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My dear JoAnn,

It was a pleasant surprise to receive your letter. I'm doing fine and at last, I've found my happiness. Chris and I are married. I think this answers your question. The path is clear for you. Jim is a good man and I believe you can make him happy. And if he's attracted to you, I wish you all the luck you will need to capture his heart totally. My prayers are with you. May you find the happiness we have found.

Love,

Lexie and Chris

JoAnn refolded the letter and placed it inside her middle desk drawer. She glanced at the door to her employer's office. Jim was due to return today from his escape to Montreal, where he'd gone to convalesce emotionally from his break-up with Lexie.

In the year JoAnn had worked for him as his secretary at his father's firm, she had never seen him as despondent as that morning a month ago when he had stopped at her apartment. She was in the midst of drinking her coffee at the table in the breakfast nook of her apartment, when the jarring noise of a doorbell oppressed by a heavy nerve-wracked finger, startled her into almost dropping her mug. Luckily, as was her habit, besides holding the mug with one hand, her other hand was closed about it as well.

Warily, she rose from her dinette chair, and walked slowly to the door, and peered through the eyehole at who the door attendant below had allowed to enter the building. She jumped back as the door rattled under a fist knocking impatiently. Jim's voice confirmed whom she thought she'd glimpsed behind her door.  "JoAnn, are you there?!"

"Jim? What's wrong?" she exclaimed, unlocking her door and opening it wide.

The face that gazed down at her was haggard from lack of sleep.  The eyes were red-rimmed and the expression desperate.

"Oh my God, what happened to you?" JoAnn cried, pulling him into the apartment.

"Nothing—" he started to deny.  He knew his features told another story.  "Lexie left me."  His shoulders drooped.

"You've been driving all night, haven't you?" JoAnn asked.

"I stopped at my parents' home.  They were kind and understanding, but I needed to figure out the why's and wherefore's myself. It was either stop at a bar and get drunk, or go somewhere quiet that didn't remind me of Lexie. The night sky was clear. I drove to Jones Beach."

"Were you thinking of catching Pneumonia and guilting her into coming back to you?" JoAnn asked, finding it difficult to hide her anger both at Lexie and at Jim.  Her feelings for him overrode the anger, and the I-told-you-so attitude.  "Oh my poor, dear sweet Jim," she consoled, pulling him into her embrace.  In the office, she would never speak to him in that tone or those words.  He was her employer.  But since that first day he had hired her as his secretary, a warm friendship had grown between them. He was single, bonded to no one, and welcomed their initial attraction.  Their characters similar in many ways, they had dated. Jim was a gentleman in every sense of the word. That first year JoAnn was sure that he was on the verge of proposing marriage when Lexie Driscoll, looking tired and lost, had applied for a job she was highly overqualified to accept.

Lexie was a tall, statuesque, strong-willed young woman, with light blue eyes that even JoAnn, blonde and blue-eyed herself, had to admit were not easy to ignore. During college, JoAnn had done a paper on classic talkies.  Among the first to be filmed, was a movie titled "It".  The It referred to a special quality some men and women possessed that guaranteed they were certain to win the partner of their choice. Lexie possessed that quality.  One look from those eyes, would fell a man like Jim in his boots.  JoAnn had heard talk in the Ladies Lounge that Lexie's mother possessed those same eyes, and quality of character that enabled her to capture the heart of a not-so-easily swayed Montanan horse rancher.  Lexie's parents owned and ran a cattle and a horse ranch, and had recently celebrated their twenty-fifth anniversary.

The moment Jim set eyes on Lexie, he was lost, as was any chance of his proposing to his secretary.  JoAnn never blamed him or held ill feelings toward him or Lexie. Not that she did not battle with the green-eyed monster that daily attacked her. She honestly felt she would make Jim happier than Lexie ever could. Lexie always seemed to keep one step back from Jim.  No reason given.  JoAnn had suspected for the longest time that Lexie carried a torch for someone else.  Feeling Jim relax a little in her arms, vindicated her assumption.  "She's gone back to Chris, hasn't she?" JoAnn asked.

"You know about him?" Jim said, back straightening at the sound of his rival's name.

"Women tend to gossip in a Ladies' Lounge."

Jim said forlornly, "She broke his heart, but she's still in love with him.  They were a pair since childhood. I-I can't compete with that kind of love."

"And you shouldn't have to," JoAnn said.  "Look, it's evident you need some time to clear your mind.  Why don't you stay here?  Shower.  I have some clean clothes my brother keeps here for when he visits from Montreal. You are both similar in build."

"I remember you mentioning him.  He's a mystery writer.  His books do well."

"Yes, Louis has done well for himself.  He's doing research abroad presently for his new book," JoAnn said. An idea struck her.  "Jim, you were contemplating a vacation soon.  My brother has a very kind soul.  I know he wouldn't mind your staying at his cabin on the lake."

"Maybe you're right," Jim said.  "It beats going to a sanitarium, which is where I'm headed for, the way I feel right now."

"Yes, I think you need to get
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