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Chapter 1

 


Pringle Taylor
groaned. Wasn’t it only yesterday she ran three miles?
You’d think my hamstrings would be in better
shape given the amount of exercise they get. Okay
maybe the three-mile instead of the usual two was
responsible.

Her high school trainer’s words blazed through her
mind. Stretching is the most important part of exercising. She
continued feeling every pull and twist. Don’t slack on it. You can
do it. Almost finished. She heaved in a deep breath of fresh air.
Spring in Brooklyn was just around the corner.

Brooke should be along any minute for their Friday
night ritual. A short run, then dinner. Pringle shifted to the
other leg and eased into a forward lunge. On the phone just an hour
ago, Brooke voiced, she had news. The conversation dictated
something in their lives would be changing yet Pringle couldn’t
imagine what. Brooke’s words replayed in her mind.

“Can’t wait to see you.” Silence.

“Sounds like something is up. Anything
wrong?”

“I have great news, but you’ll have to wait
until we meet.”

“Don’t do that to me. Any news you say is
great, is huge. I can’t wait to hear. So spill.” Brooke was an open
book. It wasn’t like her to keep secrets. No, this had an
unsettling ring to it.

“No can do. But it’s colossal. Let’s meet say
six o’ clock at the corner of Flatbush and Maple. I’ll fill you in
then.”

Pringle winced, stretching her back and raising her
arms toward the sky. What news could Brooke have that would cause
this much excitement? Pringle knew most of what went on in her
life, and Brooke knew Pringle inside and out. She hoped it was
simply that her best friend had decided to renew her contract at
the Alternative School where they both taught. It was nice having
Brooke in the same school. They often had lunch together, and
collaborated on teaching methods. But last week, Brooke received an
offer from one of the private schools in Brooklyn. That’s it.
Pringle felt smug. Can’t pull one over on this gal. Yep, it had to
be something about the job.

She was still doing stretches when Brooke arrived at
the corner. “Hey, girlfriend, get over here and tell me what’s
going on.”

Brooke gave Pringle a quick hug then started lunges.
“Hold on until I get stretched out, then I’ll give you some awesome
news.”

Brooke’s eyes sparkled, and there was a definite
flush to her cheeks. Surely, she wasn’t moving away and afraid to
tell her. Whatever it was, it had to be good. There was one thing
Pringle knew about her friend—she didn’t excite easily.

“Okay, don’t keep me in suspense. I can’t
stand it.” Pringle grunted, bending toward the sidewalk.

“Let’s get this stretching out of the way
first. I want to look you in the eye when I spill the
news.”

Pringle stood erect and scowled. “I’m not budging
until I know what’s going on. Do you love making me suffer?” She
placed both hands on her hips and waited for Brooke to spill. Her
eyes shot daggers indicating she was serious.

Brooke relaxed from a hamstring lunge. She broke
into a broad grin and in a gush of words burst out, “I’m getting
married.”

Pringle stared. Finally, she found her voice.
“You’re what?”

“Getting married!”

“You’re kidding.”

“Nope. Corey asked me on Wednesday, and I said
yes. I would have called you immediately, but wanted to enjoy
impending matrimonial bliss by myself for a few days. We intend to
get married this summer. I know it seems rushed, but honestly, it
feels right. Corey is the man I want to spend my life
with.”

Pringle stood aghast. Tremors of adrenalin rushed
through her body. Not good ones. How could she get married? Brooke
and Corey had dated for a mere six months, and while there was
little doubt they were compatible, marriage was quite another
thing.

“Are you totally sure? This is a huge
step.”

“I couldn’t be more sure. He’s fantastic. He’s
a Christian, has a great career, loves me, and wants to start a
family right away. What more could I want?” Brooke began dancing
with arms waving in the air. “Pringle, I’m on cloud
nine.”

“I’m shocked. I mean, it’s so sudden. You
haven’t even known Corey a year.”

Brooke’s expression turned to a frown, and her eyes
narrowed. “I know, but can’t you be happy for me instead of so
negative?”

Brooke was absolutely right. That old disparaging
flaw was surfacing and Pringle didn’t like it. She’d made good
progress reeling in judgmental tendencies, but every now and then,
they reappeared. Pringle broke her stance and hugged Brooke. This
was her best friend and her happiness was all that mattered.

“I’m sorry. It just caught me by surprise. Of
course, I couldn’t be happier for you. This is exciting, what a
summer we’ll have planning.”

“Well, there’s more. I want to go to Martha’s
Vineyard for the month of July as a last single girl’s thing. I’ve
taken our usual cottage and hope you’ll be able to stay the entire
month. I’ve invited Connie and Fran and maybe Stella can come too.
We can dream about the future and enjoy a time of woman power and
fun.”

“But you said you were getting married this
summer. How does that work?”

“August. That’s how it works. My plan is to
spend time with my best friends at the Vineyard and then come home
and get married.”

Trying hard not to be pessimistic, Pringle chose her
words carefully. “So, you’ll have everything planned by the time we
go?”

“Most of it. I’ll get the rest done at the
island. That is if you’ll all help. I know I’m being selfish asking
you to give me a whole month of your vacation, but you’re my best
friend and I really want you to be there the entire time if
possible.”

They had traveled to the Vineyard over several
summers, but usually only for a couple of weeks. It had become a
ritual with their small group, but what would Pringle do about her
summer job? Still, it sounded wonderful. An entire month to laze
around, reading, eating, sunbathing and boating far away from the
city.

“A month?” Pringle shifted her voice to that
of contemplation. “I don’t know. I’d intended to work part-time at
the boutique this summer. But, they said I could set my own
schedule, so wonder if I could just work June and August? I do love
the Vineyard and spending a last hurrah with my best friend before
she’s lassoed into marriage… hey I’ll make it work.”

They hugged again and again. Brooke getting married.
Amazing. Something Pringle hadn’t thought of in several years.
Okay, maybe just a little, but certainly not now.

At dinner, the talk centered on Brooke’s future.

“I don’t want marriage to interfere with our
friendship, Pringle. You’ll be welcome in our home anytime, and
we’ll still have our regular time for walks and dinner. It just
won’t be on a Friday night. Weekends will be reserved for Corey and
me. We’ll set another night during the week.”

Pringle’s scowled and her voice drew a reasoning
tone. “Yeah, but I won’t be able to pick up the phone and call
anytime I get the urge—like the middle of the night.”

“Sure you will. We’re best friends. You have
priority where no one else does. And if you don’t call me often,
I’ll be upset.”

During the rest of the dinner, they discussed plans
for the Vineyard, the excitement of Brooke’s impending marriage,
and colors for the wedding. They tossed about several ideas, before
Pringle changed the subject to Hunter.

“I’m envious,” Pringle said. “Hunter and I
have settled into a nice easy dating thing. So much so, I don’t
think we share what I’m seeing here. Everything about your face,
voice, and body language screams happy.”

“Hey girl, a marriage proposal from Hunter
can’t be far off.”

“Maybe, but like I said, our relationship is
more of a companion type. We’re more like good friends in a routine
type of relationship. Not much thrill, but still it works. I’m too
busy concentrating on getting that PhD. That’s my first priority,
and at the rate I’m going, it’ll take at least three more
years.”

“Wait a minute. PhD or not, are you saying
that your relationship lacks spark? Passion?
Excitement?”

Pringle hesitated before replying. “Something like
that. Not sure, but, I know I love him in my own way, and I do go
warm all over when I see him. You know, it’s sort of like we’ve
been married for thirty years type of thing. But forget all that, I
can’t possibly think of a personal life until you’re able to call
me Dr. Taylor.”

“And that I will. Let’s get desert, I’m still
hungry and this is a celebration.”

Pringle settled back into the booth. Her thoughts on
her life. It was full. She taught kids that didn’t have much of a
chance in life except for the Alternative School. She lived in a
great apartment just off Prospect Park, and dated a perfect man. It
couldn’t be better.

 


* * *

 


Back in her apartment, Pringle walked through the
kitchen and into her bedroom. She dropped her purse on the dresser
and reached for her P.J’s. A tune from the Oakridge Boys broke the
silence. She grabbed her cell phone and gave Hunter a warm
greeting.

“Hey you. Good timing, I just got
home.”

“Hi honey.” Hunter’s voice was low, calm, and
delicious.

Visualizing him on the other end of the line brought
an unmistakable warmth sailing through Pringle’s body. A good
feeling. Yes, in her own way, she cared for him deeply. He was good
for her.

“Hi yourself. What’s up?”

“Nothing. Just wondering how your day and
evening were, and if you had plans for breakfast.”

Pringle settled into the cushy chair next to her bed
and told him about her day at school and the tour to the stock
exchange they would be doing next week. Then Hunter gave her an
account of his day. Hunter was so easy to talk to and always had a
genuine interest in her life. Maybe that’s why they had dated for
over two years. It was wonderful sharing dreams, and bouncing off
goals that each wanted to achieve. He was her best cheerleader
toward that PhD and never complained when she had to study.

Lately he had hinted about the possibility of
marriage, or so Pringle thought. Remarks like “Maybe we should be
thinking about the future more than we do.” And, “Would you ever
want to live in Manhattan” all pointed in that direction. Pringle
ignored the comments and always changed the subject. Well, she was
only thirty, and while she loved him in a very caring way, she
hoped marriage would not enter the picture for at least two more
years. Her life was well ordered and perfect. She enjoyed having
Hunter around, but goodness they weren’t ready for marriage. Still,
if he knew her thoughts, he might leave, and she couldn’t bear the
thought of losing his friendship. It would be up to her to keep
things just the way they were. Light.

“Breakfast is scheduled at my kitchen table,
working. Oh, tonight I spent the evening with Brooke, and guess
what?”

“Can’t. Tell me.”

“Brooke and Corey are getting married. Can you
believe that? This isn’t like Brooke at all.”

“What? Getting married?”

“No jumping into marriage after only a few
months of knowing the guy. I’m concerned for her.”

“Well, guess some folks know instantly. They
seem good together, and Brooke isn’t the impulsive
type.”

“I guess. What did you do this
evening?”

“Nothing special, just poured over my finances
and projected a plan for the next two years.”

“Sounds boring. No boy’s night
out?”

“Thought about it, but it didn’t sound
appealing. Other things on my mind. Think it’s time I planned for
the future instead of living day to day. So, sure you can’t squeeze
in breakfast tomorrow?”

“I can’t, Hunter. I need to spend the morning
calculating student grades, and then come up with some suggestions
for summer reading. But we’re still on for the concert tomorrow
evening, aren’t we?”

“You bet. I’ve made dinner reservations at
Sonia’s for six. If that’s okay, I’ll pick you up at
5:30.”

“More than okay. You know how I love
Sonia’s.”

After she hung up the phone, she felt a twinge of
guilt. Hunter’s voice sounded flat after she declined breakfast.
Should have agreed to go, maybe. No, she had loads of class work to
complete before the end of the year. She also needed to go over the
plans for two field trips. Anyway, she would see him tomorrow
evening.

Pringle had trouble sleeping that night. Why was it
so easy for Brooke to make a decision about marriage? Maybe Hunter
was right. Love at first sight and all. And, from what she knew of
Corey… he was perfect for Brooke. Heavens, she and Hunter had been
dating for over two years, but marriage? She couldn’t think of
spending time or dating anyone else, but she wasn’t ready to walk
down the aisle with him either. Did she love him? She thought she
did, but enough to get married? Crazy, of course she did. She was
lucky that Hunter seemed content with their arrangement. They’d
make that decision when it was time.

Pulling the covers over her head, she scrunched
down, curled into a fetal position, and smiled. Settle down? Like,
who could be more settled than me. She worked, went to dinner with
friends, dated Hunter, cleaned house, worked on student plans at
home, researched her dissertation, and went to church. That didn’t
sound like someone who needed to settle down. More like someone who
needed to settle up.

She threw off the covers, got up and walked over to
the window. She gazed into the clear night. A luminous net of stars
covered the skies, an unusual occurrence in otherwise smoggy New
York. Life is good, she thought. She had a circle of wonderful
friends, and Marcus got a B in reading today. Still, she couldn’t
shove Brooke’s news from her mind. What was her best friend
thinking? Did she even know how she wanted to live the rest of her
life?

“Okay, maybe I’m just jealous,” she said
aloud. “After all, I’m thirty. I should be thinking about marriage
and a family. But, do I want a family? Not sure.”

The clock read 3:00 a.m. in glaring red numerals.
She walked back to bed and picked up a book from the night stand.
Life was not complicated. Tomorrow, she would grade papers, clean
house, and go to dinner with Hunter. So why were tiny shoots of
anxiety racing through her veins? Why did she feel something was
about to change?


Chapter 2

 


Hunter was prompt. He
rang the apartment buzzer at 5:30 p.m. Pringle pressed the
intercom. “I’ll be right down, Hunter.”

“How did you know it was me?”

Pringle smiled knowing he was in a great mood. “It
was either you or that other guy. I’ll only be a minute, no matter
who it is.”

“I’ll be here. No hurry.”

She placed a lace shawl around her shoulders,
grabbed her clutch bag, and locked the door.

“Hi, honey.” Her heart warmed when she saw
Hunter standing in front of her building. She was a lucky gal. No
commitments. “I’m so ready for an evening with my man.”

Hunter gave her a bear hug before opening the
outside door for them. “I brought the car, but I’d rather walk to
dinner if it’s okay with you. We can come back for the car after
dinner if you’d rather walk over to the concert.”

“I love the idea of walking. We haven’t been
able to do this for ages. So glad all the snow and ice are
gone.”

Spring in Brooklyn was always a treat after the
harsh winters. Tonight, the air was a mild sixty-eight degrees
giving a hint of summer ahead. The smell of lilacs and hardy
Jasmine filled the air as they walked along the brownstone-lined
streets of Park Slope.

Was it just a few hours ago that she wondered if she
really loved Hunter? Now, the thought seemed obsolete. Maybe it
wasn’t the most passionate relationship, but she loved being with
him. It was comfortable. Easy. He sparked conversation when needed
and lapsed into silence when it was required. And, given that he
was, what one would call a “catch” she considered herself lucky he
liked her.

Hunter was not only successful, but handsome,
with a body that screamed of hours at the gym. She knew he could
have most anyone he chose but he had been with her for over two
years, and even though she was blond and stood a lean six-foot
tall, she was only striking at best. Not pretty. Board straight
hair, sharp pointed nose, and eyes too small and close together
were not assets, and she knew it. But there is more to a
relationship than looks. Together, they shared interests and were
goal oriented in their chosen careers. Pringle looked up at Hunter
as they strolled along. I’d say we are a
perfect match.

At the restaurant, they sat at a corner table that
overlooked an herb garden edged with nasturtiums and begonias just
beginning to flower. After they ordered, Pringle fixed her eyes on
Hunter. The way he fidgeted, she could tell something was on his
mind. Not more news. Brooke’s was whopper enough. Heavens, she
hoped he hadn’t been transferred or taken a job in another state.
She would miss him terribly.

She watched as he squirmed in his chair, took a
drink of water, and leaned forward. He took Pringle’s hands in his
and gazed into her eyes. “Pringle, I’ve been thinking about
something for a long time. I have a question. I love you, and want
to take our relationship to the next level. Will you marry me?”

“What?” Pringle jerked her hands away in
shock. Had she heard right? No, it can’t
be. Just when we’re so settled.

“I know I shouldn’t have sprung it on you so
fast. I should have given you warning by leading up to it, but I’m
so nervous.” Hunter lowered his head and clenched his hands
together on the table. He looked up. “I want to marry you. We’ve
been dating for over two years, and I can’t imagine spending my
life with anyone else. I don’t want to waste any more time. I want
us to start building a life together. I’m hoping you feel the same
way.”

Pringle managed a faint smile and took Hunter’s hand
again. “I’m sorry, but I wasn’t expecting that.”

Hunter reached into his pocket and offered a small
round box. “I hope you like it. I’ve been looking for just the
right ring for months.”

“You’ve been thinking marriage for
months?”

“Yep. Gotta admit it’s been on my mind for
some time. Surely you’ve thought about it. I know I’m a bit slow on
these things, but I wanted to be sure.” He gave a small chuckle.
“Guess two years was long enough to think, huh?”

Pringle opened the box with slow painstaking
gestures. She gasped as her eyes settled on a white gold engagement
ring with two rows of baguette diamonds framing what appeared to be
a perfect emerald-cut center stone. There must be at least three
carats of diamonds in all, and they sparkled like ice.

“Hunter! It’s beautiful… and so perfect. But,
oh my… I just don’t know. I mean this is a monumental thing.” She
placed the ring back into the box and closed it. Silence followed.
The box lay where she left it.

The waiter came with their orders, breaking the
tense moment. Hunter stared at the box on the table, then picked it
up and put it back into his pocket. Minutes passed. They began
eating, surrounded by an uncomfortable strain radiating through the
air.

After what seemed like hours, Hunter spoke. “So, are
you thinking about it? Or, since you didn’t put the ring on, shall
I assume the answer is no?”

“Of course not. I’m just letting the idea
digest.” Grinning, her voice took on a soft sound as she reached
across and laid her hand on his. “Let’s finish our meal and talk on
the way to the concert.”

Eat she couldn’t. In fact they both picked at their
food before finally giving up. Hunter signaled for the check. They
stepped outside without a word. The tension was deafening.

Her thoughts raced from anxious to rational. She
didn’t want to lose Hunter—that was certain. He was stable, caring,
honest, and smart. She’d come to depend on him, and loved being
with him. They complimented each other. His low-key demeanor was
one of the things that attracted her to him, and he’d often said he
loved her assertive drive and personality. Of course she would
marry him. She loved him. Anyway there was nothing that said they
had to marry tomorrow. They’d have a long engagement.

Hunter placed his arm around Pringle as they walked
toward the park. “Honey, have I shocked you into a trance?”

“Sort of,” Pringle admitted. “But, you know I
do love you. I just hadn’t thought about marriage at the moment.
Gosh, there’s so much for us to talk about. Our work. Where we want
to live. Do we want a family right away? How we handle the money,
and bunches more.”

“Are you saying yes?”

Pringle stopped, took a deep breath and faced him.
“Yes, I am.”

Hunter hugged her and whispered in her ear. “I was
so worried you’d say no. Now, we can have all the talks you want.
I’m so happy, Pringle. I promise you won’t regret it. I’ll work
hard at being a perfect husband.”

“I can’t promise to be a perfect wife, but
I’ll be a good one.” She squeezed him. “Let’s get to the
concert.”

Hunter reached into his pocket and once again pulled
out the ring. He placed it on her finger and gave her a long
lingering kiss. “Now, I’ll enjoy the concert.”

No doubt about it, even though it seemed automatic,
Hunter was a good kisser. There were other assets also. The guy is
perfect husband material. I’m thinking a year maybe two for the
engagement. What fun we’ll have planning the rest of our lives
together. He will agree to a long engagement won’t he?

 



Chapter 3

 


Sunday, Pringle woke
from what seemed like only a couple of hours sleep. Instantly, she
began thinking about her engagement. WOW. Twenty-four hours ago,
Hunter and I were dating. Today, I am an engaged woman about to be
married. Married! It sounded uncomfortable. Odd, ten years ago when
I turned twenty, I wanted to get married more than anything. She
dreamed of walking down the aisle in a perfect wedding setting.
She’d even planned a make-believe small intimate wedding with a
designer dress, loads of fresh flowers, and candles
everywhere.

This morning, it would soon be a reality. She felt
excited but at the same time a bit uneasy. She had a life filled
with fun and challenges. Would marriage change everything? Her
thoughts bounced from wanting to get married to wondering if it was
the right thing to do. Thoughts of letting someone enter
permanently into her life were disconcerting.

She flung the covers off and bolted upright in bed.
Of course she was ready. She’d said yes, and accepted an engagement
ring from a wonderful guy. A decision like this one was huge, and
she’d made it with confidence. She and Hunter would create a
wonderful partnership. They would purchase a home together, build
equity, build a retirement income, and have two children. They
would simply need to work on some issues. There was her work and
her studies. Teaching was her life. And at the Alternative School,
not somewhere else.

She paced around the bedroom, finally going to the
kitchen to make coffee. Conflicts of marriage questions loomed. She
loved teaching underprivileged students, and the rewards of making
a difference in their lives consumed her. She thought now of
Veronica’s face when she received an A on an assigned essay, and
Marcus, the classroom troublemaker who Pringle could see had a
thirst for learning in his eyes. She loved the broad grin on
Marcus’ face when he received a B in reading.

At the first of the year, Veronica couldn’t even
spell let alone write an essay. But with the help of a volunteer
tutor and lots of patience, a new world had opened up for her.
Excitement rose just thinking about the field trip they would take
tomorrow to the Stock Exchange. No, that would be a deal breaker.
Surely Hunter wouldn’t want her to stay home and clean house. A
small anxiety attack began to build. Why, they’d never talked about
that. Wonder how he really feels on the subject. One of the things
I love is his modern thinking. No, her working would not be an
issue.

She plugged in the coffee pot and poured a huge
glass of water. Another thing, where would they live? She loved her
apartment. Down the road, they would want a home of their own, but
in the meantime the apartment would do. While not fancy, her
apartment was spacious and in a perfect location. It was just a
block from the subway, only three blocks from the Alternative
School, and within walking distance of restaurants, shops, and the
grocery. It was large enough for both of them if her roommate,
Wesley, moved out. It was her lease, so that wouldn’t be a problem.
Wesley, who worked nights on the news desk for the New York Times,
shared the apartment. She’d been apprehensive about having a male
roommate, but he assured her it would be a platonic arrangement,
and since she worked days and Wesley nights, they would only see
each other on weekends. It could work and since the two bedrooms
were on opposite sides with the living room and bath between, they
wouldn’t disturb each other.

Pringle remembered her mother’s reaction. “You’re
asking for trouble,” she said. Even so, he’d moved in. Wes came
with references and Pringle had even checked with his girlfriend,
who chuckled at Pringle’s concern. Interesting enough, they later
realized they shared a Christian faith, and began attending Sunday
services together. Wes became the big brother she never had.

Martha’s Vineyard this summer. She couldn’t give
that up. Now she was having crazy thoughts. Hunter wouldn’t want
her to miss the vineyard. He loved her friends.

Glancing around, she admired the small kitchen. No
matter how many times she came home, she was always struck by how
much she loved the apartment. The apartment had two spacious
bedrooms and one oversize bath. Bright sunlight poured through the
kitchen windows that faced the east, and the room was square with a
rectangle harvest table against one wall. The walls were white, as
were the cabinets. Black wrought iron hardware set off the
woodwork, and the huge iron chandelier mounted in the center of the
ceiling flooded light throughout. Pringle walked to the living room
and over to the large four-foot windows that framed a bay window
looking out on Calhoun Street.

“I should have a neighborhood party,” she said
aloud. “My turn is long overdue.” Her finger traced a painting hung
on a soft taupe wall and was skewed to its rightful position. She
plopped down on the floral sofa and stared across at the small
makeshift library she’d arranged on one wall. Was Wesley up? Her
ears strained to see if there was any sound coming from his room.
None. She turned on the antique lamp on the desk next to the sofa.
Noting the overflowing bookcases, she made a mental note to buy
another one soon. She loved her books and thoughts of giving some
away never entered her mind.

She stretched and yawned. Better shower. Wes would
be up soon and they’d walk to church together. She couldn’t wait to
tell him the news. He probably wouldn’t be surprised, but then
again, men don’t think about other people’s relationships. Yikes.
Wesley will need to find another place to live. Changes were
definitely coming.

 



Chapter 4

 


Groaning with pain,
Pringle sank into her favorite chair. Today, she’d apparently
aroused an entirely different group of muscles. She rubbed first
one shoulder then the other. Why had she felt the urge to move
furniture over at Mrs. Dutton’s? And all that scrubbing.
Ugh.

No matter how much soreness or how she ached, her
heart was warm and fuzzy. Her neighbor was a dear lady and always
so appreciative. But more important, Mrs. Dutton didn’t just want
the help—she needed it. Her husband died several years ago, and her
only daughter lived in another state, so there was no one to take
over the chores while she was recuperating from surgery. Pringle
loved helping, and Mrs. Dutton was a delight. So upbeat and she
always had a smile, even when pain was present.

After cleaning Mrs. Dutton’s refrigerator, Pringle
made a market run and purchased soup, eggs, milk and bread. As a
special treat, she included some ice cream and a few prepared
dinners from her own funds. It was a small gesture, but one that
drew praises from Mrs. Dutton. To see her eyes light up when she
saw the extras made any sore muscles worthwhile.

“Here, I didn’t give you enough money.” Mrs.
Dutton extended a fist full of money.

Her smile was all Pringle needed for repayment.
“Don’t even think about it,” Pringle told her. Pringle knew funds
were scarce and there were few luxury items in her world. “Let me
do this for you. You’re like the aunt I never had.”

She bent to rub her legs, then sat back and took
deep breaths. She needed to relax before tackling her own home. No
go. Maybe a hot soaking bath would be good. She pulled herself up
slowly from the comfortable chair. She sighed. Better look at the
mail first. She flipped through the usual bills and ‘resident’
stuff before opening a letter from the landlord. It would be a
renewal and Pringle was expecting it. She skimmed the text to make
sure there were no surprises. There was.

The rent was being raised a hundred dollars per
month. The next paragraph said she could rent month to month for a
three hundred increase with a thirty-day move notice if the
landlord found a renter who would sign a lease.What to do. Should
she sign another year lease? The rate hike was substantial, but
duly noted there hadn’t been an increase for three years. She
pondered the situation. The hike seemed appropriate due to
inflation. Still, no matter how many times she requested the
kitchen faucets and dripping shower to be fixed, or the living room
ceiling repaired, the requests landed on deaf ears. Perhaps they
might negotiate.

The bath could wait. Pringle bent to the floor then
slipped to a sitting position. Stretches. Ah, felt good. The
apartment lease took a back seat while she held a few yoga poses.
Better. She stood and picked up the lease letter before walking to
the kitchen for a bottle of water. She took a gulp of water and
scanned the letter once more. A grin escaped. There were no worries
here. She was getting married. She and Hunter would decide on what
would be best. She’d need to take one of the options, because they
wouldn’t be getting married for a year, maybe two. She relaxed.
Hunter’s strong suit was finance. He’d know exactly which way to
turn on this.

But what if Hunter recommended month to month and
then they changed their minds about getting married? She’d hate to
lose her apartment, and she could without a lease. Pringle heaved a
deep breath and exhaled swiftly. All of a sudden, life seemed full
of hurdles. A few days ago none of these thoughts would have
surfaced. Her routine was well defined. She taught school,
decorated her apartment as she liked, and scheduled vacations and
weekends without answering to anyone.

A knock at the door jolted her thoughts. Only Wes
and Brooke had the code to get into the downstairs front door. Must
be Brooke. Wes had his own key. Sure enough, she opened the door to
find Brooke gasping for air as she leaned into the door jam.

“Whatever possessed you to rent a third floor
walk-up?”

“Get in here girl,” Pringle said. “I’ve been
so distracted with my rent being raised I almost forgot you were
coming by this afternoon.”

“Lease time, huh.”

“Yep. But wait till you hear my other news.”
Pringle threw the lease letter on the table, clutched her face with
both hands, then threw back her head and said, “You’re never going
to believe this. Saturday night, Hunter asked me to marry
him.”

Brooke squealed and threw her arms around Pringle
jostling her up and down. “You said yes, didn’t you? I can’t
believe we’re both engaged, and it happened in the same
month—almost the same week. You did say yes, didn’t you?”

“I did, but…” Her voice drifted
off.

“But what?”

Pringle hesitated then managed to stammer, “Oh, I
don’t know Brooke, did I do the right thing? It was so sudden I
didn’t give it much thought.” Pringle toyed with the mail strewn
across the table.

Brooke stood hands on hips staring at Pringle. “If
you love him and don’t want anyone else, I’d say you did the right
thing. You’re not having second thoughts, are you?”

Pringle broke into a huge smile. “No, I don’t think
so. It’s just that I don’t want to get married for a couple of
years, and I didn’t voice that. I may be wrong but I think he wants
to get married soon.”

“Hey maybe we could have a double wedding.
That would be awesome.”

Pringle grabbed Brooke’s hand and together they
danced about the kitchen. “I don’t think you heard me. As wonderful
as that sounds, I’m thinking long engagement. I need to finish my
PhD, and I’m hoping Hunter isn’t ready to dive right into marriage.
We’re more the cautious type of folk. Yuck. That sounds old and
stodgy.”

“So you didn’t talk about a date?”

“Not yet. We’ll probably get to that by next
week. Gosh, we need to work out all the complicated stuff before we
settle on a date.”

Brooke’s eyes squinted. She leaned her head to one
side and stared at Pringle. “Complicated? Not getting that. What’s
so difficult?”

“All the decisions. You know, Hunter and I
haven’t talked about what we expect from our married life together.
Will we want children? And that’s not even touching on money
issues.”

“Gosh, I’ve never given any of those things a
single thought. He asked. I said yes. I couldn’t be happier. End of
story.”

“But haven’t you talked about all the
logistics?”

“Not really…” Brooke sat down, then continued.
“Frankly, I’ve been too busy wallowing in euphoria and bliss. Even
though we’ve only known each other a short time, I couldn’t be more
sure. But you guys have had two years. Don’t’ you know by now what
each other expects?”

Pringle shifted, her eyes squinted closed. There
were distinct differences between their relationships, but
explaining them to Brooke wasn’t easy. “You see, so far
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