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“Would you like more coffee?” The server stopped at Delayna’s table, a sympathetic expression on her face.

Dena, as her friends called her, shook her head. “I think I’ve had enough. I should be able to stay awake long enough to get home now.” She tried to joke, but when the woman, old enough to be her mother, didn’t smile, she figured she’d failed at humor, too. She shouldn’t let it bother her, but being stood up was embarrassing, as if there was something wrong with her.

As the woman moved on, she picked up her purse. Might as well go home and wallow in self-pity. Still thinking he might come, she sauntered toward the exit, watching the door, willing it to open. What had happened? Being stood up couldn’t have had anything to do with her. He’d never met her! One of her best friends, Beth Yates, set up the blind date with one of her husband’s acquaintances. Then she’d talked her into it and told her where to meet her date. As she shuffled through the door and down the sidewalk, she turned and looked again at the sign just to make sure she hadn’t gone to the wrong place.

Three words, The Best Brew, in artistic lettering graced the front of the building with a small spotlight shining from above to make sure no one missed it. “See, I told you so.” She grumbled aloud to herself. “You didn’t make a mistake. No, indeed. But Mr. Seth whatever his name is sure did. I wouldn’t step outside the door with him now if he begged on bended knee.”

She placed a hand over her middle and wondered if all the coffee she’d had was sloshing around as much as it felt like it was. If she placed her ear against her stomach, she’d probably hear the splashing. Laughing at the notion, she arrived at her car parked by the side of the street, unlocked it, and climbed in. Time to go home and pet her cat like the old spinster she was. Maybe she could knit a scarf and watch TV to complete the picture. Only she wasn’t an old maid, didn’t have a cat, and she didn’t know how to knit. She was a widow with a career who had lost the best man any woman could trust with her love. Loren had come home with a pain in his side one Friday evening and by Monday, after spending the weekend in the hospital, he’d died on the operating table.

She wiped a tear from her eye. That was a year ago, and she still couldn’t think of him without crying. She’d proven tonight that not all men were worthy of her love. Why had she let Beth talk her into going on this wild goose chase? A blind date had worked for Beth, but it wouldn’t work for her.

Certainly, Seth Whatever wasn’t worthy. Had Beth told her his last name? She didn’t think so, but she had described him, and if she ever saw a man named Seth who looked like the mental image she had, she’d make sure he knew what it felt like to be stood up.

She climbed into her car and headed home. Several minutes later, she parked in a lot near the main door of the apartment building she called home and went to her lonely apartment and collapsed on the sofa with her feet up.

She thought about calling Beth to tell her what had happened, but she wasn’t in the mood. She might call Mira later. Even though she hadn’t told her about the blind date, she’d understand and know just what to say to make everything right again. But maybe later. Right now, she just wanted to relax.

With Mira still on her mind, she tried to imagine what she would say. Mira Richards was the greatest woman she’d ever met. The first time Loran introduced them, Mira had hugged her and whispered in her ear. “I’m so glad to meet you. I have a feeling our lives will be enriched by knowing each other.”

She’d never felt so totally accepted by anyone else before or after, as she did her mother-in-law. Mira was wonderful, while her own mother had run off to find herself, leaving Dena a bewildered five-year-old with a father who stayed angry until the day he died. Most of her life, she’d thought he was angry with her, that she’d done something wrong to make her mother leave. Much later, a few months after graduating from college with a bachelor’s degree in social services, she apologized, and he told her the truth. She’d done nothing wrong. He and her mother were to blame for their own problems. He told her how proud of her he was. Because he’d been unable to help much, she’d put herself through college. He said few could do that and keep up their grades, too, but she’d graduated with a 3.8 grade point average, and that was satisfaction enough.

Even with the knowledge of her innocence, she sometimes still fought the urge to blame herself when something went wrong. Like Seth’s no show.

“I did nothing to keep him away.” She spoke aloud and felt a little better.

Her phone rang, and she automatically reached for her pocket, but the phone wasn’t there. Then she remembered. It would be in her purse since she’d been out. She ignored the memories of sitting for over an hour waiting for a jerk who hadn’t even shown his face and dug in her purse until she pulled out the phone. As another ring started, she answered. “Hello?”

“Hi, it’s Mom. Are you all right?”

The desire to seek comfort by unburdening herself almost had her telling the entire embarrassing story, but she caught herself just in time. “Yes, I’m fine. I was out and just got home.”

“Oh! Did you have a date?” Hope rang strong across the airwaves.

Dena winced at the concern in her mother-in-law’s voice. If she only knew. She looked toward the ceiling, wondering how much of a disappointment she must be, even to the woman who was more mother to her than anyone else ever had been. “Not exactly.”

“Really?” Mom’s voice took on a special note of interest that let Dena know no secret need hide now.

“Yes, my friend set me up to meet this guy. I went, but after an hour decided I might as well come home.”

“You mean he was that bad?” Mom sounded as if she’d like to give him a talking to he wouldn’t soon forget.

Dena chuckled. “I don’t know. Not even one hair on his head showed up. I’m sloshing in coffee now, and all for nothing. Or maybe I should be thankful. I’m not sure about this dating game, anyway. You know there is only one man I’ll ever love.”

“I know you and Loran were a match made in heaven, but darling, don’t you think our God is big enough to give you what you need? As much as we want Loran back in our lives, he has gone on ahead of us. We have to continue our journey, and the right partner to help us along is not something we should turn our noses up at.”

“You are including yourself in this, aren’t you?” Dena pushed herself upright. “Mom? What’s going on?”

Mira’s laughter rang out. “Now, that’s something else I need to speak to you about. Do you think you could come home with me right after church on Sunday morning? I need help with dinner if I’m to get it on the table in time.”

“Sunday dinner?” Dena leaned forward as if to pull the words from her mother-in-law’s mouth. “Are you talking special company? As with a gentleman friend you’ve been keeping a secret?”

Mira’s laughter rang out. “I knew I had a smart daughter-in-law.”
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SETH NORRIS DROVE HOME thinking up several things he could say to Chad Yates. They’d been buddies in high school but had gone their separate ways after graduation. Chad became an accountant and joined his father’s firm right here in Wayside, Arkansas. Seth had gone on after getting his bachelor’s degree to study and earn a degree in architecture.

He’d traveled around the country taking on projects for community buildings, which was his special interest. He’d even designed and consulted for a library right here in Wayside, Arkansas. The new building was open now, and he didn’t mind saying he’d had a hand in it. But he never blew his horn, although his father talked more about his accomplishments than Seth liked.

He parked at the apartment house he’d rented and planned to stay in for a while. Who knew what the future held? And that was why he shouldn’t have agreed to tonight’s blind date. He’d been set up before, and nothing came of it, so he’d figured that would be the way it went tonight. A pleasant diversion he’d move on from after a date or two.

He released a harsh laugh. A clingy date wouldn’t be an issue this time, since she didn’t even show. For over an hour, he’d sat in that coffee shop waiting for her. The woman hadn’t even had the curtesy to show her face. A fact he should be thankful for.

He went into his apartment and sat down to take off his shoes. Might as well get comfortable since he planned to use his reprieve to relax and channel surf. He carried his shoes to the bedroom and changed into some sweatpants and a t-shirt. The carpet felt good against his bare feet as he made his way back to the sofa. After arranging the throw pillows just right, he reclined against them and, using the remote, turned on the TV.

A few minutes later, his cell rang. He pulled it from his pocket and saw his dad’s image on the screen. Clicking it on, he answered. “Hi, Dad. What’s going on?”

“Nothing much, just had a question for you.”

“Okay, just a sec.” Seth put the phone on speaker and set it down so he could operate the remote. First, he turned the TV speaker volume down to just above mute.

“Okay, Dad, the TV’s adjusted now so I can hear you. What’s on your mind?”

“I’m invited to dinner on Sunday after church and thought you might like to go with me. You don’t have any plans, do you?”

“Plans? On Sunday?” Sadly, he couldn’t think of a single thing. “I guess I’m free, but what’s this about? Are you sure I should be there? I don’t want to intrude.”

He visualized his dad and some of his friends getting together, but the picture didn’t fit. None of them could cook as far as he knew. What do you plan to eat? Is it at your house?”

Dad’s chuckle didn’t reassure him. “I don’t think it’ll be like what you’re thinking. The lady who is fixing dinner is a fabulous cook. No problem there. It’s at her house, and I think her daughter-in-law might stop in. Anyway, she mentioned she might. I imagine she’s an excellent cook, too.”

Seth turned off the television. “What are you saying? You’re going to some woman’s house? Who’s this woman? A friend or neighbor?” Dad wasn’t old, but almost sixty wasn’t young, either.

“Maybe I should’ve told you about her before now. It’s Mira Richards. She attends our church. The one you haven’t seen the inside of much lately. Yes, she’s a friend. A very special friend. I’d like you to meet her. So, can you be there? Meet me at church in the morning, or I’ll come and get you. Then you won’t have any problem finding her house.”

“If I had the address, I could find it.” Seth ignored Dad’s sarcasm. So he relied on GPS to find addresses. That’s what it was for. “I’ll be at church, and I’ll be sociable. If you’re interested in her, I’m sure she’s a wonderful woman.”

“Oh, that she is.” Something in Dad’s voice let him know he’d better pretend to like this lady no matter how he felt. Just what he didn’t want. Spending his Sunday afternoon with two women he didn’t know.
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