her car window as David trudged through the snow back to his truck.  She wondered if this could be her knight in shining armor or he was simply a good Samaritan with a handsome face. Her heart sunk a bit with a note of the latter when he jumped into the driver’s seat of his truck and the card that he must have thought he was stuffing into his pocket with his frostbitten hand was caught in the wind.  Somewhat deflated, Kyana watched as the card fell to the ground and disappeared into a snowbank.  He was not moving, so she assumed he was waving her on to go ahead of him.  ‘Oh, well,’ she thought as she drove off, ‘it wasn’t meant to be.  He probably wouldn’t have called, and that lady is probably his girlfriend anyway.  Put it out of your mind, Kyana.  You’ll find someone someday when you least expect it.’

––––––––
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Chapter II

“When are you going to give up Marcus?” Kyana laughed.  “I’ve already told you I’m not doing it.”  Kyana propped herself up after feeling herself sink deeper into the plush cushioned sofa as she sat next to her best friend, Natasha.  Natasha and her husband, Marcus, lived in a three-bedroom loft in the Clarendon section of Arlington, Virginia.  Kyana enjoyed visiting them, although her busy work and school schedule did not allow her to do so often.  The background of car horns and the outdoor commotion was reminiscent of summers spent with cousins in midtown Manhattan.  She had always found the environment foreign to that of her upbringing in suburban Westchester County, a welcome vacation from the norm.

Kyana, Natasha, and their other best friend, Camille, had met each other as freshman roommates at Spelman College in Atlanta.  Marcus had come into their lives soon thereafter, quickly making his way into their hearts with Natasha as beau and Kyana and Camille as faithful friend. At the time, he was relentless in attempting to find someone for Kyana.  Initially, she had been quite the willing participant.  Over the course of the last couple of years, however, she had become resolute in the opposite direction.

Natasha rubbed her ever-growing belly and shook her head.  “I told you she wasn’t going to go for it.”

“And why should I?  Marcus, how many times do I have to tell you?  I’m not into the dating thing anymore.”

Marcus persisted.  Leaning forward on the Ottoman, he asked, “How are you going to meet someone if you never go out with anybody?”  

“God will bring me someone just at the right time.”  Kyana nodded assuredly.

“Kyana, it isn’t that God can’t do that.  We all know He can, but you’re not even trying to help Him out.”

Kyana laughed again.  “Marcus, you have got to be kidding.  Help Him out?  I don’t have to do that.  I’ve already tried.  Remember?”

“You have to admit that some of those guys I introduced you to were cream of the crop.”

Now Kyana roared, and Natasha joined her.  Finally regaining her composure, Kyana told him, “Oh, you kill me!  Marcus, even the ones who started out as Mr. Wonderful turned out to be at the very best Mr. Weird.  I was always left wondering ‘what is wrong with this guy and what is wrong with me for doing this again.’  I mean, it’s all so pointless.  I would go out with someone for a few dates or even a few months only to find out that he was overly possessive, overly lustful, or overly something else.”

Marcus shook his head, but his wife came to her best friend’s defense.  “Kyana is just waiting for God to bring someone into her life at the right time and in the right way.  You have to respect...”  The doorbell rang.  

“Who could that be?”  Marcus winked at Natasha then jumped up to get the door.  Kyana asked Natasha what she thought that was about, but she just shrugged.  The two best friends sat there chatting about the excitement over the new baby.

“Hel-lo.”  Kyana looked up and was greeted by the subtle yet satisfied smile of the finely clad gentleman standing next to Marcus.  Eyebrow cocked, he slowly looked Kyana once over.  Her eyes went from Marcus, who was smiling gleefully, to Natasha, whose mouth was knit tightly, as she glared at her husband.  

“Larry,” Marcus said, “this is my wife, Natasha.  Natasha, this is my business associate, Larry Wasp.”

He walked over and extended his hand to Natasha.  “Oh, please don’t get up.  I’m sure you should be off of your feet as much as possible.  How far along are you?”

Natasha shook his hand and then placed her hand on her belly once again.  “I’m three months pregnant.  The sad thing is that people can already tell.”

“Oh, no,” Larry insisted, glancing at Kyana and then returning his attention to Natasha.  “I would not have noticed at all if Marcus had not told me you were expecting.”  

Natasha smiled.  “My husband has told me a lot about you.  I can see why he likes you so much.”  Larry chuckled lazily but his gaze had returned to Kyana.

Marcus introduced the two of them.  Larry took Kyana’s hand in his as he said, “I’m very pleased to meet you.”  Kyana resisted biting her lip as she returned the greeting.  Letting go of her hand slowly, he told her that Marcus’ description of her had not done her justice.

With her stare fixed on Marcus, she replied, “Marcus hasn’t described y—”

“Larry, you’re not coming from the office are you?”  Natasha hurriedly interrupted.  “It’s Saturday.”

Marcus explained that Larry’s willingness to work those extra hours was why he got all of the top clients. Natasha asked their guest if he would like some lunch, but he declined. The gentlemen excused themselves to discuss some business but said they would return shortly.  As Marcus closed the door to the study, he turned around and grinned at Kyana and Natasha like a Cheshire cat.

***
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Neither Marcus nor Natasha remarked on Kyana’s initial encounter with Larry Wasp, but she suspected it was on their minds.  Thus she was not surprised a few days later when she was planted on the living room floor of her huge one-bedroom apartment, shaking her head at the persistent voice coming through her phone. “I don’t know, Nat.”  She looked past her reflection in the sliding glass door to an array of stars outlining the sky. She could not believe she was considering this, although Larry had left quite the impression on that rigged Saturday afternoon visit.  He had flirted mercilessly, and Kyana feared she had left just as indelible of an impression with her frequent giggling and inability to put two coherent words together.  

“It’s just a phone call, Kyana.”

“I know, but I’m surprised he would want to call me at all.  You heard how I kept fumbling words.”  She had not been able to think of a fitting response to anything he said, every reply grossly inarticulate.  Natasha told her that things had not been that bad, and Kyana snorted.  

“Come on, Kyana.  You know that I understand where you are as far as the dating thing is concerned, but he just wants to call you.  You have to admit that Larry seems pretty nice.”  That she did.  “He has a good job, he’s handsome, he’s a Christian...what’s there to lose?  Like I said, it’s just a phone call.”

“That requires talking, something I failed at miserably last time.”

“Would you rather go on a date with him?  That way you wouldn’t be forced to talk the whole time.”

“Good grief, no!  I can see myself getting so nervous that I squirt my salad dressing on him.  My stomach’s getting sick just thinking about it.”

“You’d be fine, Kyana, and you’ll be fine on the phone.”

“How do you know he’s a Christian?”

“Marcus told me.”  Kyana wanted to know how Marcus knew.  “He told him.”

“Did he tell him in the course of a general conversation or while talking specifically about my beliefs?”

Natasha sighed exaggeratedly, “I don’t know, but you met him.  Couldn’t you tell?”  Larry had talked about God, but Kyana could not tell for sure from the one visit.  “Kyana, you should at least think about it.  This is a nice guy who thinks you’re better than what Marcus described.” 

“Oh, no!  What did Marcus tell him about me?”

“He told him that you love the Lord and that you’re so pretty and sweet and kind and such a lady.”

“That’s too much to live up to, Nat.”

“Come on.  Are you kidding?  You can live up to much more than that without trying.  Please let Marcus give him your number.  He’s real excited about talking to you again, and you’re always saying you really want to meet someone.”

“You’re right.  I do say that.  But not ‘always’.” That was an exaggeration.  The thought was not on her mind every hour, every day, or even every week.  “I have to think about it.  I really appreciate you two looking out for me.”

“That’s okay.  Just think hard.”  She told her she would let them know soon.  Kyana knew her friend was restraining herself from telling her to lighten up, but that was easier said than done.  She was not sure what she was going to do, but she got the feeling that Marcus had finally won.

***
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Over the course of the next several weeks, Larry telephoned Kyana frequently.  She was much more lucid in her speech, but her nervousness had not completely abated.  Apprehension rose to greater heights when Larry told her he would like to take her out to dinner.  Dinner sounded so serious, so date-like, so potentially relationship building.  She was relieved when he agreed to her suggestion for them to meet for lunch.  

Kyana sat in her car in the parking lot of University of Maryland Baltimore County’s campus, rapidly drumming her fingernails on her steering wheel.  The cool breeze sliding through her open windows was doing nothing to steady her nerves.  Scanning the campus, she saw students sprawled out lazily on the lawn, some reading, most chatting.  Vendors eagerly exchanged food for small pieces of money.  An apparent thespian group graced the entire length of the steps, as they reenacted a scene from A Midsummer Night’s Dream.  Kyana had arrived much too early.  Not wanting to seem overly eager, she was waiting until it was closer to 12:00 to exit her vehicle.

She was surprised when she learned that Larry was an adjunct professor in Baltimore of all places.  She assumed he lived in Virginia.  He actually resided in the heart of Georgetown, walking distance from the advertising firm in which he and Marcus worked.  He commuted up to Baltimore once a week to teach a class in marketing.  Kyana was meeting him after class.  They had planned to go out for a short lunch before he had to return to the job in Washington. 

Kyana glanced at her car clock.  It was still too early.  When she looked back up, she noticed a young man stop short in front of the greenway.  He jumped off his bicycle and swooped a young woman into his arms.  The woman readily returned the embrace.  Kyana wondered what it must be like to have someone like that, someone with whom affection could be so easily shared.  

As she mused, her eyes caught sight of someone behind them.  He sat under a tree with nose in book.  Kyana leaned forward and squinted.  As he flipped a page, someone called to him, but he did not seem to notice.  Kyana had not been able to hear his name.  The call came again and this time he looked up, waving casually as the man passed by.  Kyana pressed on the steering wheel as she leaned more then jumped at the sound of her horn.  No one even looked her way.  His linen shirt and pants were quite different attire than what she had last seen.  It seemed to be the same face, but she could not tell.  Until a woman sidled next to him, and she saw that unforgettable smile.  Kyana’s stomach did a somersault.  It was her wintry afternoon savior.  

Her mind had gone back to that day from time to time.  In spite of herself, she had imagined what it would be like if they were to meet again.  This was her opportunity, but she was not going to walk over to him.  She was certain that the banter that had come so easily in her daydreams would elude her if they were face to face.  She hoped that he would catch eye of her as she walked across the greenway, but that hope was immediately dashed when she finally took notice of the woman beside him.  It was the same woman from that night.  They appeared to be laughing heartily, and she had placed her hand on his thigh.  A group of female students passed by and smiled at him.  He returned the greeting.  There was no way Kyana was going anywhere near his direction now.  She thought he probably would not even remember her.

Suddenly, she remembered why she was there.  It was already after twelve.  She rolled up the windows and rushed out of the car.  She had not wanted to be too early, but she did not want Larry to think she did not have consideration for his time either.  As Kyana walked up the steps, making her way through the thespians, she watched him out of the corner of her eye.  The woman was gone but her spot was replaced by another group of female students who seemed to soak up every word.  

Kyana halted outside of Larry’s office and took a deep breath before knocking.  With his invitation to enter, she lifted a quick prayer that she would not make a fool of herself again.  Larry was busily scribbling, apparently grading papers.  He glanced up, looked back down, then shot to his feet when he actually noticed her.

“Kyana!  Oh no.”  This was not the greeting she was expecting.  “I’m so sorry.”

“Sorry for what?  What’s wrong?”  Kyana stood by the door, not knowing if she should come further in the room with such a reaction.

“I tried to contact you.  I left a message on your machine.  An emergency meeting was called at the firm, and I have to return to D.C.  I’d hoped that you’d gotten the message.  Come in.”  He came from behind the desk and pulled out the seat on the opposite side of the desk for her.  Once she took a seat, he pulled over a chair to sit next to her.  “I called Marcus and he called Natasha, who said you don’t have a cell number.  Is that true?”

“You won’t believe this, but it is.  I’m kind of an ice age type of girl when it comes to technology.”

“Oh, Kyana,” he said, placing his hand on the arm of her chair, “you can’t do that.  You’re a single woman.  What about your safety?  You never know when you might get into an emergency.”

Kyana knew he was right.  She had thought the same many times herself, but she had just never gotten around to purchasing one.  She was touched that he would have such concern for her.

“Listen, I sincerely apologize for having to leave like this after you came all the way over here.  If you’re willing, maybe we can get together tonight.”

“Well, you’re the spontaneous one, aren’t you?”

“I just want to see you again.  I can come back after work and pick you up so we can go for a nice dinner.  I’d need your suggestions, though.  I’m not too familiar with restaurants in Baltimore.”

“Neither am I.  I don’t g—”

“Lar—... Oh, excuse me, Professor Wasp.  I should have knocked.”  Kyana had not even heard anyone outside of the office.  A young woman looked around the door.  

“Ms. Jones, I’m in the middle of something.  Is this an urgent matter?”  She said it was not and told him she would just ask him before the next class.  

“I’m sorry about that, Kyana.  I love teaching, but these kids are after me non-stop.”  Kyana smiled at his description.  That student was probably not more than five years younger than she was.  “Now, what were we... You have the most beautiful smile I have ever seen.”

Kyana blushed and glanced down at the desk.  He pulled his chair in closer, and she wanted to move hers farther away.  “I bet you say that to all of the girls.”

“If I did, I’d be lying.”

Kyana stood at this point and so did he.  She told him she knew he needed to get back to Washington, so she would not keep him. But he was insistent on finding a time to make up their missed lunch.  That night was the only night she could be free for a long while, but there was always studying to do, papers to write. 

Again not wanting to seem overly enthusiastic, she asked if they could make it another time. Larry suggested meeting at church on Sunday. She was glad to be able to tell him that she would be out of town at a conference.  When she was at church, she wanted her focus to be on God. She knew it would be everything but with him were sitting next to her.  They would resolve nothing now with Larry needing to leave.  

He grabbed his things and walked her to her car.  They walked across the grass. The group she had last seen was no longer there.  He told her he would call her that night and waited for her to drive off before going to his vehicle.  As she drove off the campus grounds, she heard a beep.  Larry, eyes hidden behind dark metallic shades, flashed a grin at her and sped toward the Beltway with the top down on his red convertible.  The sports car image did not fit with the type of man she envisioned herself with, but Kyana eagerly awaited his call.  

***
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When Kyana returned home from her conference that following week, there was a package outside of her door.  The note slipped out with the invoice that read:  I know you feel you don’t need this, but just in case.  Larry.  Her heart warmed over, as she held the cell phone in hand.  She had never phoned him before. Now her first call would be to him.

––––––––
[image: image]


Chapter III

After several weeks of trying, Kyana and Larry finally did settle on a date.  She conceded to the dinner idea with less fear as to where it might lead.  Their conversations alone were leading to far more than she had anticipated.  She thought that she might have finally hit the jackpot this time thanks to Marcus.  She hoped the night would prove her right. 

Kyana frantically prepared in front of her closet mirror, piling mounds of dresses she chose not to reveal to Larry onto her bed.  Before she knew it her apartment alarmed with the sound of Larry buzzing for her attendance. “I’ll be right down,” she hollered into the speakerphone before giving herself one last look in the mirror and heading out the door with purse in hand.

***
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‘This has got to be one of the worst nights of my life,’ Kyana thought as she rubbed her sore wrist wearied from door handling. Thankfully, Larry drove.  Cab fare would have been out of the question, seeing as her purse was emptied from the dinner check. 

“I had a great time, Kyana.  You’re a lot of fun.  We need to do this again.”  They stood in front of her apartment building.  He was behind her as she managed her key into the door.  She turned and noticed from the gleam in his eyes that he was obviously expecting reciprocation, so she had to be honest with him.  But he would not give her the chance.  

‘What in the world does he think he’s doing?!’  

Larry stepped in close and guided his hand across her cheek.  Kyana moved back, but his hand found the back of her head.  “Larry, I don’t kiss on first dates,” she uttered with a warning chuckle.  

Cocking his eyebrow as he had the first time she had seen him, he thrust her toward him and said, “I’m sure we can change that.”  Instantly he had her face in his hands and was kissing her with his mouth open. Kyana pursed her lips together tightly and pushed away. He grabbed her wrist.  She quickly twisted her arm and yanked out of his grip, barely missing hitting her own face with the force of her pull.  Kyana glared at him in anger.

Larry’s face flushed beet red.  “I am so sorry.”  

Kyana let out several short breaths through flared nostrils, as she tried to maintain her composure. “What...is...wrong...with...you?” she voiced firmly though clenched teeth.

“I...I –”

“Listen, it’s best that you leave right now.”

“I guess we won’t be seeing each other again.”

She thought of saying “dern skippy” but decided against it.  “You are very wise, Professor Wasp.  Now I think you’d better go to your car.”  She waited until he drove away before going into her apartment building.A few minutes later, she was on the phone. “I didn’t think it was like me, but I was about to sock him right in the face, Natasha.  I couldn’t believe this was the same guy I’d been talking to all this time.  Not only did he allow several doors to slam in my face, talk only about himself, and have me pay the check but then he tries to make me kiss him.”

***
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The “Nightmare date from Elm Street” is what she called it. The dive of a restaurant Larry took Kyana to was really on Elm Street somewhere well south of Baltimore. The date was at the end of April.  It was now June.  During that time period, Larry sent flowers, balloons, and cards to her home and job.  She regretted ever telling him where she worked.  He called incessantly, but she never picked up the phone once she heard his voice on her machine.  

She did, however, wind up speaking to Marcus about this when he got on the extension during one of her conversations with Natasha.  For once, he did not push, although he did ask her to consider giving Larry an opportunity to clear his name with her.  He told her that Larry had called him right after the date with grief over what a jerk he had been.  She could not imagine why Larry would have acted in such a way, nor did she have any intention of finding out why.  Yet when she heard his last message and how very apologetic he seemed, she decided to speak to him.  If nothing else, she hoped that she could at least end this madness.  

“I would like to see you again, so I can apologize.”  Larry’s voice was hushed, somber.

“You’ve already done that...countless times.”

“I know, but I really would like to make this up to you.  I’m ashamed of myself for acting that way.”

When Kyana asked him why he did, he explained that he was so nervous being around her that he did not know what he was doing.

“ ‘Nervous’?  You’ve seemed quite at ease up until now.”

“Maybe, but this was an actual date...with you.  I...I...please, Kyana.  Just give me one more chance.  We don’t have to go out anywhere.  If my explanation doesn’t satisfy you and you never want to see me again, I completely understand.”

Kyana sighed heavily.  He had really gotten under her skin with how he had acted. But she believed everyone deserved a second chance.  And she liked him before he went octopus on her.  “Okay, but if you try anything, you can just put me out of your mind for good.”

***
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Kyana had opted to meet Larry back at his office, as she did not want him returning to her home nor did she want to go out anywhere with him.  She walked down the long quiet hall, wondering if meeting him there as opposed to a more public place was a good idea.  It was a late Sunday afternoon, and the place was desolate.  As she approached the office, she noticed a note posted near the door.  ‘Oh, no.  Don’t tell me this guy had to leave again.’

When she got closer, she saw that the door was slightly ajar and light was streaming out into the hall.  The note read, Please ring bell for service.  ‘Bell?’  Kyana looked around and saw the small bell similar to those at cleaners and hotels sitting on a podium across the hall.  Kyana with knot in her stomach, hesitated before walking across the hall.  Yet curiosity got the best of her.  

Once she rung the bell, Larry attired in tuxedo with bowtie and coattails opened the classroom door wide for her.  At least Kyana thought it was a classroom, her only indication being the dry-erase board.  She gasped internally at the sight of what awaited her.  Seated in the middle of the floor was a small table with ivory linen tablecloth.  There were two place settings with rose napkins placed perfectly in flute glasses, ivory soup, salad, and dinner plates of fine china, silverware of sterling silver.  

“Mademoiselle, won’t you please come in?”  Mute and with mouth slightly open, Kyana did albeit very slowly.  Light streamed in from the breached blinds, illuminating the menu that read, Welcome To Your Sunday Brunch Ms. Kyana Cel`on.  Kyana frowned quizzically then looked up at Larry.  “Oh, I—I know,” he replied to the unasked question, shrugging his shoulders.  “My error.  I thought you were going to be here much earlier, but I was able to change the order from brunch to lunch.  Please, please, take a seat.”

He pulled out a chair for her and pushed it in as she sat.  Kyana’s mind was in a haze.  As had been the case when she first met Larry but had not been as of late, she could not think of a thing to say.  She watched in disbelief as he placed Greek salad on their salad plates and then transferred chicken gumbo, rice pilaf, string beans, and baked chicken from sternos onto the soup and dinner plates. Raising her hand, she finally spoke yet barely audibly when he began to pour champagne into her glass.  “None...thanks.  I don’t drink.”

Larry put the champagne aside and took his seat.  “That’s funny.  Neither do I.”  His face kept flushing red, as he spoke to her.  Kyana had only seen Larry three times in her life, but she had spoken to him frequently over the course of the last few months.  She did not recognize this demeanor in the least.  He poured sparkling water in her glass instead.  “I—I was just trying to fit in with the champagne brunch theme.  I apologize.”

“Oh, no, there’s no need.  Larry, what have you done here?”

“You don’t like it?”

“No, I like it very much.  I just don’t understand.”  

He suggested that they begin to eat before their food turned cold.  As he prayed over their food, Kyana felt her leg shaking under the table and thanked God that Larry could not see.  She did not hear a word he said and just looked at the plates in amazement once he finished.

“Aren’t you going to eat?”

“Oh, yes,” she said.  The first taste of Greek salad met her taste buds with much approval and all else followed suit.

She soon noticed, however, that Larry was not eating.  He was just watching her and her appetite began to dim.  “Kyana,” he finally uttered, shaking his head, “I am so sorry for how I acted.  I want to sincerely apologize for what an idiot I was that night.”

“I can’t figure out why you acted that way.  You talk about God, how you’re changing.  It just didn’t fit.  You were so...never mind.”

“You can say it.  I was a complete idiot, insensitive, self-centered, rude, self-absorbed, inattentive...” They both began to laugh at his lengthy description.  “You’re not stopping me.  Am I leaving anything out?”  Kyana just smiled, not wanting to insult him.  “It’s fine.  Just let it reel.”

“Okay.  You were downright obnoxious.”

“Is that all you got?”  She said it was for now.  “I’d been wanting to go out with you for so long and then I blew it.”

“But why?  You said you were nervous, but I didn’t see that.”  

“When I met you, I thought, ‘wow!’  You have those big beautiful eyes, those long eyelashes, and I’ve already told you about that smile.  Oh, that precious smile.”  Kyana bit her lip and forced herself to maintain eye contact with him.  “But what really surprised me was that your character matched what I saw on the outside.  So many women play games.  It’s hard to meet someone nice, you know?”

Kyana raised her eyebrows and concurred, “Yes, I know.”

“Touché.”  Larry lifted his glass in cheers to her and took a sip before proceeding.  “Well, I haven’t met anyone nice in a very long time.  I really like you, Kyana.  I kept talking so much that night because I was trying to hold it all together.  And I kissed you...well because, as I said, I like you so much.”

Kyana put down her soup spoon and now looked at Larry dead on.  She did not have time to waste.  She wanted to know what he expected of her, of them.  Unlike those others he spoke of, she was not playing games.  The point had come for her to decide if she should continue investing time and energy in getting
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