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Prologue

________
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As we ended Book 4, Janet had at last challenged her father and won his respect.  Ward was enjoying the success of his pupil.  Janet was afraid for Steve and fearful of being found out.  John was dealing with his deep suppressed feelings from Atlanta.  Both John and Janet were aware, curious, and respectful of the other’s privacy.  John was winning the respect of the men at the mill.  And Janet was determined not to let his interest in her wander.  Sad for me, the lonely onlooker.  But I had my modeling career and my aloofness to protect me.  Christmas was upon us!  

I was tempted to title this book:  The Art of Shopping.  You’ll see why.  

And now there are thirteen days left in Janet’s vacation campaign.  In addition to watching Janet and John, my life entered a new phase.  Starting with a surprise at the Christmas Eve church service.

And then I learned that being an observer with one toe in the water, you can suddenly find yourself at the deep end of the pool!  I’m about to meet Joanie Logan, the person who will become a friend who will teach me so much, and the friend I have never forgotten.  —  Diane.
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Chapter One

Tuesday, December 21, 1965


[image: image]


Janet slowly realized she was coming awake.  It felt like she had been in an uncomfortable place.  She was glad to be back in her own bed.  Gray dawn was beginning to light the window.  She stretched and rolled over, considering whether to sleep more when she realized there was a shadowy figure in her reading chair.

Molly said, "Don't be frightened.  It's only me."

Janet, "Oh, Mother, how long have you been here?"  She sat up and looked at her mother.

Molly, "About twenty minutes.  I thought if I didn't get here before dawn you might call John over here before I could talk with you."

Janet laughed, then considered, "Is there something wrong?"

Molly, "Not with us."

Janet thought about it, "You mean the movie last night?"  Janet immediately concentrated on something else to prevent her mother from reading her.  She thought, I'm half asleep.  I have to be careful here.

Molly, "Yes, be careful.  But I'll try not to pry.  I thought you might need to talk."

Janet, "I can tell.  You just read that!"

Molly, "You broadcast that like a radio signal."

Sitting up on the bed, Janet put her feet down on the floor.  Molly asked, "You talked with John about it?"

Janet, "No.  He knew something was going on but he let me off the hook.  He's becoming more respectful of my privacy.  He was nice about it."

Molly, "Why should an actor who reminds you of Steve cause you so much turmoil?"

Janet, "He was killed.  Didn't that bother you?"

Molly, "A little.  About as much as the writers of the story intended."

Janet tried to find a way to reassure her mother.

Molly, "When you were negotiating with your father about the three-year commitment, Steve was a factor, a big factor.  Much bigger than one would think under the circumstances.  I avoided mentioning that to your father when he asked again about your relationship with Steve."

Janet struggled for an evasive answer, "There's talk of war in Asia."

Molly, "Look, Janet, I know, for whatever reason, you can't even tell me you can't talk about it.  I've come to understand that.  I just want you to know I care and I'm here for you when you need me.  You're walking some kind of tightrope between John and Steve.  You're very emotional about it and I'm frightened you're going to get hurt."

Janet, "If you are correct, I'm not saying you are, thank you for caring.  If any of that were true, the best way you could help me would be to leave that alone and support me in everything else."

Molly, "Like letting John hang out here all through vacation?"

Janet, "Yes, if you and Dad can handle it.  Thank you for allowing it so far."

Molly, "So far it's been fun for both of us.  I'm not making any promises.  I'll try to be tolerant.  You're out on the edge with this.  Just don't let things start to get out of hand.  Out on the edge is NOT a good place to lose your balance."

Janet, "It isn't fully daylight and you can make that Mother speech?  God, do I have to learn how to do that someday?"

Molly laughed, "Don't worry.  When your child is out on the edge, you'll be fully motivated to do it."

Janet, "I'm no longer a child."

Molly, "I’m your mother, you’ll always be MY child."

Janet, "I have mixed feelings about that, but I'll try to focus on the good ones."

Molly, "Thank you.  —  Is this to be another full John day?"

Janet, "Yes, and I need to get started on that!"  She got up and put on her short robe.

Molly, "It would help me a little with meal planning if I knew what you have in mind."

Janet, "Shopping here in town today.  Probably lunch here and dinner unless we decide to go out.  I'll let you know before you start supper.  Tomorrow I plan to have him take me to Paramount City for a full day of shopping and dinner out."

Molly, "Have you ever spent a full day shopping with a man?"

Janet thought about it.  "No, I guess not."

Molly, "Men don't shop much.  They go buying.  The kind of shopping you and I do is very stressful to a man.  They tend to get surly.  A full day of shopping can make a man extremely surly."

Janet smiled, "Surly John.  That should be interesting, a good test of his limits."

Molly shook her head and sighed, "You've been warned."  They grinned at each other.  Molly said, "Is that what you were wearing when he got here yesterday?"

Janet, "I was tricked.  He made me think he was just getting up when he was already dressed and ready to leave.  He got here ten minutes after I called."  Molly laughed.  Janet said, "He won't get me on that again.  My hair wasn't even combed."

Molly, "If you were wearing that robe, I doubt he was paying much attention to your hair."

Janet, "Come to think of it, I don't think he was.  I got back up here pretty quick.  I'm going to get dressed and comb my hair before I call this morning."

Molly laughed.  "John's pretty cool about things.  I can see the emotion on his face and sometimes he forgets to block me.  He's torn between how much he is attracted to you and what he considers to be his lowly position at the mill."

Janet, "I’m willing to wait for him to climb the ladder to Supervisor.  He feels that's where he needs to be to date me legitimately."

Molly, "Wait patiently while opening doors, guiding and pushing."

Janet studied her mother's eyes wondering if she was expressing disapproval or just commenting.  Janet said, "If you were in my situation, what would you do?"

Molly smiled at her and got up to leave, "I'm not you and I'm not in your situation."

Janet, "But you're my mother."

Molly reached the door, "As you point out frequently, you're no longer a child, over twenty-one, and an adult.  I don't understand about Steve.  I don't understand why you choose to walk through that minefield.  I'm willing to listen and make observations.  I'm rooting for John in all his endeavors.  I would suggest to you it is dangerous to walk through minefields.  You could get hurt and hurt others who care about you."

Janet, "I agree.  But I judge it worth the risk.  My question was narrow.  What would you do if you were in my situation with John working at the mill."

Molly, "If I were in love with John and in your position, I would do all I could get away with.  But remember, the mill runs on integrity.  Destroy your credibility and you'll be done.  And don't forget your mother has eyes in the back of her head and she'll be watching like a hawk.  Your father tends to be a romantic.  But there is a point where the hard-nosed businessman takes over.  You bought yourself three years; be patient."

Janet smiled and said softly, "Thank you, Mother."  Molly recognized for once the word Mother was said with respect.  Molly decided to leave while she was ahead.  Janet sat on the bed, mulling over what her mother had said, she would do all she could get away with.  She wondered about what her mother might have done with her father.  He had hinted that might be an interesting story.  Sure they say, ‘when I'm older,’ and the information is no longer useful or could be construed as license.

Janet dressed conservatively and fixed her hair.  She called John, who claimed to be up but not dressed yet.  She informed her mother it would be half an hour before he would arrive for breakfast.

After John arrived and they were all eating breakfast, Molly said to George, "If you need John at the mill, better use him today.  Darling Daughter plans to spirit him off to Paramount City tomorrow for a full day of Christmas shopping."

Grumpy Father studied John.  "You ever spent a full day shopping with a woman?"  Janet gave her father a warning look.

John, "Maybe with my mother when I was young."

Grumpy Father, "I strongly believe that kind of shopping can cause brain damage."

Janet, "Father!"  Molly laughed.

John, "I think this shopping trip is going to be unavoidable."

Janet said sharply, "You can avoid it if you don't want to buy me a Christmas present!"

John said to George, "See what I mean?  Do you have any suggestions about how to handle it?"

Grumpy Father, "Many shops have chairs near the front door.  Sit as much as possible with your eyes closed and daydream about hunting or fishing." Molly and Janet exchanged smiles.  Grumpy Father, "Dress shops are most dangerous.  They will try things on and ask your opinion.  Be very careful about expressing anything negative.  A very reserved compliment usually gets the idea across that you hate the dress.  Anything more negative than that is likely to bring you nothing but grief."  Molly and Janet exchanged knowing looks.

John, "Got it."

Grumpy Father, "Watch out for shoe stores.  That's where they try to make you jealous just to spice up the trip.  The women's sections always have handsome young salesmen who are a little fresh.  It's good for sales.  Expect the dress to be above the knees the whole time.  The best strategy is to stand off a bit and frown.  If you don't they'll keep trying on shoes until you do."  Molly and Janet exchanged smiles as Molly rolled her eyes.

John, "I can handle that."

Grumpy Father, "Handbags.  When they start looking at handbags, wander off and explore.  Check back about every twenty minutes until they're done." Janet looked at Molly and they both sighed.

John, "Good; thank you."

Grumpy Father, "Be careful of your expectations.  When you are sure you have been through every possible store, it isn't over.  Don't think that it is.  The first pass was just to survey the territory.  Now they will go back and start going from store to store, comparing things usually in the stores that are farthest apart.  This can take as long as the first pass.  But when they have compared everything, don't think they are ready to buy.  Now comes the period of indecision where you will be interrogated about what they should do.  Any suggestion you make will be immediately challenged with a counter-argument.  I find the best strategy is to be mildly negative about EVERYTHING.  This tends to push them toward buying something and speeds up the process."  Molly and Janet frowned at each other.

John, "I see."

Grumpy Father, "One other thing.  Every time they actually buy something, insist on taking it to the car.  Otherwise, when you are farthest from the car, they will make the largest purchase of the day, making it impossible to carry everything back to the car with any sort of dignity."

John, "I understand."

Janet said to Molly, "When was the last time you and Father went shopping together?"

Molly cooly, "About ten years ago.  That was when you became old enough to go with me."

Janet to John, "Now that you have been indoctrinated with ancient history, give it all the weight it deserves!"

Grumpy Father, "Hasn't changed in two thousand years.  Still valid today, John."  John smiled but said nothing.

After breakfast, Janet took John to the living room.  Janet said, "You enjoyed that."

John, "I enjoy your father's sense of humor.  He was yanking your chain and he got to you."

Janet thought about it.  He’s right.  She said, "He got to me because there was too much truth in what he said."

John laughed, "I've developed my own secret strategy."

Janet, "What's that?"

John, "It's secret.  If I told you, it might not work."

Janet studied him.  He was the picture of confidence.  She said, "We'll see.  Get well rested tonight.  Today we'll practice by going through every store in town.  I like to start here to support the local stores before going to Paramount City.  I'll get my coat."

Janet directed John to the parking lot closest to the office supply store.  Inside they found Mrs. Bidwell and Joy manning the store.  Joy looked at John and gave Janet a knowing smile.  Janet asked Mrs. Bidwell, "Has Mom purchased two day-planners for next year?"

Mrs. Bidwell, "Not yet, I have the two extras I ordered for her."

Janet, "John's going to purchase them for her as a Christmas present.  If she comes in, can you put her off until after Christmas?"

Mrs. Bidwell smiled, "Sure, no problem."  She got them out and showed them to John.

Janet explained, "Mom uses one for all the financial stuff and the other for everything else.  The whole business might collapse if she couldn't get these."

John got out his checkbook, surprised at how expensive they were, almost a hundred dollars total.  They took the boxes back to his car.  They started wandering through the stores.  Everyone seemed to know Janet and gave him varying glances of interest.  The younger sales clerks seemed to be old classmates.  It took all morning to complete the circle around town through all the shops.  Janet had purchased lots of personal items.  He carried the packages back to the car.

Janet, "Perfect timing.  We'll be home for lunch."  John had a warm feeling every time she included him in the idea of home.

John, "That solves my present for your mother.  What about my present for your father?"

Janet, "I'm not sure about that yet.  I have something in mind if I can find it in the city tomorrow.  We'll work out something impressive."

John, "What about this afternoon?"

Janet, "Let's see if Father steals you away.  If not, we'll shop some of the neighboring towns.  If he takes you to the mill, ask Ward if he would like to see the science fiction movie tonight."

John, "OK, that sounds like fun.  I'm curious about those flying saucer occupants."

Janet, "Maybe it will be the tomato that eats Washington, D.C.  You want me to wrap Mom's present for you?"

John, "Can we do it together?"

Janet gave him a perky smile.  "Sure, come on up to my room and we'll DO IT on the bed."

John, "Never mind.  You can wrap it."

Janet, "Chicken!"

John, "Yep!"

At lunch, her father asked John to go to the mill for the afternoon.  While they were gone, Janet wrapped John's present to her mom, then called Diane.  Janet said, "Dad stole my guy.  Can I come visit?"

––––––––
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When Janet arrived, Diane's mother directed her to the basement where she plopped down on the old sofa.  "Hiya!"

Diane stopped exercising and came to join her, "How's it going with John?"

Janet, "He's getting along great with my parents.  We spend whole days together and get along fine.  He's handling everything I throw at him."

Diane smiled, "Are you handling everything he throws at you?"

Janet grinned, "He's a gentleman.  Sometimes he and Father team up on me and get me going a bit.  Tomorrow we're going to the city for an all-day shopping trip.  If that doesn't throw him for a loop, I'll consider him indestructible."

Diane, "You're so fortunate, my friend.  I'm sure you have no idea how empty life can be for some of us."

Janet, "I don't know what to say, Diane.  I care, I really do.  I'm sure there's a guy for you.  He'll show up someday soon."

Diane, "The worst part is, I can't even complain.  No one believes me.  They think all I have to do is walk down the street and guys fall at my feet.  The problem is they never get up.  Last New Year's Eve I thought, this will be the year.  Now here I am back to Christmas again.  The career's going great, everything's great, just no guy."

Janet, "Better no guy than the wrong guy.  You are very wise to avoid that kind of trouble.  I admire you for that."

Diane, "It isn't easy.  There are some real charmers out there  —  with wives and children.  And those who don't want a wife and children.  Charmers who want to use you.  Charmers who want to abuse you.  Charmers who want to hook you on drugs.  Charmers with no end of money who only want a pretty trophy by their side.  Great guys who think of nothing but THEIR careers.  I guess I should thank God that so far I've been able to see through them."

Janet, "If I had your looks and career, I don't think I could handle that.  You're much stronger than I am in some ways."

Diane, "I don't want to be strong.  I want to be protected by some hunk like John."

Janet said firmly, "He's taken!"

Diane smiled at her, "I would love to experience how that feels, to be so confidently possessive."

Janet grinned back, "It feels like rising to the threat.  It's not easy sharing him with someone so beautiful."

Diane, "We don't let him see that.  —  And don't underestimate yourself, my friend."

Janet, "YOU have the Christmas blues."

Diane, "And YOU have the Christmas guy."

Janet, "You had John to talk with all this year.  Wasn't that a change for the better?"

Diane thought about it.  "Yes, it gives me confidence that when the right guy comes along, I will know how to talk with him.  Before John, I would’ve felt awkward, fumbled for words, been overbearing, and clumsy.  That is the way I started with John."  Janet could see Diane was reaching for something and gave her time to find it.  Finally Diane said, "On the other hand, now I understand more fully what I'm missing.  Talking with John is great but I crave the whole package.  I want a body to go with the voice.  I want the hugs and kisses, the look in his eyes when he wants more than I'm willing to give."

Janet, "How would you know about that last part?"

Diane, "I see that look often enough, without any caring, from the charmers I mentioned before.”

Janet laughed, "My mother would describe that as the look of the impatient bull."

Diane laughed, "The look of the impatient bull?  I like that."

Janet, "My mother has been heavy into the barnyard analogies since I've been seeing so much of John.  Inside every gentleman, there lurks an impatient bull.  Don't tease the impatient bull.  Beware the impatient bull.  Too much time together excites the impatient bull.  And worst of all, too much time together gives a cow tunnel vision."

Diane had a good laugh.  "I can just see your mother saying those things to you."

Janet said in a matter-of-fact voice, "And she's right about all of it!  I'm thankful John keeps things under control."

Diane teased, "Because you can't?"

Janet, "If he came after me, under the right circumstances, I wouldn't want to stop him.  I think I would because we both know that would spoil everything.  I wouldn't want to, but I hope I could bring myself to stop him."

Diane became serious, "I was only teasing, but you gave me an honest answer."

Janet, "It's a real problem.  Mother says I'm dancing on the edge and that's a bad place to lose your balance."

Diane smiled, "Like walking on top of the barnyard fence where they keep the bull?"

Janet laughed, "Something like that.  John's not easy to move.  He feels like he's reaching out of his social class or something.  He takes a baby step forward then waits there for awhile until he decides it's safe.  I thought his promotion to Assistant Super would help.  But he thinks he should reach Supervisor before he’s fully qualified to date me.  It takes almost a formal invitation to get him to my house every day."

Diane teased, "Well, there's always Tom.  You wouldn't have that problem with him."

Janet, "Tom acts like he's doing me a favor when he takes me out and then gets angry when I don't appreciate all he's doing for me.  I'll keep working on John."  Janet teased back, "It's tough work, but somebody's got to do it."

Diane smiled, "Well, if you want to share the load ...  "

Janet, "Never mind!  Speaking of sharing, let’s work out New Year's Eve.  I have something to prove to myself.  I'm determined to make this work."

Janet explained what she had in mind, then they walked over to The Gossip to see Sam.  They described the plan to Sam and she got excited about it.  They went to the quiet corner of the dining room up front, on the opposite corner from the front door.

Sam, "All we have to do is put a couple of hooks on the wall and hang a banner across the corner.  We'll leave just enough room for a chair and Diane.  It should work fine.  You and John will be facing away from the corner, with Diane behind you.  This should add a little spice to the party."

Diane, "Are you sure about this, Janet?"

Janet screwed up her courage, "Yes!  I'll pay for the banner.  Will you and Sam measure and have it made?  Afterward, it will be yours, Sam."

They all agreed and shared parting hugs.

Walking back, Diane asked, "Just what is it you're trying to prove, Janet?"

Janet, "That I can be NOT jealous and share.  And add a little surprise to John's New Year's celebration.  And celebrate it with my two best friends."

Diane, "Stay focused on that NOT jealous part."  Janet didn't say anything.  Diane continued, "You seem different, Janet.  You're more settled, more focused, much more open."

Janet, "I feel it, too.  I’ve finally won Dad's respect and feel like I've become a part of the mill, not just a helper.  I have John's full attention and can hold it all day long.  We're having so much fun.  We are truly learning to trust each other.  My parents don't want to say anything, but I can tell they like him.  We got the theater room running at the library.  Life is so good and so full, it's scary."  She looked at Diane.  "I'm sorry, Diane.  I don't say these things to make you feel bad."  Janet put her arm around Diane.  "Share these good times with me, my friend.  Share my happiness.  Your day is coming.  Share my happiness until yours arrives."

Diane became aloof.  "All right, Janet, share it with me and I'll absorb as much as I can."

Janet, "You just put up your shield.  You do that when you feel hurt."

Diane, "I know you don't try to one-up me.  And I know how much effort you put into everything.  You have earned, and deserve, everything you have.  But, damn it!  I work hard, too  —  and everything just works out great for you!"

Janet thought about how to comfort her, "You remember what Pastor Hodge said about God preparing someone for you?"

Diane, "Yes.  I've heard that for 3 years and I'm still waiting."

Janet, "Sorry.  —  You have more exercises to do?"

Diane, "Always.  Want to do the treadmill?"

Janet, "Sure.  We'll make up sad drinking songs."

Diane laughed.  "All right, my friend.  Seriously, don't hold back on me.  Share your joy with me.  It truly gives me hope."  

Back from The Gossip, they worked out in the Williams’ basement, then sat on the old sofa together.  Janet could read Diane's loneliness.

Janet, "You really do have the Christmas blues."

Diane, "I know.  —  Tell me about John.  Tell me so I know what I have to look forward to."

Janet thought about John. "Men are strong and fragile at the same time.  You can push against them as much as you want and they enjoy not giving an inch.  But there are little boy places where they are very sensitive and will pull back instantly, frightened if you go there.  But there is one very special way, if you find it, you can love them and they become more of what they are.  They get stronger and more manly right in front of your eyes.  Sometimes I hit on it with John and I can see it in his eyes; his spirit grows and you can see it growing right there in his eyes.  And he knows I'm the one doing it.  He has this look of awe and strength."

Diane, "Did that ever happen with Steve?"

Janet thought about it.  "Not exactly like that.  I could teach Steve things and he wanted to learn.  But he could look in my eyes and I could feel myself become more feminine.  He made me feel more like a girl, more like the woman I’m becoming."  She remembered the week at the resort.  "The last time we were together, last summer, it was different.  He was so strong that I kept feeling like a little girl.  I felt like he was laughing about it.  Not laughing at me, but just enjoying that someone who had taught him so much was now so far behind.  I could challenge him and just bounce off.  He would just smile about it.  At the same time, he treated me with great respect.  It was a very special goodbye."

Diane, "It sounds like you are saying Steve is more of a man than John?"

Janet, "I think he is in some ways.  But John is my kind of man."  Janet looked directly into Diane's eyes. "Steve is too much of a man for me now.  I respect what he’s become, but I can't relate to that romantically.  He's outgrown me and we both know it."

Diane, "Yet, you're still writing to him."

Janet, "As a special friend.  That last week, there was something he desperately needed.  He needed to be understood.  He was very brave and very frightened.  He wanted someone to understand what he was doing and why he was doing it.  If he didn't make it back, he wanted someone to explain it to those who care for him.  And I was the one person he trusted to do it.  Each time I write to him, it's an assurance I haven't forgotten.  Each letter is an assurance I will carry out my promises to him.  When he returns, I’ll be free of those obligations and we'll be done."  Janet watched Diane pull back in deep thought.  Janet said, "A penny for your thoughts."

Diane, "Does he understand what a bind he's put you in?"

Janet, "I put myself in this bind.  There is more to this than I'm willing to tell.  He told me, ordered me, not to write to him.  That wasn't a part of what he asked me to do.  It was the worst fight we ever had.  I told him it was my decision and he had no control over it.  We yelled at each other and neither of us gave an inch.  And that's where it stood when we said goodbye."  Janet said firmly, "I haven't missed a day!"

Diane considered what Janet had said.  "How do men like Steve and John turn out so great and so many men out in the world are real stinkers?"

Janet, "The only stinker in my life is Tom.  You have all the experience with stinkers."

Diane, "You never give up on Tom, do you?"

Janet grinned, "He's ugly work but somebody's got to do it."

Diane laughed, "I won't offer help with that one.  You're on your own."

Janet, "All those charmers.  I think they're too frightened of a real relationship, so they try for shallow ones.  Maybe they got hurt early on and are afraid to risk it again.  I see that in John.  Whatever happened in Atlanta  has him spooked.  I work so hard to earn his trust.  I bare my soul to him.  He understands, respects, and appreciates that, but then takes baby steps with me."

Diane, "If he ever learns about your writing to Steve, he may never trust anyone again."

Janet took a deep breath, "It's a risk, I know.  I tell myself we aren't going steady.  He knows I date other guys.  But my reaction to your being with John last New Year's brought home how emotions don't necessarily follow the social guidelines."

Diane gave her a wry smile, "You noticed that, did you?"

Janet, "I'm caught in this.  I won't give up writing to Steve until he's back safely.  I'm trying to hold the status quo with John, building his trust, and being very careful about the letters.  I'm even keeping copies of every letter I send to Steve in case I ever have to explain to John.  I promised Steve I wouldn't reveal anything about his assignment.  If John finds out, I won't even be able to fully explain why the letters are so important.  —  Mother keeps telling me I'm walking a tightrope between the two of them."

Diane, "Your mother’s a straight arrow.  I'll bet she doesn't like what you're doing."

Janet, "She really doesn't.  She doesn't understand why I take the risk and I can't tell her.  She's very protective of John.  She helps keep Steve's letters out of John's sight."

Diane, "Your life isn't so perfect after all.  You have a lot to deal with.  You’ve cheered me up some."

Janet, "Enjoy this peaceful time, my friend.  When romance strikes, your life will be in turmoil.  You cannot imagine how agitating it can be.  Even that placid, incredibly beautiful, inquiring face of yours may start to show some emotion."

Diane, "All right, my friend.  Until romance strikes, I'll try to appreciate peaceful times."

Janet got up to leave.  "Keep avoiding the charmers."

Diane grinned.  "Beware the impatient bull."

Janet laughed as she went out to the car.  Back home, she asked if her mother had heard anything from the men.

Molly said, "They'll probably be out there all afternoon.  You better let John get a full charge of man stuff today if you plan to shop him all day tomorrow."

Janet went to her room and wrote the day's letter for Steve.  She caught up on the few chores she could find.  Then she went to her closet to find clothes for the Paramount City shopping trip.  She remembered the pink and white full skirt that was too full for most occasions.  I've always wanted a pink sweater to go with this.  I'll wear the skirt tomorrow and try to find one.  She chose a white blouse to wear with it.  If I take a nap now I could stay up tonight and do my hair after John leaves.  She lay down on the bed and pulled the spread over her.  She took a deep breath and listened as the world slowly slipped away.
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George and John made a final tour through the mill yard.  George, "All the new equipment is here to be installed.  All the overhaul work is on schedule.  Things are going pretty smooth this year.  Let's go home and get some dinner."

John again felt the warmth of being included in the idea of home.  "Sounds good to me.  How much were you kidding about shopping all day?"

George laughed, "Not much, you'll see.  Women switch personalities when they go shopping.  It'll be good for you to see that in Janet.  Think of it as on-the-job training that may be helpful later on."

John smiled and wondered what he was thinking about later on.  John wasn't going there.  He said, "There seems to be no end of surprises from your daughter.  I've learned to always be alert for something new."

George, "You are the only one other than Ward Handleman who's strong enough that she can be herself.  The others she dates, she has to hold back and, in a sense, take care of them.  With her mother, she has an uneasy truce that they're both careful about.  She plays me, never letting me in on what she's about.  She respects the discipline I provide but skirts it without really breaking the moral codes we’ve taught her."  He looked at John, "As far as we know."

John, "I think you can be confident she made promises to God to honor your moral code and treats that as her sacred duty.  That's not to say she doesn't skirt the edges from time to time, but never in any serious way."

George, "I underestimate her.  Ward keeps telling me I should get to know my daughter, implying I haven't a clue about her.  I don't know how to do it.  I think she shows me what she thinks I want to see.  Every time I try to dig deeper, I get surprised about what's there."

John, "I don't know what to tell you.  She's like a three-ring circus.  I never know what's going to show up next.  Do you think Mr. Handleman actually understands her?"

George, "I don't know.  But he laughs at my lack of understanding and greatly enjoys her surprising me.  He tutored her and he is very proud of his student."

John, "She wants to spend all this time with me during the holidays.  I wonder if she will satisfy her curiosity about me and then move on."

George, "As Ward implies, I haven't a clue.  My gut feeling is she won't do that.  She has always shown great loyalty to her friends.  But let me warn you that she takes going steady very seriously.  And the warning is that she takes NOT GOING STEADY seriously also.  You know she dates other boys.  Wherever your relationship is going, at this moment, you are not the only factor in her life."

John thought about it, "Thank you for sharing that."  John compared this with what Molly had told him.  The warning that Janet was not fully sharing all that was going on in her life.  John didn't miss that George referred to the others as boys.  John said, "I tend to take things one day and one week at a time.  Thank you for allowing us to hang out at your home."

George asserted his authority.  "If it gets old, we'll boot you out." The tone now re-set, they rode home in silence.  John realized he needed a shower.  Wearing the coveralls had protected his clothes as they inspected the new equipment but he had perspired a lot.  When they reached Molly's kitchen, Janet was nowhere about.  Molly offered John the hour before dinner to go clean up.
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Forty-five minutes later, Janet sensed wonderful aromas.  She inhaled deeply, instantly hungry.  She threw off the bedspread and got up.  She looked at the clock.  Of course, it was time for dinner.  She thought, where's John?  She made the bed, redid her ponytail, checked her face, and headed for the kitchen.  Her father was studying a magazine at the table.  Molly had supper going on the stove.  Janet said, "Where's John?"

George, "John who?"  Molly laughed.

Janet was annoyed, "John the boyfriend I loaned you for the afternoon."

George, "He got all messy and I sent him home."

Molly, "He went to shower.  He'll be back for dinner."  Janet gave her father an annoyed look just as the doorbell rang.  Janet went to the front door to let him in.

Janet, "Ohhh, you look nice and smell nice."  She gave him a quick kiss and a hug.  "I missed you."

John, "I missed you, too.  You weren't here when we got back."

Janet, "I was resting up for a movie night.  Did you ask Ward?"

John, "He said to call when we're ready to go to the library.  Wow!  Dinner smells great."  Janet took his hand and walked him to the kitchen.

Grumpy Father, "Is your name John?"  John laughed.  "She was asking about you."

Molly served a great hot dinner they all enjoyed.  Janet called Ward before they headed for the library.  At the desk, Wanda talked with them about setting up formal rules for others to use the room.  It was agreed that they would draw them up before the end of the year.  Ward arrived while they were talking.  The three of them went to the movie room.  Janet used her key to open the door.

The science-fiction movie was stored under the projector and John went there to set it up.  Janet sat down on the love seat, expecting Ward to take another chair.  Instead, he sat down beside her on the love seat, smiling at her.

Janet gave him a smile.  "I think that place is already spoken for."

Ward, "I want to see what it feels like to get close to that glow you have."  He put his arm around her, asserting his relationship as a surrogate father.

Janet looked back at his arm.  "I'm on vacation, why shouldn't I glow?"

Ward whispered, "That's not a vacation glow.  I haven't seen a glow like that since my wife fell in love with me."  John put the reel on the projector and began threading the film into the machine.

Janet took a deep breath, "Dr.  Handleman, we're going to the city tomorrow.  I'll ask a salesman, a real psychologist, for an evaluation."

Ward smiled, "You still remember that."

Janet grinned at him, "Uh-huh, sure do."

Ward, "Enjoy every moment of it, Janet."  He looked deeply into her eyes.  "These are precious moments.  You never know how soon they may be gone forever."  Janet knew he spoke from experience.  They smiled at each other, knowing he could read her feelings better than anyone.  John started the projector.  Ward got up and found the light switch.  Numbers flashed on the screen, counting down to the start of the movie.  Ward sat in a chair on the right side of the love seat.

John waited at the projector to adjust the sound and focus.  The movie started rolling the credits over telescopic pictures of the universe.  The music varied from light classical to an eerie-sounding instrument Janet had never heard before.  Janet said, "What's that instrument?"

Ward, "A theremin.  It's an electronic device invented in the early nineteen hundreds by a Russian physicist known today by the name Leon Theremin.  This was one of the first movies to use it."

Janet, "I didn't know you were such a movie buff."

John, "Shush and watch the movie."

Ward, "I'm not.  Just happen to know about this."

Janet gave John an annoyed look.  John said, "I want to see the movie."

Janet whispered, "Ok, tomato freak."

The movie went to military observations and news broadcasts of an object moving through earth's atmosphere at four thousand miles an hour.  The object appeared over Washington, DC and landed in a baseball park near the Capitol Building, causing mild panic.  It was a large flying saucer with no windows or openings.  Police and military units surrounded the object, keeping the curious crowds back.  Eventually a slit opened and a ramp emerged.  Janet whispered to John, "Here comes the tomato!"

A humanoid figure in a silvery covering, that included his helmeted head, walked through the slit and down the ramp.  Approaching the very nervous military personnel nearest the ramp, he stopped and announced in English, “We have come to visit you in peace and with goodwill.”  He continued down the ramp removing an unusual object from his spacesuit.  As he walked forward holding the object in an ambiguous manner, he was shot by one of the military guards.  Ward said, "I wouldn't give him high marks for ambassadorial skills.  You would think anyone arriving in a ship like that would know how to approach nervous natives."

The wound appeared to be in the spaceman's arm.  He writhed on the ground and a giant silvery robot emerged from the spacecraft.  The observing crowd panicked and ran as the spaceship doors closed behind the robot.  The robot proceeded to destroy many of the Army weapons without hurting the soldiers.  Eventually, the spaceman recovered enough to order the robot to stop.  The spaceman stood up and explained about the strange damaged object, "It was a gift for your president.  Using it, he would have been able to study the stars and other civilizations."  A higher-ranking Army officer arrived and ordered the spaceman to be taken to a hospital.  The robot continued to stand immobile, guarding the ship.

In the hospital, the story took on a more normal form.  A high-ranking administration official visited the spaceman, who asked for a meeting of all earth's leaders.  He was told that would not be possible because of international distrust.  The spaceman slipped out of the hospital in stolen clothes and began living in a boarding house to learn more about earth’s attitudes.  This part of the story was interesting and all three became involved in the story.  John had his arm around Janet as she held his hand.  Ward watched the movie with interest as the spaceman contacted a top United States scientist to arrange a meeting of the world's top scientists.  After some dramatic events, the spaceman warned earth's inhabitants not to take their aggressive nature into space.  He asked the people of earth to join in a non-aggression association.  Failure to do so could result in the earth’s destruction.  They would await the Earthlings’ answer.  As the spaceman left in his spaceship, the movie ended.

Ward got up and turned on the lights as John attended to the projector.  Janet said to Ward, "That was pretty interesting, if a little far-fetched."

Ward, "You don't think others are out there or we would behave better?"

Janet, "They may be out there but I don't expect any visits.  Our behavior in the movie seems pretty accurate.  I might even describe the thing in southeast Asia in far harsher terms
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Book Five: Building Trust
By

Diane Williams Doyle

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

Janet thought about John. "Men are strong and fragile at
the same time. You can push against them as much as
you want and they enjoy not giving an inch. But there
are little boy places where they are very sensitive and
will pull back instantly, frightened if you go there. But
there is one very special way, if you find it, you can love
them and they become more of what they are. They get
stronger and more manly right in front of your eyes.
Sometimes I hit on it with John and I can see it in his
eyes, his spirit grows and you can see it growing right
there in his eyes. And he knows I'm the one doing it. He
has this look of awe and strength."

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