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CHAPTER 1
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SAFECO FIELD

I walked in the door at half past midnight, tossing my purse and keys on the couch after an evening business event at a ball park. The phone rang as I headed to the stairs to crash into bed. Thinking it must be important for someone to call this late, I picked up the phone. “Hello?”

A man said in a stern voice, “Is this Susan Specht?”

I cringed, hoping no one in my family was hurt. My throat was dry from talking all evening, and I said, “Yes.”

“This is Bank of America fraud division. Were you at Safeco Field tonight by chance?”

I rolled my eyes. “Yes, I was there.”

“Did you happen to use your credit card?”

I smiled, thinking of the frequent flyer miles I’d racked up. “I did.”

“Did you spend ten-thousand-dollars tonight at Safeco Field? We doubt that’s possible and flagged it as fraud.”

I grinned. “I did, I spent ten thousand dollars tonight.”

“How is that possible?”

“It was a work event, and we rented three suites with catering and a full bar. I paid with my personal credit card to get the frequent flyer miles.”

“You spent that much money in one night?”

“Yes.”

“All right. If you’re sure this isn’t fraud, we’ll take the flag off your account.”

“I’m sure, and thanks for calling. It sounds strange, but it really happened.”

“It is most unusual. Goodbye.”

We hung up, and I fell into bed, dreaming of trips I’d take with my new frequent flyer miles.
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A LOVE STORY

A man in a tweed newsboy cap entered my daylight basement where I was holding a pottery show. I was talking with two other customers, but I noticed he opened my bedroom door and glanced in, before my friend told him that was off-limits.

I’d known him for about nine years, and he had been my second-best pottery customer at my previous shop. I kept a running tally, ranked by dollars spent, of customer’s purchases, and he came in to buy bowls fairly often to give to musician friends as gifts.

A year before, I had called him to ask if he wanted to go out with my friend, figuring they might have something in common because he played trumpet and she is an artist. After a beat of silence, he said he was giving a trumpet lesson then and that love hurt too much. I winced, said goodbye, and we hung up. 

Now, he paused by the table where I stood and picked up a ceramic bowl. He turned to me and looked into my eyes. “Do you want to go out for coffee sometime?”

I didn’t drink coffee at the time. I drank green tea. My friend’s head whipped around, and she watched us. Conversations in the room stopped.

I leapt into the sudden silence and said with a smile, “Sure, when?”

I’d mailed out postcards announcing the event to customers, and for those who lived within a mile, I added a handwritten note: ‘It’d be great to see you!’

I learned Jerry thought this was a personal invitation, a one-of-a-kind come-hither gesture via the postal service. I’d had a crush in junior high on a trumpet player in the band, and it seemed to make sense to go out with him. I’d been divorced by then for two years, and my kids were seven. It smelled of sunshine and roses, as far as I was concerned, until we had our first date.

Instead of coffee, we went out for dinner along the Ship Canal in Seattle. Riding there in his shiny red pickup, he mentioned how he had recently turned fifty, and he wasn’t happy about getting older. I bit my lower lip. I’d had a pretty perfect vision of him until this moment, after hearing him talk openly about his father’s death. I worried he might be a covert complainer who wasn’t content with his life.

We sat across from each other at the restaurant, and I was flustered when I read the lengthy menu, because it had been such a long time since I’d eaten out. I ordered salmon and fidgeted with my hands, feeling more nervous than I had expected. 

When he dropped me off and walked me to my door, he asked if he could kiss me. I froze on the spot and said no. He blinked and walked to his truck, and I went inside, locking the door and my heart.

But as the days ticked by, I realized I might have been wrong. First dates bring out nerves. What if my ‘man-picker’ was broken, and I’d made a mistake? Maybe I’d misjudged him. He was an interesting person who appreciated my artwork. He was a good listener. With my pathetic two-divorce track record, I was hyperalert to potential problems and ready to raise red flags. 

Gathering my courage, I picked up the phone and called him to apologize and invite him to Thanksgiving dinner at my house. He said no and quickly ended the call, hanging up before I did. 

I went to a performance of the Nutcracker and went up to the railing at intermission with my kids. I glanced at the trumpet section, but he wasn’t there. I later learned he hung out in what they called ‘curmudgeon corner’ with other guys, and he arrived early to make coffee for everyone. I scribbled a note on a piece of paper from my purse and asked another musician to give it to him. Days went by, and eventually, he called.

We went out a few times, when my seven-year-old kids were with their father, who lived a half-mile from me, and I lived a half-mile from Jerry. At Ray’s Boathouse one evening, we sat upstairs in the bar with candlelight, not nervousness, as our companion. He took my palm, drawing slow circles on my skin with his fingertip, giving me goosebumps. Two women at the next table kept glancing over and smiling at us. 

But a week later, I asked what he was doing for New Year’s Eve, he said he was going to a party on Mercer Island. He mentioned a hand surgeon was hosting it, and I got the feeling he was interested in her. I’ve always thought if you’re part of a couple, you spend New Year’s Eve together, so I broke it off with him. When my parents heard, they encouraged me to fly to California, and we’d go to the mud baths in Calistoga.

Potters like mud, so off I went. The mud was heavy and not as wonderful as I imagined, but my dear mom had thought up the plan to lift my spirits, and I’ll always be grateful to her for that.

We went out a few times after that and it flopped for various reasons. The next summer, I took my kids camping in Idaho. Bears opened coolers outside an RV near our tent and ate marsh mellows. I rented a cabin on a lake, where Jerry stayed as a child with his parents. A bear mauled the trash can by the door, but I slept better with a locked door between us.

Driving back from Idaho, I decided to call Jerry, because he was a nice guy, and I missed talking with him. He picked up right away and invited me to meet him at his boat the following day. Ten years later, my kids were off to college, and my daughter said, “What will you do when we’re gone? Won’t you be bored?”

I smiled. “I have a lot of things I’m going to do.”

I moved in with Jerry, sold my house, and we adopted a rescue dog, who was best man at our wedding. I was diagnosed with breast cancer, and he supported me emotionally during a year of surgeries and treatments, listening to my complaints about side effects. These days, he does the grocery shopping, cleaning, and most of the cooking, leaving me with time to write. It turns out my man-picker was broken, but I ended up with the best one in the end.
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