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Prologue

________
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I remember this time so clearly.  Janet suddenly felt the responsibility for others fall on her shoulders.  And these others were families; husbands, wives, children.  People she considered more experienced than her in living life.  Suddenly she had a lot more respect for the responsibility her parents had been carrying through the years as she was growing up.  I believe when her father asked if she was sure she wanted to play the game, he understood that she was taking on far more than she understood.  And now it is GAME ON!  

Diane
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Chapter One

Saturday, January 29, 1966
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At the Green Meadows Inn they got out of the car and into the light.  John could see she had on her trade show face.  After she returned from the ladies’ room they found the private dining room being prepared.  The waiter said another party ran late and it would be about ten minutes.  Janet went to the phone and called the four applicants.  She turned to John, "All right Mr. Richards, I'm ready to sail this ship."

John smiled, "Crewman Richards, ready for service."  Janet smiled and began checking the room.  All seemed well prepared.

Janet, "I have a prize to give out.  Come on, help me check on something." They went outside the restaurant and around the side toward the No Gossip parking lot.  Janet said, "This is dark; you got a flashlight in your car?"

John walked to his car while she waited.  He came back with the flashlight.  They explored the sidewalk up to some hedges.  It did a turn, then back again and they were in the No Gossip parking lot.  John said, "Is there some point to this?"

Janet, "After dinner my prize will be to bring our winners over here for dessert with us."

John, "We could have had time alone."

Janet, "Shush! crewman, I'm sailing my ship.  Come on, we need to get back to the dinner."

When they returned, the couples had arrived at the restaurant in a group.  They caught up and the maitre d’ took them into the private dining room.  It was a happy scene and the couples greeted them warmly.  Pierre was there with two other waiters.  When they were seated the first waiter took their drink orders.  The table had already been well prepared.  Pierre and the other waiter handed out the menus.  Pierre said, "This dinner is being provided courtesy of Berkins Enterprises.  I suggest you enjoy our very best entrees."  Pierre smiled at Janet who smiled and nodded back to him.

Pierre and the other waiter answered their questions, took their orders, and were away.  The first waiter returned with their beverages.  In the middle of the chatter, someone suggested a toast to Miss Berkins.  Then they did one to Mr. Richards.

Janet stood up and said, "Thank you.  I congratulate you all on your successful evaluation today.  Gentlemen, this ends my part of getting you hired.  I feel like I've come to know you through the paperwork and through your wives today.  I have the utmost confidence that you will be successful at the mill."  John gently kicked her foot under the table and she smiled.  Ladies, if you need any assistance in getting relocated here, I'm at your service.  Will my prize winner and her husband please stand up."  They stood.  You will receive your prize when you have finished your entree.  Don't order dessert.  You will be leaving with Mr. Richards and me.  And lastly, remember this night.  In this room, I believe we have the start of a new generation at the mill.  I know this hasn't been easy.  Thank you all."  She sat down to applause.

Mrs. Hill stood up, "I have some advice for our two hosts.  Last night you put on a very professional front.  Today we learned the truth about how much personal time you spend together.  With the next group, Miss Berkins, don't let him help you with your chair.  That was so smooth it gave it all away." Everyone laughed.  "And the other ladies asked me to thank you for having your friend Diane with us today.  It was a real joy interacting with a person of such grace and beauty.  And last, the lady at the restaurant suggested we ask about how some man got tricked into bringing in the New Year with two young ladies.  The young ladies wouldn't tell us.  Would you know anything about that, Mr. Richards?"  She sat down.

John stood up while Janet laughed.  "I would suggest a much better story would be to hear how Miss Berkins ended up in a police car on her twenty-first birthday."  Everyone laughed.  Janet held up her hands and waved them off.  John sat down.  Pierre and the other waiter arrived carrying huge platters of food.  When it was served the conversation lessened.

Janet leaned over to John, "Thank you for saying police car and not handcuffs."  John grinned and kept eating.

When the meal was finished the waiters returned for dessert orders.  Janet and John stood up and went to their prize winners.  Janet said, "Come on with us, we have a surprise for you."  As they got up there was a chorus of 'Good nights' and 'Thank you.'  They walked out to the Inn lobby.  Janet stopped them.  John noticed her demeanor had turned perky, "We are about to share with you a secret.  It will be your decision if you ever share this with anyone else.  Please respect that many local people aren't aware of this."

Mrs. Hill, "This isn't something illegal, is it?"

Janet, "That again!"  To John she said, "Do I have a dishonest face or something?"

John smiled, "You have a mischievous face—sometimes."  To the couple, "It's nothing even questionable, just kind of a special thing people tend to keep to themselves."  The couple smiled and said OK.

Janet, "Think of this as an adventure."  They led them toward the door.

Mrs. Hill, "Will I need a coat?  It's cold outside."

Janet, "We won't be outside that long.  If your sweater isn't enough, Crewman Richards will give you his jacket, right, Crewman?"

John, "Yes, Captain."

They went outside and around the walk toward the dark hedges.  Gary Hill said, "This is very dark."

Janet, "Crewman Richards, lead the way into the wilderness."  John took out his flashlight and they laughed.  John led the couple while Janet brought up the rear.  Then they were in the parking lot of the No Gossip.  The small bulb over the Pub door was the only thing visible.  Janet, "Lead us to the light, Crewman."

Their guests were now into the spirit of the adventure, laughing.  John took them to the door and they stopped.  They could barely read the word 'Pub' on the door.

Mrs. Hill, "A pub, how does anyone ever find it?"

Janet, "Only with a guide generally."

Gary Hill, "Isn't this still part of the Inn's building?"

John, into the spirit of it now, "Shhh, someone might hear."

Janet, "Inside, don't speak.  It's customary for the men to lead."

John opened the door and they entered the main pub.  The couple was transfixed with the plush old English decor and the low ceiling covered with hanging brass mugs.  John gave them a few moments to take it all in.  The bartender nodded to John.  John motioned for the couple to follow and went around the bar to what looked like a back hallway.  The couple followed grinning in amazement.  John stopped at the spiral stairway and looked at Janet.

Janet, "Can you handle this?  Men go first.  Bundle your dress like this in case someone walks by."  She nodded to John and he led them up the stairs.  When the ladies were halfway up a waiter passed by.  They both laughed, clutching their dresses tighter.

At the top of the stairs they were met by Pierre smiling, "I thought so.  Would you like a booth near the stairs or ...  "

Janet laughed, "OR.  He's protecting our secret."

Mrs. Hill whispered to her husband, "That guy sure gets around."

Pierre took them to the back booth as the couple trailed along cautiously followed by Janet and John.  They all slipped into the booth and Pierre gave them the dessert menu.  "Beverages?" he asked.  All chose water.

Mrs. Hill, "Remember this place, Gary.  If ever there was a place for lovers... .  This dessert menu is just like the one in the restaurant."

Gary Hill, "It's so dark back here, how can you tell?"

John, "This is served by the same kitchen.  You can get anything here you can get in the main dining room."

Mrs. Hill, "Oh, that's how he can be in two places at once.  There's a connecting hallway for the staff."

Janet, "He tends to follow the big tippers.  And we think he's taken a liking to us.  Our sales department parks customers here at the Inn.  They tend to take good care of us."

Pierre came back with their drinks.  "I should’ve asked, do you want this on the tab with the others?"

Janet smiled at John.  "Of course, but tonight only."  To John she said, "See?  I'm not such a bad date."

Mrs. Hill, "How long have you been dating?"

John, "Since May 8th last year, when I got off my 6 months probation."

Janet, "You remember the date!  I'm impressed.  Being the boss’s daughter I had to get permission from my father.  You would be amazed at how difficult that was.  Finally, my father gave me permission, but then I had to ask John for the date.  Now I know what guys go through.  —  So I go and politely ask him to take me to see a movie.  Turned me down flat, wasn't even polite about it.  He lets me walk away about ten feet and then calls me back.  He proposed exactly the same date in exactly the same words.  I was so mad I made him wait two days for an answer, then answered to him in a note."  They all laughed.

John, "Tell us about your children."

The couple lit up and started talking about their family.  Janet and John kept asking questions until they finished dessert.  Then Gary Hill said, "This was great but we need to go.  We're all getting together tonight to brainstorm about the best way to make the transition to this job.  Thank you for showing us your private place.  We'll leave you to it."

Mrs. Hill, "I think we'll keep your secret.  We wouldn't want it to get too crowded up here."  They said pleasant goodnights.

When they were gone, John said, "Alone at last.  You want some wine?"

Janet, "This has been a long day.  I think not; you would probably have to carry me up to bed.  On the other hand ..."

John, "This group seems to have bonded.  Did you notice they had formed up as a group when they came down to dinner?  And now they're getting together to discuss how they're going to move their families here."

Janet, "Like I said, the first of a new generation.  But it's still scary."

John, "Now you have a feeling for why the Supers were reluctant to vote in your plan."

Janet, "I was so smart.  Now I'm learning how much I didn't know."  She leaned over and put her head on John's shoulder.

John, "We should sit on the same side here more often."  He put his arm around her and they snuggled.

Janet, "Just where are you going with this?"

John, "I'm going to take you home."

Janet, "You don't need to leave a tip.  I put it on the tab."  John left one anyway.

When they retraced their path to his car, a man was standing beside it waiting.  John said, "That's the applicant I thought was reluctant."

Janet, "If he wants to talk to you, let me sit in the car so you can talk privately."

The man greeted them warmly and asked if he might have a word.  Janet went on to the passenger side of the car and John handed her his car keys.  He and the man walked off a good distance.  Loran Hammons said, "The security man told me which car was yours.  Would it be possible to see Mr. Berkins tomorrow?  He's made a great offer and my wife is going to kill me if I turn it down.  I could do this if it was three months long.  But you guys are hitting three home runs every day with no strikeouts, day after day.  But forever, day in day out, I'm not so sure.  I'd much rather be running a ‘dozer cutting out new roads for your loggers.  I may be too much of a Free Spirit for this job."

John, "Do I have your permission to tell him what you've said?"

Loran Hammons, "Sure, that would be great.  Just don't tell my wife.  How soon would you do that?"

John, "I'll be at his home tomorrow afternoon.  I have a date with Miss Berkins."

Loran Hammons, "He seems like a hard man."

John, "He is, hard as gold."

Loran Hammons, "That's an interesting way to put it.  I'm not sure what that means, but I think I like it."

John smiled, "I'll suggest he call you.  I'm sure Miss Berkins has your room number."

He thanked John and they shook hands before he walked away.  John got in the car and said, "He's a Free Spirit caught between his wife and a job he thinks might cramp his style a little too much."

Janet, "Maybe it's a mistake to bring the wives here until the guys have been evaluated.  This could put a real strain on their marriage."

John, "He wants me to ask your father if they can talk.  He gave me permission to tell him why.  I plan to do that at dinner tomorrow."

Janet, "That's a lot better than leaving a message like that on the answering machine."

John, "This is an evaluation.  If there are family problems we need to flush that out, too.  What if a wife didn't come for the evaluation then hated the town?"

Janet, "I see your point.  I'm taking too much responsibility for things I can't control."

John started the car and drove out of the parking lot.  "Could we forget about business for the rest of the evening?"

Janet, "Sure, the whole twenty minutes till you get me home."

John, "I'll take what I can get.  We have dinner tomorrow and the afternoon."

Janet, "Unless Father gets you involved in talking with this job applicant."

At home, they enjoyed an especially warm and romantic goodnight.  Janet fell asleep writing to Steve about the day.  She gave up and struggled through thankful prayers.  Then snuggling with her pillow John she fell asleep instantly.

John had trouble finding sleep.  These new men, a little older than himself, with families, all very experienced, were treating him as a superior.  He found that disconcerting.
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Chapter Two

Sunday, January 30, 1966
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Janet looked at her desk and knew all was going well.  The last batch of applicants had come through leaving her floating in a mellow mood.  She drifted out to the scheduling desk and noticed a commotion on the top of a load of logs in the receiving area.  Just then Robert burst in the back door.  "I'LL CALL FOR THE AMBULANCE!  YOU GO GET MORGAN WHEELER'S WIFE!  I DON'T THINK WE CAN GET HIM OUT ALIVE!  HE ISN'T GOING TO LAST LONG!  HURRY!"  She ran out to her parents’ car but didn't have the keys.  The spare set was in her mother's desk.  She ran back into the office and got the keys.  She ran back to the car.  Inside she got it started and drove madly out of the parking lot toward town.  It seemed to take forever.  Everyone else was in slow motion.  At last, she was at the house.  Get his wife.  Get his wife.  She started running up the walk.  What was she going to say to her?  WHAT WAS SHE GOING TO SAY TO HER?!!!  Janet sat bolt upright in bed gasping for breath.  

IT ISN'T REAL!  It's only a dream.  She sat in bed trying to calm herself, trying to slow her breathing.  Her heart was pounding and she was trembling.  She thought, how could that dream be so real?  She looked at the clock, 4:30.  It took awhile before she lay back in bed.  She thought, how could a dream be so frightening?  Pillow John was on the floor.  She pulled him back into bed with her and snuggled.  Things began to feel more normal as she began to relax.  But she still felt stunned.  When her breathing returned to normal, she drifted off into a fitful sleep again.

––––––––
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At breakfast she told her father one of the men had talked to John as they were leaving the Inn.  She knew John planned to tell him about that when they came home after church.  Everything seemed quite normal.  It was reassuring to be in the Sunday routine.

In church, John sat by her father for the fourth Sunday in a row.  When Janet turned to look at Diane, Diane held up four fingers and smiled.

After church John said, "You still look a bit worn down.  Still recovering from yesterday?"

Janet, "I didn't sleep well.  I had a nightmare about an accident at the mill.  It was so real."

John, "You're facing the reality of that possibility.  It's what keeps us safe, knowing it's possible."

Janet, "Thank you, professor psychologist.  You guys have to come to terms with that, don't you?"

John, "Very early on, long before I got here.  In Atlanta, I feared being buried under tons of wet concrete.  Those who don't come to terms with it don't stay long.  —  Did you notice all four couples were together in the back of the church this morning?"

Janet, "Really?  I didn't think to look.  That's wonderful!"

Janet rode home with John.  They sat in the living room and George came in to join them.  Janet realized he was giving John the chance to talk about the man having reservations.  When John finished, George nodded he understood and left.  He went out to the kitchen and called the Logging Superintendent.  He asked if he didn't have a ‘dozer operator approaching retirement.  The Superintendent said, yes, in the fall.  George explained the situation.  The Superintendent said he'd been thinking it was about time to start training a replacement.  George asked the Logging Superintendent to hang loose after his dinner.  He might want him to go with him to meet the man.

Nothing more was said about it during dinner which was warm and friendly.  Strangely neither George or John wanted to talk about the mill or the applicant evaluations.  Janet and Molly made small talk and the men made light-hearted comments.  After dinner, George asked Janet to call the reluctant applicant.  George asked her and John to wait at the kitchen table while he talked with him.

The wife answered.  Janet said, "Hello, this is Janet Berkins."

Wife, "Your church service was wonderful.  Did you know we were there?"

Janet, "John told me afterward.  He said all of you were there."

Wife, "We've been talking about the job.  My husband said he asked to meet with Mr. Berkins.  It's a hard thing but I know my husband.  For a hardworking disciplined man he is a bit of a Free Spirit."

Janet, "Mr. Berkins asked me to get him on the phone.  They can work it out."  Janet heard the wife tell him Mr. Berkins was calling.  Janet handed the phone to her father and sat down with John at the table.

George exchanged greetings with the man then said, "Mr. Richards explained what you told him last night.  Before you say anything more I have one question.  Were you serious about wanting to run a ‘dozer in the forest?"

Applicant, "Well, yes, I assume given the tracts of land, the loggers must need roads.  I would love to be out there in the woods with them."

Grumpy Boss gruffly, "You wanted to meet.  Your room in thirty minutes, OK?"

Applicant, "Of course."

George hung up the phone without a goodbye.  He dialed the Logging Superintendent.  "Can you meet me at the Green Meadows Inn in 25 minutes?"  George hung up the phone and said to John, "Come with me."

Janet, "What about me and, if I'm not invited, my date?"

Grumpy Boss gruffly, "This is man's work."

Janet stood up to him.  "Then I want my man here for dinner tonight."

George looked at Molly who was smiling.  Grumpy Boss said gruffly, "Done!"

George and John left.  Janet was irritated and Molly laughed.  Molly said, "You wanted to play the game and push, quote, MY MAN, unquote."

Janet, "I did say that, didn't I?  Well, I didn't want to push him out the door when we have a date."

Molly, "Your father's taking him under his wing.  Count your blessings."

Janet, "The man was comfortable talking to John; that's why he's taking him."

Molly, "That, too."  She teased, "Why don't you go write Steve a letter?"

Janet, "Mother!"  Then she remembered.  "I was falling asleep last night.  I have to finish that letter.  Good idea; maybe they'll be back by the time I finish."  Janet started to leave the kitchen.

Molly smiled, "Make time to set the dining room table since you invited a guest tonight."

––––––––
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At the Green Meadows Inn George, the Logging Superintendent, and John sat in the lobby.  Huddled close, George explained the recruitment, their evaluation, and the job offer he had made to the man.  

Logging Super, "You hire airline pilots; I hire stunt pilots.  I want to be sure this guy's truly a Free Spirit."

George, "Let's go see him."  Together they went upstairs to the room.  When the man opened the door, Grumpy Boss introduced the Logging Superintendent to him and his wife.  George and John held back.

Logging Super, "So you'd rather run a ‘dozer in the forest than take some pansy job at the mill?"

The applicant looked at George.  "I might have said that a little different but you have the general idea."

Logging Super, "Let's go for a ride."  To the man's wife he said, "We might be awhile; don't wait up."  The applicant grabbed his coat, waved to his wife, and they left.

George laughed, "The last time he said that to me we ended up on top of a mountain about twenty miles into the forest.  He brought his four-wheel-drive pickup.  I think we can see where it's parked from the window."  They all walked to the window and George pointed out the pickup with oversized mud tires.  They watched the Logging Super throw the truck keys to the applicant and get in the passenger side.

Wife, "If they go into the woods my husband will be in heaven."

George, "I'm George Berkins, Janet's father.  You've met John, my daughter's friend who works at the mill.  You and I haven't had a chance to talk.  May we visit for a few minutes?"

Wife, "Please do."  They all found chairs.

George asked about her children and where they lived.  After awhile, she realized she was doing all the talking and asked, "And what do you do at the mill?"

George warmly, "I hang out in the mill office mostly and in the mill yard.  My specialty is asking embarrassing questions."

John, "He manages the mill.  He's also the CEO of the corporation."

Wife, "Your daughter did a wonderful job showing us the town.  I was so excited about everything, my husband was afraid to tell me of his reservations about the job.  But I know him well enough never to box him in."

George, "Well, maybe it will all work out.  We better be going.  Don't be concerned if they're quite late getting back.  The longer they're gone the better the Logging Super likes him and his driving."

They said their goodbyes and left.  Grumpy Father said, "My daughter doesn't like turning HER MAN loose.  How do you feel about being 'her man?'"

John, "And she accuses me of not wanting to share when she has other dates."

Grumpy Father, "And about being HER MAN?"

John, "Honored, a little scared.  Your daughter is a lot to live up to."

Grumpy Father, "She likes going out on the edge.  This recruitment thing has caused her to look down.  She sees how far down it can be.  It's like the first real scare you got operating heavy equipment.  When you realized just how far wrong things could go.  She has to come to terms with it."

John, "She talked about that last night.  She's dealing with it."

Grumpy Father, "You understand.  You can help her with it in ways the rest of us can't.  It's a small needle to thread for someone who cares about people as much as she does."

John, "Yes, sir, I'll do my best."  John screwed up his courage and asked, "And how do you feel about her calling me 'her man?'"

Grumpy Father said disapprovingly, "Well, I guess you're the best of the lot."  His tone suggested a bad lot.

John felt his face flush thinking George's kidding around was indicating some sort of acceptance.  "Thank you, sir."

George grinned at him, "Just hang in there, son.  You've got a long way to go."  George thought, perhaps I shouldn't have used the word son.

––––––––
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Janet had completed her letter to Steve before they returned.  She set the table for supper.  Then she and John went for a long drive.  When they were out of town, John thought she was distant.  He said, "So you had a bad dream last night.  Want to tell me about it?"

Janet, "Do you remember I told you I got chewed out Friday before the dinner?"  John nodded he did.  "Mother told me a story about men on an aircraft carrier in World War II."  Janet told him the story.

John, "I think it was in a movie.  I suspect that was repeated many times during the war."

Janet "How does anyone get to the captain's state of mind?"

John, "Let me ask you the same question in a more personal way.  How did your Uncle Handleman get to the state of mind where he could send a little girl out on a stormy lake in a small sailboat?"  He watched  Janet pull back into herself.

Janet thought about it for awhile.  "At the time I thought I might die.  But actually now considering the buoyant wet suit and life jacket, there was little chance I would drown or get hypothermia.  Even if I had been knocked out I would have floated face up.  Even if I had lost the boat I would have eventually been blown to shore or Ward in a larger powerboat would have come and found me.  But I understand your question."

Janet thought about it for a long time.  "I guess he thought it was an important thing to do.  And that he was the best one to do it."  She took a deep breath.  "And he was willing to risk the consequences."

John, "I think you could scale that up to the captain of an aircraft carrier in war."

Janet thought about that as John drove slowly through the mountain roads.  She said, "And you are suggesting I could scale it to my work at the mill?  The questions are the same.  Including am I willing to risk the most horrible of consequences to accomplish the ultimate good."

John, "I think you've got it.  What you’re doing now is exactly what the Supers were doing leading up to voting on your proposal."

Janet, "I thought I knew so much.  Now I'm just starting to learn.  My parents deal with this every day, as do each of you who work in the yard."

John, "Courage would be to fully understand that and then go right back to the flirty way you were."

Janet thought about Steve's transition to being a soldier.  —  He said there was no going back.  —  She asked, "You think that's possible?"

John, "I think you can turn it on and off.  The men at the mill turn it off when they go home at night."

Janet, "But YOU never fully turn it off, do you?"

John, "It goes pretty deep into the background, like when I'm dancing with you.  But it's always there ready to come back in an instant."

Janet, "Then the trick is to come to terms with it, then learn to put it in the background."

John, "That's probably a good way to put it."

Janet, "A soldier in combat, can they do that?"

John, "I don't know, but I suspect not.  Not until they've been away from it for awhile."

Janet took a deep breath and looked at him.  "I think my parents would call this growing up."

John, "I think your parents appreciate what you're going through far more than you think."

Janet thought, I'll bet my father talked with him.  Way to go, John!

John, "Could you practice that turning it off thing and make love to me the rest of the day?"

Janet smiled, "What ya got in mind?"

John, "You could hold my hand when I'm not shifting."

Janet laughed, "Fantastic!"

They kept the conversation light until returning in time for the evening meal.  As they waited in the living room she remembered the 6 p.m. date calls.  To John she said, "Back in a flash."  She went to the kitchen and turned the volume all the way down on the answering machine.  She unplugged the big four-pin phone plug from the wall so the phone bell wouldn't ring.  Back in the living room, she said with a smile, "Now where were we?"  She tempted him to kiss her, unsuccessfully.  "If you're worried about my father, he's still upstairs.  We'll hear the bedroom door open.  Mother has food on the stove, she won't leave the kitchen."  They enjoyed a long passionate kiss.

John, "It feels like you're back to normal."

Janet, "Normal is an illusion.  The only constant is change."

John, "Then I like the way change is headed at the moment."  They heard the upstairs door open.

Janet smiled, "See?  Another change."  She scooted away to put some space between them.

George stopped by the living room door.  "I've heard from three of the applicants.  They are staying over tomorrow to rent temporary housing.  They want a week to get moved and anticipate starting a week from tomorrow.  I haven't heard anything from our Free Spirit or the Logging Super."  Then he went on to the kitchen.  John smiled at Janet as she took a deep breath.

Just before 6 o'clock, they were seated for supper in the dining room.  Her father said the blessing, again mentioning the new applicants and their families.  John and her father got into a discussion about logging roads in the forest.  Her mother said to Janet, "Look, it's 6 o'clock."

Janet smiled, "Time flies when you're having fun."

Molly let it pass.  A few minutes later Molly and Janet recognized the faint click of the answering machine.  Janet gave her mother another smile and Molly laughed.  In a few minutes, they recognized another click.  When there was a third, Molly frowned at her.  Normally either Ron or Tom would not make a call.  When there was a fourth click, Molly gave her a hard look.

Janet, "I'll check it."  She got up from the table and went to the answering machine to rewind the tape.  She started it playing and turned up the volume just enough to hear Donald's voice.  She turned it back down and waited for the second message.  It was from Tom and she turned it down.  The third was not Ron and she turned it up louder.

Free spirit applicant, "... Super asked me to meet him tomorrow morning at your office.  He wants to review my paperwork.  He said he's leaning toward offering me a job.  Thanks for everything.  I'll be at your office tomorrow morning at 8."

The fourth message was from the Logging Super.  "This guy's a Free Spirit, all right.  He can really handle my truck in the woods.  I asked him to meet me at the mill office on opening tomorrow so I can pick up his paperwork.  I'll take him.  I may make him my personal driver until I need him on a ‘dozer."  Janet heard George laugh.

She plugged in the phone and went back to her place at the table.  George smiled at Janet and said, "I guess you're four for four."

Janet, "Only three for the mill.  I need a way to sort out the Free Spirits."

That night Janet wrote Steve all the BETS news.  The game was on and tomorrow she would help them all find rental housing.  8 to go, she thought, if none bomb out during probation which should end in July.  July, she thought, the end of July would nearly complete Steve's tour.  Now she had confidence in her methods.  She decided to go full speed ahead if the Supers would allow it.  If she could have all 11 hired by the end of April, they would all be through probation well before the end-of-year break.  That would give her time to institute the more formal parts of the training program if the Supers would allow it that fast.  Now her fear was turning into energy and action.  She looked forward to tomorrow so she could get started.
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Chapter Three

January 31, 1966
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Monday morning breakfast was normal, hustle and get to work.  Janet rode with her parents as she had been doing.  The Free Spirit candidate was waiting in his car.  When they opened the office, he got out and came inside.  Molly greeted him and he explained he was to meet the Logging Super there.  She pointed him to the chair by the file cabinets.  He watched as everyone was busy with their Monday routine.

At 5 to 8, the Logging Super entered saying good morning to everyone in general.  Then to George he said,  "May I see the applicant's paperwork?"  George pointed him toward Janet.  She had it ready on her desk and handed him everything.  He stood in front of the applicant while he slowly and carefully read through it.  Then he said, "What did Mr. Berkins offer you?"

Applicant, "Mr. Berkins, may I show him?"  George waved without looking around.  The applicant gave him the paper with the pay scales.  The Logging Super studied the paper then said, "And you were going to turn this down?"

Applicant, "The offer is more than fair.  I explained my reasons."

Logging Super, "Well, I guess I shouldn't offer you any less.  If you want to work for me, come on out to my truck and we'll work out the details." Janet smiled when she saw his face light up.  Logging Super, "May I take his paperwork?"

George turned to Janet, "You need any of that?"

Janet smiled, "No, sir.  If he doesn't want to work for us, good riddance!"

The applicant laughed.  "Thank you, Miss Berkins, for all you did to bring me here."

Grumpy Boss, "Get him out of here.  We have work to do."  They went to the Logging Super's truck.  George said to Janet, "All's well that ends well, don't you think?"

Janet, "I'm pleased, especially for his wife."  They all went back to work.

In a little while, they heard the loud mufflers as the Logging Super's truck started.  George went to the front door.  He laughed and said, "He has the new hire driving.  I guess he's starting work today.  Janet, if his wife needs help getting settled here, help her just as you would any of the others."

Janet, "Yes, sir."  Janet went to her office and called the man's wife at the Inn.  Janet told her what had happened and asked her to call if she needed any help moving.  She explained their car was at the mill office and offered to have someone pick her up to bring her there if she needed it.

And so the week went.  Janet and Molly handled scheduling.  Janet pushed along with her work on advertising and checking out applicants.  She also helped out where she could in getting the families moved to housing in the Berkinsville area.  At the end of each day, she and John worked on the start of training for the three new men the next week.
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Friday at closing John reported to Janet that the Supers were ready for the 3 new recruits, if they had completed their moves and could report for work Monday.  Janet said, "All seems to be on schedule.  It was a lot for each of them to do in one week."

John, "The Supers understand.  It won't be a problem if it takes longer.  They're all pleased with what you’ve done to make this happen so quickly."

Janet, "I need to clear the decks for the next group.  I'm shooting for February 18."

John, "Really?  Mrs. Johnson may have to complete the apartments on my floor."

Janet, "You ready to take me home?"

John, "I'd be a lot more ready if it were my dinner date night."

Janet, "Yep, doesn't like to share.  Are my parents gone?"

John leaned back and looked out of the training office.  "Yep, they're gone." Janet got up and sat down in his lap.  He said, "The arms on these chairs make this awkward."

Janet smiled down at him, "Doesn't it though."  She teased him to kiss her and they enjoyed a prolonged passionate kiss.  Janet whispered, "My date tonight will never receive any sort of kiss like that."

John said, "Then why bother going?"

Janet smiled, "For complicated reasons that will eventually play out in your favor.  You have me all day Sunday."  She kissed him again.  "Now take me home please."
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That evening Donald picked her up to go dancing.  Janet teased him, "I was surprised you called Sunday.  I thought you might have a new dance partner by this weekend."

Donald, "I don't know if she dances."

Janet, "If you asked she might tell you.  Does she have a name yet?"

Donald, "She's had a name since she was a very small baby."

Janet laughed, "Wow!  You've really been checking her out."  Janet waited for him to tell her what happened.

Donald, "I did what you suggested.  I put the envelope with the poems on her desk and went to my normal seat.  When she came in she seemed a bit confused by the envelope.  She looked at what was in it then got her stuff ready for class.  When she read the first page she looked amused.  She kind of looked around the room then glanced at the other pages and put it away.  For the first time, she was quiet in class.”

Janet, "Of course you were waving at her and she didn't see you."

Donald, "Actually, I was afraid she was going to hold them up and make a big deal about them.  I was laying low."

Janet, "The mysterious approach.  Very original."

Donald, "After class, she went outside to a bench and carefully read them all.  At first she seemed amused.  But by the end, she was more serious.  She looked around but I was a long way off behind a glass door.  There was no way she could see me."

Janet, "Sure.  Play hard to find.  Don't make it easy for her."

Donald, "The next class was Wednesday.  She came in and took out the envelope and walked around a bit with it, looking at various guys.  No one reacted to the envelope.  She didn't come to the back of the classroom."

Janet, "Good move.  Make her work hard to find you."

Donald, "Have your fun!  This is really scary stuff for me."

Janet, "Sorry."

Donald, "Next class, Friday, she did the same thing, standing in front of several guys looking for a reaction to the envelope.  Nothing.  During that class we were assigned some poetry work.  We had to read a lot of technical material about poetry and write a poem about some well-known piece of artwork.  It was due the following Monday.  Over the weekend I wrote about one of Michelangelo’s hand sculptures.  Monday she came in and sat studying people all around the classroom.  I was just about the farthest away from her.  I kept my head down.  We turned in our poetry that day."

Donald was driving and paused because of some traffic at a signal where he needed to turn left.  When he was back on the open road he continued, "Wednesday she seemed to have given up trying to figure out who gave her the envelope.  The professor said all the poetry was technically correct.  Artistically he judged it forgettable except for two poems.  He asked another girl to come to the front of the class and read her poem.  The second one was mine and I had to read it to the class."

Janet, "Was that difficult for you?"

Donald, "Not really.  Being a business major, I was pleased to beat out all the English majors.  When I finished I glanced at the girl.  —  She was giving me a funny, determined, 'got you' grin.  I'm sure I blushed."

Janet, "Good for her!"

Donald, "After class, she walked back to me and asked if I would like to go for coffee.  God! she's beautiful, Janet.  I was at a loss for words.  She took my arm and we went and had coffee.  She took the poems out and read them to me.  She reads them in perfect meter.  I was still at a loss for words but I had several more poems I had written about her.  I took them out and gave them to her.  I could tell she was pleased.  She asked me to sign them.  She asked for my phone number and I wrote that on a piece of paper and gave it to her.  She asked me to sign the poems I had given her in the envelope."

Janet, "At this point, had you actually spoken to her?"

Donald blushed, "Well  —  actually no.  I was still at a loss for words but she seemed OK with that."

Janet, "I think she might have gotten some clue about your interest from the poems."

Donald, "She asked if I would like to have coffee again after class today and I told her I would."

Janet, "You actually said the word, 'yes'?"

Donald hesitated, "I might have nodded my head."

Janet couldn't help laughing. "Way to go, Donald.  Up to the second date without speaking a word.  I'm impressed!"

Donald, "She was so nice.  She kissed me on the cheek before she left."

Janet didn't want to give him a hard time or embarrass him further.  She moved over to the center part of the seat and took his hand.

Donald, "She had my phone number and called while I was in class Thursday.  Ron took the call.  He said he convinced her I was normal, just a little shy around girls."

Janet, "It would really help if I had a name to hang on this young lady."

Donald said her name with emotion, "Donna.  Donna Wiggins."

Janet, "Did you get her phone number?"

Donald, "She gave it to Ron, just in case I wanted to call her."

Janet laughed, "Without a word you have a second date, her phone number, and a kiss on the cheek.  If you ever actually speak to her, Don, who knows where this could go!"

Donald, "Actually, we had coffee again this afternoon and I asked her to dinner tomorrow night.  She said she would like that, we could talk."

Janet laughed, "I just knew you would get around to talking to her eventually!"

Donald, "She's an English major.  Wants to get her doctorate and become a college professor."

Janet smiled and didn't ask anymore.  She thought, getting her doctorate should keep her around Paramount City for awhile.  That night Donald's dancing was a little distracted.  She kept smiling at him and he would look embarrassed.  She was careful not to add to his stress on the way home.

––––––––
[image: image]


Saturday morning Molly called Janet down to the phone.  Molly said, "I heard this girl's voice on the answering machine asking for you.  So I picked up.  She says Ron suggested she call you.  Her name is Donna."

Janet laughed, "I know who it is.  I'll take it."

Janet spoke into the phone while pulling a kitchen chair around to sit, "Hi, this is Janet."

Donna, "Ron Webb suggested I call you.  He said you've known Donald for a long time.  I hope I'm not being too forward by calling you."

Janet, "Not at all.  Actually, I'm very pleased to meet you even by phone."

Donna, "Well, this is awkward, I don't quite know where to start ..."

Janet, "Maybe I can help.  You are taking a creative writing class and someone left an envelope with pages of poetry on your desk.  A kind of secret admirer?"

Donna, "Yes, go on if you want."

Janet, "You couldn't figure out who left it until you heard Donald read poetry to the class?"

Donna, "Yes, that's right."

Janet, "You tried to give him the opportunity to talk with you and he was speechless and a little frightened."

Donna, "You really do know him."

Janet, "So you invited him to coffee and he was sweet but still couldn't talk."

Donna, "Yes, but he gave me some more poetry.  That made up for a lot of not talking."

Janet explained that she went to high school with Donald and how they got together in dance class.  She explained about how their dancing had helped him with his shyness.  Also that they were dating because they enjoyed dancing together, nothing more, and that she had a serious boyfriend.  Janet said, "Donald has a new attack of shyness because for the first time he has fallen head over heels into infatuation.  He was afraid to strike up a conversation with you.  I'm the guilty party who suggested he leave the poetry for you to find.  I didn't realize he would hide from you for so long.  He was so frightened I didn't have the heart to tell him to just introduce himself."

Donna, "Thank you, I'm beginning to understand.  At first, I thought it a neat approach.  Then, when I couldn't figure out who it was, I began to think I might have a problem on my hands.  When I saw who it was, I realized he was just very shy."

Janet, "I did encourage him to be a little more direct about it."

Donna, "Well ...  Actually I get a little more of that than I want.  I might have sent him off.  Do you realize how good his poetry is?"

Janet, "I found out by accident he was writing.  I didn't get to read much of it.  Only when he would leave it out where I could find it.  But he never shared much with me until two weeks ago.  We were at a dance.  He told me there was a girl in his creative writing class.  That was all he said.  He took me out to his car and showed me the first six poems.  I thought they were great but have no way of judging their true quality."

Donna, "I'm an English major.  He has a special talent."

Janet, "I'm pleased to hear that.  I think you will find him to be a perfect gentleman.  He’s always been that with me.  Don't let his shyness fool you.  There's a real man there.  Get him to take you dancing and you'll get a sense of it.  He's a perfect lead."

Donna, "I'm afraid I only like the older formal dances, not the new ones."

Janet, "Perfect.  That's what he likes.  Watch out for the jitterbug.  If you don't have experience with it, he'll send you off into space."

Donna, "You've put me at ease about this.  I'm a bit curious about some other things but I don't want to push this too far."

Janet, "If it helps you be at ease with Donald, go ahead."

Donna, "The guys he rooms with, Ron and another guy."

Janet, "Ron is pre-law.  He's fine.  You can trust him.  His last name is Webb.  His father runs a big law firm in this county.  The other roommate is Tom Hankins.  He hasn't quite grown up yet and can be a bit of a problem at times.  Ron and Donald tend to keep him in line.  Tom's father owns and runs the bank here in Berkinsville."

Donna, "Really?  And your last name is Berkins living in Berkinsville?"

Janet laughed, "Dispite what Ron may have told you, the town wasn't named after me.  My great-grandfather developed the mill here.  My father runs it now.  He's the CEO and owner of Berkins Enterprises."

Donna, "Good grief, to quote Charlie Brown.  I've tied into the whole aristocracy up there.  —  What about Donald?"

Janet laughed, "You like new cars?"

Donna, "Doesn't everyone?"

Janet, "His father owns and runs the big car dealership up here, Vald Ford.  If you let Donald take you out, you will always ride in style."

Donna, "Oh my!  Well, I didn't want to get involved with anyone just now.  But I guess I have and I'll just have to make the best of it."

Janet, "My guy kind of sneaked up on me before I was ready.  I want to let you in on something about Donald's situation.  There is a trap I wouldn't want you to fall into unawares.  Ron and I think Donald should be an English major.  But his father has built that car dealership and is sending Donald through business college to run it with him and take it over someday.  His father sees that as a great gift to Donald.  I've considered going to his father and talking to him about Donald's real interests.  Anyone who did that would probably be looked on as a troublemaker.  I created a bit of tension just suggesting Donald take the creative writing class as an elective.  Ron and I have decided to be supportive of Donald and let the chips fall where they may.  I wouldn't presume to tell you what to do, or assume you might want to become seriously involved with Donald.  I just want to make you aware of that situation since you are an English major.  It would be a natural thing if you see that interest and talent in Donald and want to steer him in that direction."

Donna, "I appreciate the heads-up on that.  Now let me ask you something.  You're dating Donald.  What if our thing blossoms and he stops calling you?"

Janet, "I would miss dancing with him.  But I never expected that to last forever.  I would like to maintain his long-term friendship.  If he were to forget about me because of another interest, that wouldn't be a problem for me.  It would just be more nights to have dinner with my main interest."

Donna, "Well, who knows.  I doubt I will ever have the opportunity to meet anyone like Donald again.  I'm going to try to get to know him.  It's great to be able to talk with you so openly about things.  I feel much more at ease about this now.  Thank you so much."

Janet, "You're welcome.  I would love to get together with you sometime when I'm down there.  Good luck with Donald.  Call me anytime."

Donna, "We'll get together.  Bye."

Janet hung up thinking she sounds very nice.  —  Well, Donald, I think your life is about to become much more interesting!
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Later Janet received a call from Diane.  Janet said, "What's doing?"

Diane, "I'm supposed to be working but it's raining."

Janet, "Poor you.  Donald's attracted a girlfriend.  She just called me checking him out."

Diane, "How would she know to do that?  Did he give you as a reference?"

Janet laughed, "No.  She talked to Ronald.  He gave her my number to convince her Don is shy, not dangerous.  We had a good chat.  She's nice."

Diane, "Good for Donald.  How's your love life?  No, never mind, don't depress me.  Oh!  But I have news!"

Janet, "Love life news?"

Diane hesitated, "Sort of, just not romantic love.  The pastor's wife wrote me a letter of introduction to the palliative group down here.  I've linked up with them.  See, I listen to my friend like a sister."

Janet, "I'm NOT going to any funerals in Florida!"

Diane laughed.  "They can't assign me to cases because of my irregular unpredictable schedule.  I'm helping out by working with others.  They have a home for old Army retirees, mostly from World War I.  The palliative group seems to always have one or two dying there.  I visit with them but the fun part is they like for me to visit with the others who are just old and in bad shape."

Janet, "That's fun?"

Diane, "For the most part they only want someone to talk with.  And they are characters!  It cures my loneliness every time I go there."

Janet, "If it works I'm glad for you."

Diane, "One funny thing, the first time I went there, they had a nurse going into each room ahead of me.  I had to wait in the hall.  About the fourth room, I said to her, everyone decent?  She says, 'You think that's why I'm going in there first?  Honey, you're so beautiful, I don't want any of those old codgers popping off, thinking they're leaving with an angel from heaven.  I'm telling them the person coming in to visit ain't no angel.'"

Janet laughed, "That's some introduction, she ain't no angel."

Diane laughed, "That's what they've nicknamed me, No Angel."

Janet laughed, "There might be some wishful thinking in that."

Diane, "If so, they're very respectful.  If my looks help to brighten their days it's so little for me to do.  And like I said, they're a lot of fun.  They seem to be less reactive to me than young guys.  Perhaps their eyesight is pretty bad."

Janet, "What about the dying ones?"

Diane, "That's a whole different thing.  It's like something holy.  I haven't found the words to describe it.  —  It's not like the girl over at Lake Charlotte.  These men are old.  It's more like they're going home.  These palliative people, they don't say much but you can sense something very special."

Janet, "I'm glad you've found something rewarding to chase the loneliness.  Let's see, probably about 60 to 90, keep an eye out for grandsons and great-grandsons."

Diane laughed, "The guys I'm visiting don't have much family.  That's why they want me there.  Wait!  The sun just came out.  I better go check in."

Janet, "Thanks for calling."  They hung up.

Janet thought, Diane's more of an angel than I could ever be.  God bless her.

Janet did her chores and prepared for her Saturday night date with Tom.  On the date, she tried to explain to Tom about the recruiting program, but he cut her off saying, "Dad mentioned they opened several new accounts at the bank."  Janet let it go at that and tried to enjoy the evening.
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Sunday John was sitting by her father in church again.  They enjoyed a pleasant dinner with Janet's parents.  The cold rainy weather made it fortunate they had received two movies at the library movie room.  When he took her home they sat in John's car in front of the Berkins home.  Janet said, "Tomorrow you may have three new recruits in the mill yard.  From what I've heard they all have moved here in some fashion."

John, "The Supers are ready.  You can feel the change in attitude.  It's no longer ‘make everything run as smoothly as possible.’  It's ‘let's get these guys up to speed.’  There's new excitement in the air."

Janet, "How do you feel about all that?  Do you know what your role will be?"

John, "I feel a great responsibility to help these guys understand what we're doing.  The Supers want me to do that.  I think they're going to float me to wherever they need me."

Janet, "There is a new feel to all this.  Mom said to me as we were hustling in the office, 'This is like our first days running the office back when it was exciting.'"  Janet continued, "I keep thinking I'm doing this for us, our relationship.  Moving you to Supervisor so you won't hold back with me."

John, "I'm taking it one day and one week at a time.  I'll start thinking about that when we get to the end of this year."

Janet, "Start thinking about making Super or start thinking about not holding back with me?"

John, "Ask me that in December.  As I recall, you have a complicated life."

Janet smiled, "Complications can be resolved," thinking about September.

John, "You let me know when that happens."

Janet pulled the locket out of her blouse and opened up the compass. "Looks like we're on the right course."  She smiled at his discomfort, closed the compass, and put the locket back in her blouse.

John, "Just be careful not to jinx us."

Janet, "Let's deal with that negative thought.  Repeat after me, ‘I'm the guy who got by all the ugly stuff early so everything could be great from now on.’"

John smiled, "I'm the guy who got by all the ugly stuff early so everything could be great from now on."  He felt a twinge in his gut.

Janet, "Did it hurt that much?"

John, "It's a scary thought, like tempting fate."

Janet, "Make it into a prayer.  Lord, make me the guy who got by all the ugly stuff early so everything could be great from now on."

John, "I'll try that."

Janet looked at her watch.  "It's getting close to suppertime.  I wish I could invite you in."

John, "You got away with that last week.  Let's not push our luck.  Come on, I'll walk you to that spot on the sidewalk where we can't see any of the Berkins' windows."

Janet, "Excellent choice!"

They enjoyed a passionate farewell before he walked her to the porch. 
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Chapter Four

Thursday, February 10, 1966
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At the end of shift, Janet asked John, "Well, what did the Supers say?  Are we GO for evaluating the new group on the 18th?"

John, "You're really pushing it.  No one was comfortable with that."

Janet, "So?"

John, "They decided to take a vote.  One of the Supers, I'd rather not say which one, said, 'I've been her biggest critic.  But this is going better than any of us thought possible.  I think unless someone has a specific reason not to go forward, we should give Janet what she's asking for.'  Then they voted."

Janet with impatience, "And?"

John, "It's a go.  Unanimous vote."

Janet smiled, "Now I have to get Father's approval and I'm all set."

John, "He was out in the yard awhile ago.  He said to tell you he's approved it.  You can verify that with him."

Janet, "Thank you for your work on this, Mr. Richards."

John, "You're welcome, Miss Berkins."
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Late Friday afternoon Ward and Robert came to the office.  Janet was about to go back to the training office but wanted to listen.  She found more to do at the scheduling desk while they talked.  Grumpy Boss said, "Well, well, are you here to give me the report on the first week of training?"

Robert, "So far so good.  John convinced these guys of the importance of patience.  When they need to just wait while we get something done, it hasn't been a problem.  They're full of questions.  If it's immediate they ask their Super.  But at lunchtime, they gather around John and it's almost like he's conducting a class.  These guys are bright and quick learners.  John got across to them the importance of discipline here and the training is going better than anyone expected."

Grumpy Boss, "Sounds to me like John's doing most of the work."  Janet smiled at that but kept her back to them.

Ward, "He's a natural leader and they're responding to that.  This is working more smoothly than anyone expected."

Grumpy Boss, "Are you speaking for all the Supers?"

Robert, "We discussed it at lunch and everyone seems to be on the same page about it.  We'll evaluate the new group next weekend."

Grumpy Boss, "Any changes needed?  Anything you need from me?"

Ward, "Not at the moment.  Janet's plan seems to be working well."

Grumpy Boss, "I want you to start rotating one Super to sit in on John's lunch class each day.  He can help answer questions and keep an eye on where this is going.  Do you think that would cause a problem?"

Robert, "I sat in with them yesterday and it went ok."

Grumpy Boss, "Good, I don't want Darling Daughter and Mr. Richards taking over operations just yet."  Ward and Robert laughed.  Janet thought, you don't need to worry about that until you’re near retirement.

Ward, "Too bad she's not sitting in on John's lunch class.  It would give her a much better feel on how the training program's working."

Grumpy Boss, "Maybe we could do that.  She could brown bag it and eat over there."

Robert, "I think you should run that by John before you try it."

Grumpy Boss, "All right, I'll do that when he comes in for his end-of-shift meeting with our Training Coordinator.  Anything more?"

They both shook their heads no and left.  Grumpy boss noticed Janet at the scheduling desk.  He said sternly, "Miss Berkins, I want you and Mr. Richards at my desk before I leave tonight."

When John came in at the end of the day, Janet said, "Father wants to see us on the carpet."  They walked out to his desk.  Janet said, "You want to see us now, Father?"

Grumpy Boss wheeled around in his chair.  "Mr. Richards, I understand you are conducting a kind of class during the lunch break."

John, "Yes, sir, the new hires are sitting with me and asking a lot of questions.  I didn't start a class."

Grumpy Boss, "How would you feel about my daughter brown-bagging her lunch and joining your group?"

John thought about it.  "I'm so busy answering questions and trying to eat lunch, I'm concerned she might feel totally ignored."

Grumpy Boss couldn't suppress a smile.  "If I ordered her NOT to feel ignored, would her presence disrupt what you’re doing in answering questions for the new hires?"

John was embarrassed realizing he had misinterpreted the boss’s question.  "They all know and respect her.  I don't think it would
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Book Seven: Summer of 66
By

Diane Williams Doyle

This is the the story of my friend like a
sister, Janet

I remember this time so clearly. Janet suddenly felt the
responsibility for others fall on her shoulders. And these
others were families; husbands, wives, children. People
she considered more experienced than her in living life.
Suddenly she had a lot more respect for the responsibility
her parents had been carrying through the years as she
was growing up. I believe when her father asked if she
was sure she wanted to play the game, he understood that
she was taking on far more than she understood. And
now it is GAME ON!

This story is dedicated to all who dare
to walk on holy ground by touching
another human soul with love.
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