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She wasn’t going to cry over the loss of her job.  At least, she wasn’t going to cry in front of Mr. Tanner.  The man had been talking about retiring since she started working for him.  When he’d said that morning that it was time for him to retire, Tori had shrugged it off as another random comment about some elusive time in the future.  She was struggling to process that he meant today.  Today was the last day he was coming to work and therefore, the last day she would come to work.

He’d just asked her to read over a message he planned to record for anyone who called the office after it was closed for good.  It listed the phone number of a company willing to take on new clients.  Her eyes kept jumping to the words about his retirement being effective immediately, and everything else was slightly blurred by the tears she needed to keep unshed.

“Of course, I’ve already talked to everyone personally,” Mr. Tanner said.  “Been on the phone all morning.  But just in case I forgot someone or someone forgets I called them, we’ll leave that message up until the number is disconnected.”

Tori nodded blankly.  There was nothing to criticize in the message other than the fact that it put her out of work.  Saying anything about that would only make Mr. Tanner feel guilty.  Despite the shock of the moment, the man was 78 years old.  He deserved to retire in peace.

“Don’t stress about getting a new position for yourself.  A talented girl like you will be snatched up quickly,” he continued.  “And you’ll be paid through the end of the year so you don’t even have to start looking right away.”

Tori nodded more sincerely.  “Thank you,” she said.  It was the day before Thanksgiving.  There were still five or six weeks left in the year.  Even in her current disappointment, she recognized that he was being extremely generous.  The job she’d done the last three years only filled a fraction of the hours for which she was paid.  He’d always been generous.

“You might start by calling Big Mike and Associates yourself,” he said.  “With the business I’m sending their way, they might be looking to expand their payroll.”

“Yeah, um, I’ll think about that.”  She handed him the paper with the message.  “This sounds good to me.”

“Great.  I’ll wait to record it until right before we leave.  Otherwise, I’d likely turn it on by accident, and we’d spend the afternoon wondering why the phone wasn’t ringing.”  Mr. Tanner chuckled as he spoke.  He was aware his tech skills were lacking and never let it frustrate him.  “You have a good lunch, and when you get back, I’ll need you to help me pack up the office.  My grandson is bringing a truck.”

“Um... yeah... okay.”  Tori was trying not to sound shocked at how fast it was all happening.  “I’ll be back soon.”

She grabbed her backpack from under her desk and slung it over one shoulder as she pushed open the front door.  Most of the buildings on Main Street shared walls, but there was a narrow walkway between Mr. Tanner’s office and Joseph’s Gym next door.  There was usually a pulsing beat from the gym.  Joseph kept his classes moving.  Tori must have left between songs as it was quiet when she started down the walkway, and she only began to hear a beat when she neared the back.  There were a few parking places and a narrow gravel driveway.  The stones crunched and slid under her boots.  She crossed a quiet street and traipsed over more gravel in another alley before she cut through the backyard of the house.  It was technically Tori’s house, but she still had trouble not thinking of it as her mom’s house.

She stood just inside the back door rubbing her hands together to warm up.  It was extra nippy.  She’d grab a hat and gloves for the return trip.  It would be the last time she made that short walk.  Her eyes burned again with that thought.

Tori set her backpack on top of her dryer.  It was so close to the door, it had naturally become a shelf for whatever she was carrying when she came home.  Then she squatted to let herself be welcomed and comforted by Fitz and Henry.  The two tabbies circled her, alternately letting her pet them and mashing their faces against her legs.

“Hello, gentlemen,” she said.  “I’m happy to see you, too.”

The quiet rumble of purring made her smile even more than the soft fur.  After enjoying it for a minute, she checked the cats’ food and water dishes, then opened the refrigerator to see what she wanted on her own dish.

Tori checked her phone while she ate.  She frowned at a text from Simon.  He was letting her know Fr. John had confirmed the meeting Monday night to discuss the Christmas Festival at the church.  Simon was in charge of the planning for the festival, including securing enough volunteers.  He continued to assume Tori would be one of those volunteers.  She would be happy to help and part of her liked that Simon knew he could count on her without having to ask.  But another part of her was annoyed that he hadn’t asked.

If she replied to this text, was she agreeing to an implied question about being a volunteer?  That kind of felt like letting him off the hook.  But maybe she’d already agreed by not refusing the several times the topic had been brought up.  Maybe she was just cranky because Simon made her cranky.  She replied, “Okay,” and tried not to be annoyed.

Flipping to the Pans and Plates feed helped distract her.  Simon’s uncle and cousin, Dan and Noah, were the managers.  Simon’s sister Eve also worked at the pizza place and kept the social media entertaining with reports of her relatives’ antics. Noah had convinced Dan to offer a special Christmas pizza and was rather obsessed with it, at least according to Eve.  He’d been talking about Christmas so much that Dan had started banning related words from use in his restaurant.

Customers who followed Eve had taken to deliberately slipping those words into their orders to give Dan a hard time.  There was a discussion about toppings that started with people saying they’d ask for merry mushrooms and use the alliteration to make it seem natural.  One commenter insisted Dan had believed she said merry innocently.  Tori knew he was way smarter than that, and laughed out loud at the idea.  Some people seemed to think he paid no attention to the online chatter because he rarely contributed to it.  He might be a day behind, but he always knew what people were saying about his pizza.

Tori laughed again when she found a comment asking if a good way to annoy Dan would be to order jolly jalapenos pronouncing the j as in English to get the alliteration.  He was thoroughly roasted by a lot of the same people who said “merry meat, as in pepperoni” was unlikely to make Dan suspect he was being poked.

Eve’s latest post, “Three different people told Dan he’s a jolly good fellow today.  I’m sure he doesn’t think there’s anything weird about that,” had Tori in a better mood as she got up to return to work.  

The office looked normal as she entered.  Mr. Tanner had his door open so she could see him at his desk holding a phone to his ear with his shoulder. His hearing was not as sharp as his mind, which was why the volume was turned up so high Tori could hear bits of the other side of the conversation all the way at her desk.  There was a budget sitting on it with a few sticky notes on how she should “pretty it up.”

Tori set to work creating a prettier spreadsheet wondering if her boss had only been dreaming of retirement again.  But she couldn’t help overhearing the next phone call where he told someone he wasn’t taking on new clients since it was in fact his last day before retirement.  He said he was looking forward to spending more time with his wife, who was already making a list of places she wanted him to take her.  The man on the other end seemed grateful for the recommendation of another financial planner and wished Mr. Tanner a happy retirement.

His office was quiet after he hung up except for clicks on his mouse and occasional creaks from his chair.  Was he really about to give up the creaky chair and go home for good?  Tori finished her spreadsheet and sent a notification to the man in the next room.  She heard his computer chime though he probably didn’t.  He apparently saw it though because it was only a few moments later that he called out, “This looks great as usual.”

A smile tugged on her lips, and she tried to keep it in place as the front door opened.  There were no appointments that afternoon and walk-ins were rare.  A young man entered wearing a baseball hat and a t-shirt with no coat despite it being less than 40 degrees outside.  Tori wanted to ask how she could help and how he wasn’t freezing at the same time she remembered Mr. Tanner saying his grandson was expected.  The jumble of thoughts meant she didn’t get any words out before Mr. Tanner’s voice emerged from his office.

“Hey, Nick,” he called.  “Where are the boxes?”

“The, uh, boxes?  Did you want me to bring those in right away?”

“Well, yeah.”  Mr. Tanner appeared in the doorway.  “I don’t have a lot to pack up, but I need to get started.”

Nick nodded, glanced uncertainly at Tori, then retreated out the door without saying anything else.

“I don’t know how he expected us to get everything in the boxes if they’re in the truck.”

Tori tried to think of a defense.  “Maybe he wanted to be sure you weren’t with a client before he showed up with moving supplies?”

“Clients know I’m done.”

Tori shrugged.  She couldn’t think of anything else to say, though she wondered how many clients knew he was done before she did.  Mr. Tanner had told her he was already semi-retired when he gave her the job.  He’d said he planned to continue to pare down his client list and possibly close down the office within a year.  He also assured her he was totally fine if she brought personal projects to work on whenever he didn’t have enough to fill her time.

Since Tori had just finished college and still didn’t know what kind of job she wanted, a light, short-term position had seemed a perfect filler while she figured out a plan for her life.  At first, she’d used her free time to learn about possible careers.  She’d taken some online personality quizzes and even set up a few appointments with Fr. John for spiritual direction.  But life hadn’t cooperated with showing her what she wanted.  And Mr. Tanner said he was going to stick around “another month or two” so many times she got comfortable just letting the time pass.

Nick returned with a stack of cardboard under one arm and a roll of packing tape in the other hand.

“Give one of those to Tori and bring the rest in here,” Mr. Tanner said before backing into his office.

His grandson – Tori guessed him to within a few years of her age – looked thoughtfully at the stack under his arm.  He tucked his fingers under a flap and lifted his arm so that all but the one in his hand fell to the ground.  He folded that box and set it on the ground to steady it while he taped the bottom.  Then he held it out to Tori.  “Where do you want this?”

She didn’t want it anywhere.  She didn’t know what she was supposed to do with it.  “I... uh... right here, I guess.”  She gestured to a spot on the floor next to her chair.

“I’m Nick Tanner, by the way.  You’re Tori?”  He held the box near where she said but didn’t drop it.  

“Yeah.  Tori Stillman.”

“You’re grandpa’s assistant?”

“Yeah.”  At least, she was his assistant.

Nick nodded.  He still didn’t set the box down.

“How long does it take to tape a box?” Mr. Tanner called.  “You’ll have time to chat her up while we’re packing.”

Tori raised her eyebrows at the scolding.  “He’s impatient for a man who’s been dragging his feet about retiring for three years.”

“I guess he wants to get out before he changes his mind again.”  Nick smiled as he put the box at her side, a lingering smile that suggested he mistook her joke as flirting.  Then he left Tori staring at the empty box.

The entire contents of her desk wouldn’t even fill it halfway.  She opened each of the drawers to confirm that.  Pens, sticky notes, a stapler, a few empty folders and an ugly dinosaur paperweight left by the previous assistant went into the box.  She found a roll of masking tape under the folders and another pen.  It was all easy enough to move if Mr. Tanner had other plans for the box.  The sound of tape stretching over other boxes came from the next room.

Tori took her box to the doorway.  “Do you want anything other than what was in my desk in here?” she asked.  “There’s plenty of room.”

“No.  You can take that one home with you.”  Mr. Tanner was looking around the office instead of at her.  “In fact, take some of this printer paper, too.”  He dropped a ream into her box, and she adjusted her grip to account for the extra weight.

“Um... okay.”  She didn’t know if she’d have any use for the miscellaneous office supplies, but they might come in handy at some point.

Nick smiled at her.  “He’s got some interesting stuff in here.  You might want to put that on your desk before he tries to give you anything else.”

Mr. Tanner was eyeing a shelf of random gifts given to him by clients, some of which were uglier than the dinosaur.  Tori returned to her desk and pulled a book out of her backpack.

She read slowly as she remained aware of the shifting and rummaging noises in the next room, and the conversation.  Nick kept asking questions about what his grandpa wanted in each box and Mr. Tanner kept answering with things like, “Any box will do,” “Wherever there’s room,” or “Your grandmother will sort it out later.”

There were a few items Mr. Tanner instructed Nick to ask Tori about.  The first was a blue vase.  The flowers that arrived in it had been thrown out months ago.  

“No, thanks,” she said, hopefully loud enough for Mr. Tanner to hear.  “I already have a few vases and rarely have anything to put in them.”

“That’s too bad,” Nick said.  “Unless you don’t like flowers?”

“Oh, I do.  Some of them.  It just... feels like a waste of money when they die so quickly.”

“So, no one is buying them for you?”  The inflection made it clear he was asking about a significant other.

Even though Tori was beyond sick and tired of having to tell people that she and Simon were only friends, she found herself wishing this guy believed they were more.  It might save her from an awkward moment of turning him down.  She simply shook her head and returned her eyes to her book to dissuade further questions.

Nick returned a bit later holding up a figurine of a guy hugging a glittery green dollar sign.  It had been on the shelf since before Tori started.  Nick widened his eyes to repeat Mr. Tanner’s offer.

“I don’t think so,” Tori said.  “I get that maybe someone thought the dollar sign might represent a financial planner, but it looks like an icon of greed to me.”

Nick nodded at the figurine in what seemed like agreement.  He said, “And I’m better looking than this guy anyway, right?”  He turned it back towards Tori as he tipped his head in a pose that matched it.

Tori couldn’t help but smile, though she tried to squelch it, then reopened her book.  Mr. Tanner also offered her, through Nick, a wallet with a padlock larger than the wallet and an HDMI cable that he’d thought at some point would do something he couldn’t get it to do.  Tori suspected that no one actually thought she wanted those things but that Mr. Tanner was creating that opportunity to “chat her up” he’d mentioned.  She did enjoy the banter about his grandpa trying to play an 8-track through the cable and where Nick might put the padlock to prank his sister.  

The phone rang three times during the packing.  Once it was a customer who’d thought of one last super important question for Mr. Tanner.  Tori heard him giving the man his personal number.  It seemed he still might not be 100% retired after the office was closed.  Both of the other callers offered to lower the internet bill.  She informed them the bill was about to be zero since it was about to be disconnected.  

She had just hung up on the second telemarketer when Mr. Tanner appeared backwards through the door carrying one end of his desk.  Tori jumped up.  “Can I help?”  Though he didn’t seem to be struggling terribly, it didn’t feel like a good idea for the retiring man to be carrying furniture.  

“We got it,” Nick said, just before he appeared at the other end.

“I can get the door at least.”  Tori rushed ahead to do that.

Both guys thanked her as they passed.  She watched them, still holding the door, walk the desk about twenty feet down the sidewalk and set it next to a pickup truck.  Both guys began to gesture, and she assumed they were formulating a plan to get the desk in the bed.  It wasn’t as massive as some desks, but it was pretty solid with three drawers on one side.  Tori had a bad feeling that the plan was going to end with Mr. Tanner starting his retirement in the hospital.  She was reasonably sure that was not on his wife’s list of places to visit.

A white blur appeared that she quickly recognized as Joseph Zeibert emerging from his gym in a martial arts uniform.  Joseph was a big guy who Tori guessed could put that desk in the truck all by himself.  She breathed a sigh of relief and stepped inside to finally let the door close.  Too antsy to take a seat, she paced the small area in front of her desk looking for anything else she could do.  There was a clock on one wall, a landscape painting on the opposite wall and a fake plant in a pot by the door.  The space was blander than Tori had ever considered.  She grabbed the painting and set it on top of a full box in Mr. Tanner’s office.  His phone and computer were on the floor where his desk had been.

Tori returned to the front intending to do the same with what remained on her desk.  Nick and Mr. Tanner met her from the outside at the same time.  She asked if they wanted her desk next.

Mr. Tanner held up a finger to indicate he was thinking while his eyes scanned the area.  They paused for several seconds on the clock, which made Tori look at it again, too.  It was just before 3:30.

“This is it,” he said with a definitive nod.  “I’m going to record that message while you go ahead and unplug everything here.”  He went into his office and closed the door.

Tori leaned over her desk to shut down her computer before she unplugged it.

“The guy from the gym next door is going to help us get everything in the truck,” Nick said, “which is good because I hadn’t thought about Grandpa lifting stuff.  He said there will be another guy when the class ends in a few minutes.  Grandpa wants to get it all outside while we have help.”

Tori nodded at the information.  This really was it.  She pushed down the lid of the laptop.  It clicked into place as something inside her came loose.  What was she going to do without this job?  The only thing she knew was that she wanted to cry in front of this near stranger even less than in front of his grandfather.  She mentally prayed for strength to finish the day.  She unplugged the power strip and got on her knees to separate all the cables.

“Can I help?” Nick asked.

“I... um...”  Tori stood up as she coiled the laptop cord to set it on top.  “I think we need to wait for Mr. Tanner to get more instructions.”

His office opened as she gestured to it.  “Nick,” he pointed at him, “pull out your phone and call my office to make sure you get the message I just recorded.”  He picked up the phone and began to wind the cord around it while Tori waited expectantly.

Mr. Tanner nodded towards the desk as his eyes met hers.  “Go ahead and put that laptop in your box.  You should keep that.”

“Oh, I... can’t accept that,” Tori said.  Leaving with pens and sticky notes was one thing.  Leaving with a fairly expensive laptop didn’t feel right.

“I insist,” Mr. Tanner said.  “I don’t even know what to do with the one in there.  I want you to find a use for this one.”

Arguing when he sounded so sincere didn’t feel right either.  Tori slowly picked up the computer and said, “Thank you.”

Nick was stuffing his phone in his pocket and gave a thumbs up.

“Great,” Mr. Tanner said.  “Take the tree out, then come back to help me with the other desk.”  He turned back to Tori.  “I don’t need you for anything else so you can go home now.  But... please use me as a reference wherever you go next.  I will have nothing but good things to say.”  He held out his hand to shake.

Tori accepted the handshake, but the departure still felt too sudden.  “I can carry some boxes while you guys get the furniture.”

“Nonsense.”  He waved off her offer.  “That one box is enough for you to carry.  Just carry it straight home.”

“Okay.  Um, thanks again for... letting me work here.”  She picked up the box and hoped he understood she was trying to say he’d been a great boss without being all mushy.  

He smiled and said, “Happy Thanksgiving.”

“Happy Thanksgiving to you, too.”  She moved to the door and pushed it open with her back.  When she looked up for a final goodbye, Mr. Tanner had moved out of sight.  Tori saw that Nick had already put the fake tree in the truck and was about to jump off the back.  She quickly moved to the path between the buildings to avoid more small talk.  She was not in the mood to be polite while holding a box of stuff that was now her former job.
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Henry was purring on her lap, which helped a little.  But he was also kneading enough that his claws occasionally poked her thigh.  That was working against Tori’s attempts at feeling thankful.  She had told her mom she’d call before going to the Donnellys’ for lunch and was running out of time.

Her phone buzzed on the counter.

“Sorry, Henry.”  Tori pushed the cat to the side as gently as she could as she got out from under him.

The caller was who she expected.  “Hi, Mom.”

“Are you still at home?”

“Yeah.  But I should leave soon.”

“You were going to leave without calling me?”  A gasp came through the phone.  “Did you forget to be grateful for your dear sweet mother?”

“Yes.  I think I forgot I even had a mother.”  Tori knew her mom was teasing and joked right back, which earned her a laugh before she continued.  “Actually, I would have called you sooner, but Henry was in my lap, and you know he’s cute.”

“Ah, yeah.  A snuggling kitty makes it hard to move.  Just not as much as a snuggling baby.”

“I know Ellie’s at the top of your list this year,” Tori said, “but I’m second, right?”

“I don’t have the list in front of me right now to confirm that, but I think you’re pretty high.”

Tori smiled at the tone of feigned guilt.  She tried to return to her chair, but Henry had sprawled across the entire seat.  George was grooming himself on the one next to it.  Tori walked to the loveseat to sit.

“How is your list?” her mom asked.

“I kind of shoved it aside to try again this evening.”

“Oh, dear.  What’s going on?”

The Thanksgiving lists had been a tradition in Tori’s family as long as she could remember.  She even had vague memories of her dad making one.  For a few years, Tori and her sister had gotten carried away with pages and pages of lists.  In an effort to see who could make the longest list, they’d written specific foods and anything good that came to mind.  Their mom had said they were losing the spirit of gratitude to the spirit of competition and could no longer add to their lists anything they could put in the same category as something else.  That had shortened the lists, but it hadn’t ended the competition.  Eventually, they had challenged each other to list exactly 50 things, no more and no less.  They continued to try to make a list of 50 each year since.  Tori typically found it a great spiritual exercise.  

“I started this year’s list with the things Mr. Tanner gave me when he retired.”

“What does that mean, he retired?”  The air quotes on the word showed up in her inflection.  Her mom had heard about his retirement enough to know he was never serious.

Until he was.

“He actually retired yesterday,” Tori said.  “He packed up his office and didn’t even wait until 5 o’clock to send me home.  I have no job.”

“Wow.  That’s... sudden?”  She sounded as though that might not be the right word for doing something after talking about it for three years.

“I knew it was coming, sort of,” Tori said.  “And I’m getting paid until the end of the year, so I’m not exactly panicking yet.  I’m just... afraid of not knowing what comes next.”

“You know you can always move to Florida.”

“And you could always move back to Ohio.”

She sighed through the phone.  “It was easier when my girls lived in the same state.”

“At least we get to hold it against David forever.”  David was Tori’s brother-in-law.  He’d taken a job in Florida shortly after he married Liz, something they both had felt was too good to pass up.  Liz had gotten pregnant only weeks after the move and started hinting strongly that she’d love to have family around to help with the baby.  Tori’s mom was a teacher.  She’d sent her resume to a Catholic school practically next door to Liz and David just to see what happened.  What happened was she was immediately offered a job.  She took it as a sign from the Holy Spirit that moving was the right choice.  Being close to her first grandchild probably helped with the decision, too.  Though Tori and her mom teased each other that it was David’s fault they lived so far away, neither of them really held it against him.

“Have you told Simon about your job?”

“Not yet.”  Tori patted the space next to her when it looked like George was thinking about joining her.  He jumped onto the other end and curled up just out of reach.  She might have felt snubbed if it wasn’t perfectly normal cat behavior.  “I’d like to try to keep it to myself for today.  I don’t want to put a cloud over the Donnellys’ Thanksgiving, make them worried about consoling me or anything.”

“You could tell Simon and just ask him not to mention it to the rest of his family.”

“I might have to if he’s already seen the sign.”  Simon lived in an apartment above a store that wasn’t directly across the street from Mr. Tanner’s office, but it was close enough he’d pass it coming and going.

“And if he’s already mentioned that sign to everyone before you get there?”

That was possible.  “I think that means I should go now to deal with that.  I’ll send you my list tonight.”

“Okay.  I look forward to seeing you’re in better spirits.  Happy Thanksgiving, dear.”

Tori had also received a text from her dad wishing her a happy Thanksgiving.  She returned the sentiment before she stuffed her phone in her bag and went to the kitchen to open a can of turkey cat food.  She spread it out on a plate so all three of her cats could eat from it at once.  “Okay, gentlemen.  Here’s your holiday dinner.”  She set it down as she called to them.  Henry was there before the plate touched the ground and the others close behind him.  Then she put on her coat and pulled a salad from the fridge, her contribution to the people feast.

The Donnellys had a large garage with an extra wide driveway for additional parking.  Tori recognized all the cars.  The house itself was nearly as familiar as her own.  Tori had spent a lot of time there since college, which was where she and Simon had become friends.  When he’d started teaching at the music shop, she’d been there five days a week to give him a ride to work before he found a car he could afford.  Simon had been the one to tell her Mr. Tanner was looking for a new assistant, and encouraged her to take the job even though it was temporary, saying it could at least give her a reference for whatever she landed on permanently.  

She spent many weekends there since, mostly giving her opinions on the songs Simon wrote in his free time.  Tori had spent a little less time in the house the last few months since Simon moved to his own place.  But she still had a standing invitation for lunch after church on Sundays.  She relished that time.  With most of her family hundreds of miles away, she counted on Simon’s family as a support system, even through sporadic awkward moments.

When they first came home from school, everyone thought they were being cagey about the true nature of their relationship when Tori and Simon insisted they were friends.  The longer they went without announcing a wedding date, the more of his family seemed to get the message.  But Tori suspected a few of them did not like the message, especially his sister Eve.  Sometimes Eve looked at Tori as though she pitied her for not understanding how much she was missing by keeping Simon in the friend zone.

But Tori knew she was not missing out.  Simon was easily the best friend she’d ever had.  They got along wonderfully and talked about everything.  He was always there when she needed him.  She hated dismissing their relationship by telling people who had the wrong idea that they were just friends.  Instead, she’d taken to telling people that there was “nothing romantic going on.”  She did wonder, however, if anyone interpreted that to mean they were dating and Simon was bad at it.  

Sometimes she worried their relationship might not be sustainable if one or both of them started dating someone else.  She almost never worried about that though because she almost never let herself think about it.  And that brought her thoughts back to the job loss she also didn’t want to think about and the fact that Simon might be telling his family about it.

Tori had parked on the street.  She got out, grabbed her cold salad and hurried up the colder sidewalk.  Simon’s youngest brother, Matt, opened the door.

“Tori!” he said.  “You can settle the debate.”

She stepped inside.  “There’s a debate?”

“There’s always a debate,” Eve said dryly as she came up behind him.  “I know Tori is practically family, but you should still practice your manners by taking her dish to put in the kitchen,” she relieved Tori of the salad as she said it, “before you put her in the middle of whatever you and James are fighting about.”

“Here, let me take that.”  Matt mimed taking a dish from Tori and then looked down at his empty hands.  “Oh, wait, there’s nothing here because my sister is super impatient.”  He shot the comment at Eve’s back and rolled his eyes for Tori’s benefit before he continued.  “James thinks the Mary statue at St. Jude’s has hair under the... uh... the cloth thingy that’s over her head.  What do you think?”

“Um...”  Tori tried to bring a picture of the statue into her head.  “I think the... uh, cloth thingy is far enough over her forehead that it covers all her hair, if I’m remembering right.”

“No.”  Matt shook his head.  “I mean, that’s not the question.  James thinks a wrinkle in the
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