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			It wasn’t something that Ariel expected. Everyone knows it’ll come eventually, for that matter, but no one knows when it’ll happen. The death of a loved one. And in her case, it was the death of her dear and beloved husband, Ralph. They married shortly after graduating high-school. “Much too young of a couple,” according to family and their many friends. And knowing how everyone felt about it, including Ariel and Ralph, heads butted, and there were arguments and disagreements. 

			Her father, Zenon, was a construction worker—a master carpenter—who oversaw many new construction housing projects in the suburbs surrounding Toronto, especially to the suburban east. In those days, areas east of Toronto were for one reason or another, considered rural rather than urban: Pickering, Ajax, Whitby, Oshawa and Bowmanville. Further east lay Cobourg, with a count of just over eleven thousand inhabitants in the seventies, was just a village when compared to Toronto’s one million. His hours were long and steady but he always came home with a smile and a handsome wage. Her mother, Danika, was a house cleaner and worked for very few but select households. Her hours were not steady, but allowed her to be home in time for when Ariel returned home from school on the majority of days. The bonus for Danika was when her clients hosted parties or special family events: it allowed her to earn bonus paychecks in the process, which—unbeknownst to Ralph, and perhaps a little sneaky of her—she quietly put away for Ariel’s educational future. 

			Her parents were very loving and gave Ariel the most immediate necessities that any child would require—doing this with a hint of caution, trying not to spoil the child too much, at least in their opinion and in the eyes of the rest of the family—but were not all that giving money-wise. She was always taught the value of a dollar on many occasions, starting from a young age. And it was those lessons that gave her the money sense that many of her friends didn’t have at that time. It was that very same advantage in her early years that allowed her to invest and build-up the funds into a commendable nest-egg for herself. There will always be a rainy day, she would tell herself. No doubt throughout her life, there had been several. 

			At the age of twenty-three, after trying to get pregnant for over a year, Ariel had undergone tests and discovered that she would not be able to bear children. It certainly was the most devastating event in her life, not being able to get pregnant. With Ralph by her side, and therapy for her mind and overall well-being, she was able to overcome the sadness and the psychological disappointment of being barren. But it was the anger and jealousy she felt that were the worst. It took a long time for the anger to ease until it passed completely. The jealousy she felt took much, much longer to pass and deal with than the anger did. The degree of jealousy towards women she saw walking with children, or were expecting, differed with her mood and demeanor. Eventually with time, that feeling of envy passed too, leaving her with a new sense of self and… purpose in life. And that was furthered by the support Ralph gave her. As long as Ralph kept on supporting her and never making mention of the fact, or blaming a childless marriage on her, she fully accepted her life. And life, as she knew it, would keep going on, marching forward like the days on a calendar. She promised and swore to herself that she would never look back.

			And now, at the age of fifty-eight, Ariel was on her own. Not totally mind you. She did have a wonderful and caring group of friends: Samara, Renee, Donna, Leah, Sam, and Frank. They were very good friends—since Ariel’s late high school years and early college days—always having been there for her; during her best days and throughout the hardest of times in her life. And it was most evident when Ralph passed away. With her friends, it wasn’t a lonely existence per se, but it lacked a dimension of fulfillment: she missed the intimacy of being with someone special, and the closeness that came with such a relationship. 

			Perhaps one day, someday soon, she would find that special someone. What she didn’t know was, she would find them. And sooner than she thought. But just not quite who she thought it would be.
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			“Water-based. Oil-Based. One coat is like 3X the coverage. For best results, use a cloth. Can be applied with a brush,” Jennifer mumbled under her breath scanning the labels of all the varieties of stains. She really couldn’t make up her mind which one she needed or should use. Well, that wasn’t quite true. She didn’t know which one to choose. She must have had a perplexed look on her face, because a store employee cautiously approached her from the side.

			“Is there anything I can help you with?” the woman asked.

			Jennifer turned to look at the woman with the shoulder length, brown and salt and pepper coloured hair. She looked young enough to be her mid to late forties, or so Jennifer thought. But her spritely smile and seemingly abundant energy could have easily passed her for a thirty-something woman. “I’m just so confused about which stain to pick,” Jennifer replied. “I know what colour I want to use but I’m stuck between these water-based and oil-based stains.”

			“Okay. Well, if you don’t mind, what will you be staining?” the lady asked, looking at Jennifer curiously.

			“I’m staining a dresser,” Jennifer answered.

			“Do you know what king of wood you are dealing with?”

			Jennifer had to think for a few seconds. “If I’m not mistaken, the top, sides, and all the support structure is oak. But the four drawers are made of maple.”

			“Interesting combination. 1930s or 1940’s?” the woman continued.

			“I actually don’t know. I do have a picture on my phone. Here, let me show you,” said Jennifer sounding a little excited and a little less exasperated. She pulled her phone out from the back pocket of her hip-hugging light blue jeans, with rips at the knees. She turned on her phone and then swiped the screen, finding her gallery. She pressed the gallery icon and the dresser appeared as a thumb-nail. Tapping once, the picture opened to full size.

			Ariel stared at it in amazement, then at Jennifer. She had the same dresser in her bedroom! “I know that dresser very well. And yes. The drawers are maple, while the rest of the body is made of oak. Okay, let’s see what we can find for you.” She scanned the varieties of stains and pulled two one-litre cans from the shelf in front of her. One was a water-based stain and the other, an oil-based stain. Both were in a semi-gloss finish. “These two stains would be my two recommendations. This one here is oil-based and this one, water-based. Both can be applied with a cloth or a brush. But, since it’s been fully sanded, I would recommend using a cloth to really rub in the stain. The oil-based stain will take up to one week before the odor dissipates, maybe a little longer if it’s humid. The water-based stain is virtually odor-free and will dry within three hours of being applied.”

			Jennifer took stock of the information and then finally said, “I think I’ll use the water-based stain then.”

			“Many people are starting to go the water-based way. You may still want to add a layer of clear varnish for an impressive finish. If you decide to go it that way, you’ll have a few days of smell. Varnish can be very strong so make sure you do it in a large room with good ventilation or even outside if you are able to. A front porch, if you have one, is good or even inside a garage.” Ariel hoped that the extra information would help the younger woman make her decision.

			“I’ll sit on that one for now,” Jennifer said, replacing the phone in her pocket. “I just need to get a couple of brushes and I’ll be all set.”

			“I can help with you that too,” Ariel said.

			Following the woman, Jennifer noticed the hint of a tropic-like scent emanating from Ariel as she walked. “I don’t mean to get personal, but what is that scent you are wearing?”

			Surprised by the question, Ariel responded, “It’s Hibiscus by Body Fantasies.”

			“It’s very nice,” Jennifer said, her nostrils tickled by the scent. It smelled soothing, light and warm. The scent made her think of being wrapped up in a blanket on a cold winter night on the couch while watching a mystery or thriller: it made her feel secure and safe.

			“Here you go,” Ariel said, handing over two different sized brushes. “These are a little more expensive than our cheapest brand, but they’ll do a great job. The smaller one will help you with the less wide spots and the face of the drawers. Use the wider brush for the top and sides of the dresser. Is there anything else you need?” she asked. She wasn’t sure why, but she enjoyed being asked about the body spray she used. It was so… very unexpected.

			Smiling, Jennifer looked at the woman and said, “I think I have everything I need for now. Thank you so much for all your help.” And then she smiled at her.

			OMG! Ariel exclaimed to herself. What a beautiful smile! “I’m glad I could help.”

			“But before I go, is that your name on the apron you’re wearing? Ariel?”

			“Yes. I’m Ariel.”

			“That’s a name you don’t hear too often. Thank you for all the assistance.”

			“Well,” began Ariel, her eyes lighting up again. “That’s what we’re here for.”

			“In that case, you’ll probably be seeing me more often,” Jenniffer said. Then for some unknown reason, she added, “By the way, my name is Jennifer.”

			“Nice to meet you, Jennifer,” Ariel exclaimed. “If you ever need help with stains or paints, just look for me.”

			“Okay. Thanks, Ariel.”

			“Have a nice day, Jennifer.”

			“You too!” came the response from Jennifer.

			Ariel watched Jennifer walk away, pushing her cart through the aisle. “What a lovely woman,” she said heading back to the paint counter. 

			 

			It didn’t take Ariel long after coming home when she started thinking about Jennifer and how bright and earnest and heart-warming the smile was on her face. There was a particular gentleness to her, a kindness she had not experienced in quite some time, apart from her circle of friends. Oh, sure, there were nice people that came to the hardware store. Yet, the majority were always in a hurry: wanting things now and once they have what they want, they get on their way. They never seem to have a moment to stop, even for a few seconds and chit-chat about their projects. Maybe they just didn’t think it appropriate, didn’t want to feel inadequate, or just didn’t know how to. Regardless, she could always tell who was new to the fix it yourself or do it yourself world. And those who were not. Jennifer fell into latter category and she stopped long enough to show her a picture, talk about her project and didn’t seem to be in a rush. And then she asked about her body scent. It managed to get Ariel’s attention, and interest. One hundred percent. 

			As much as it pained Ariel, she had to push Jennifer out of her thoughts. She had to get ready for her evening out with the ladies because every third Saturday was their ‘get together’. Ariel and her girlfriends—Samara, Renee, Donna, and Leah—would get together for some drinks and definitely a lot of laughs and perhaps a little rib-poking. Of course, they would all try to find Ariel a bachelor or a widower to date. “Oh, how about him?” they would ask, or “He looks debonair!” or “He’s got a cute moustache!” There were plenty of men out there, some very handsome, some not so much; some were tall, others were not. And some… let’s just put it this way: an honourable mention would not have sufficed. It was all that Samara, Renee, Donna, and Leah, could do. Try as they might, they could never seem to get Ariel interested in any man, no matter how hard they tried.

			Yet they all had fun, regardless of their match-making efforts or the conversations they had. Tonight was no different; the laughter coming from their corner was a testament to that fact. They drew the attention of some of the patrons while others just looked, blinked and then returned to their regularly scheduled glass of wine, bottle of beer or soft drink. Then again, the group of five women were no different than any other groups of people in the restaurant: just some friends having fun and relaxing, taking a load off their minds.

			But sometimes, Ariel felt choked; hemmed in by their attempts at hooking her up with someone. With every girls’ night out, she began dreading getting together with them more and more. She just wished that she could just find someone and somehow get them to stop trying. Maybe it was her fear about this whole dating thing that didn’t allow her to fully appreciate their efforts. Unfortunately, their tactics failed. Time and time again. 

			 

			While sitting in the booth, Ariel’s thoughts drifted to Jennifer, for the second time that day. Although this woman was practically a stranger, she seemed very familiar to Ariel. Or was it friendly? Why or for what reason she didn’t know. She couldn’t decide on that one. What she did know is that the short interaction she did have with her had had a profound effect on her. It was her manners, the politeness she showed, the way she talked, the way she responded to her questions. And who could ever forget that broad, endearing smile? Everything about her was nice. Nice? No. It was beautiful. Jennifer was a beautiful woman. And from what she could gather, she was also intelligent. She was charming, without being bombastic, and able to hold a conversation. At least she thought so. She also remembered feeling comfortable and at ease standing there while talking to Jennifer. There was no denying it. She couldn’t deny it. 

			All niceties aside, she liked her for sure, liked everything about Jennifer. Everything. And she felt it so instantly, enough so, that Ariel had begun the process of… Wait! Process? What process? The process of opening up. She didn’t think it was possible. Ah, but her heart seemed willing to, enough so that maybe, just maybe, she was coming terms with it all. 

			Leaning in toward Ariel, Leah spoke up, “A penny for you thoughts, lady.”

			“Oh, did I drift out of the conversation?” she asked, feigning a degree of innocence.

			“No. Not really. There was a lull coming. After a couple of hours, we seem to hit one,” Leah replied. “But you seemed kinda spaced out there for a moment.” 

			“Hmmn. Maybe, I guess. You know, I’m just feeling a little tired. I think I’m going to get going,” Ariel said.

			“You sure, hon?” asked Leah, looking at Ariel and smiling warmly.

			“Yeah. I’m going to call it a night.” Ariel got up from the booth seat and said, “Girls.”

			Much to the surprise of the women gathered, Samara said, “Well, girl, get home safely.”

			Ariel forced a weak smile, or at least, attempted one. “I will. Ladies, enjoy the rest of your night.”

			“Good night, Ariel,” they responded in unison. “We will!”

			 

			Ariel walked home unable to shake thoughts of Jennifer from her mind. She was like a vine wrapped around a tree that wouldn’t go away. How could this twenty-something have such a profound effect on her? It didn’t make any sense to her. Could it be possible that there was more to her than she herself realized? She had lived for fifty-eight years and had never found herself attracted to a woman; any woman. She never experimented with women in college, and as far as she knew, was never seduced by a woman. But Jennifer? Well… this was certainly different for Ariel. New, for sure.

			There was definitely an attraction to her. Her presence in the store earlier that day made her feel good. She stood there in her knee-ripped, light blue jeans and yellow tee-shirt, long sandy brown hair pulled back in a pony tail, one arm crossed over her chest, supporting her other arm, with her hand on her chin, pensively looking at the varieties of stains neatly displayed on the shelves. And her smile. OMG! It could only be described as heartwarming and friendly, and was so broad that it seemed to stretch from ear to ear, lighting up her face with a warm glow and a twinkle in her hazel-specked green eyes. After thinking of all that, Ariel couldn’t deny it and finally had to concede. Yes, she admitted to herself, raising her hands in imaginary surrender. Jennifer’s an attractive woman.

			So why did Ariel find her thoughts occupied by Jennifer for a third time? Why? What was it that had her mind all abuzz with thoughts of her? Only one word came to mind: infatuation. Really? Infatuated? At my age? she questioned. For some, becoming infatuated with someone was a dangerous and winding road, leading to expectations or possibilities. And heartbreak was just as inevitable as much as the lingering effects of heartache was. For others, it was a welcome distraction. Something to take your mind off of things and focus on your feelings and emotions. And Ariel was no different. Still, it was not the way she was expecting to feel. 
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			Jennifer returned home all smiles. As she opened the door, she noticed how the afternoon sun penetrated through the small white sheers that covered the window at the back of the kitchen. Placing her purchase from the hardware store onto the kitchen table, she went to the fridge and took out a small bottle of orange juice. She uncapped the bottle, took two quick sips and placed it on the table in front of her. Pulling out a chair and siting down, she faced the large kitchen window and looked into the backyard. Although the sunlight was muted by the sheer fabric, it was warm and radiant. Looking through the tiniest gaps in the sheers—some places she could see right through into the backyard like looking through a kaleidoscope and in others, she could barely see anything, making out the vague shapes and silhouettes of trees and one corner of the garage—she closed her eyes and then opened them. She turned her head away from the window and scanned the kitchen and then the TV room. The silence within the house struck her hard. It was much too quiet. And for some strange reason Ariel came to mind.

			To Jennifer, Ariel seemed like a sweet, kind woman. She found her to be very helpful—well, she definitely knew her stuff when it came to stains and wood finishes—and she was willing to spend a few extra minutes with her customers. Not only that, she went the extra mile to help her in her choice of extras too. From what she could tell at first glance, her appearance was stylish, but nothing too extravagant; she certainly looked after herself. She was tall, maybe about her height or just an inch or so shorter than her own five-eight and had a slim figure. She had straight, shoulder-length brown hair, peppered with gray, framing a face with soft contours and very little makeup. She had the most mesmerizing blue eyes: deep blue like the ocean, inquisitive, and full of life. She liked how her eyes sparkled and flashed when she saw the picture of the dresser. But the sparkle in those eyes was soon replaced by a distant look. And whether it was work or something else, there was something in those eyes that told a different tale. 

			She enjoyed talking with Ariel. She had a mellow voice, soft yet clear. She found that a very appealing, just like her eyes. Her husband is so lucky to have a woman with such wondrous eyes, and a pleasing voice, she thought to herself. Very lucky indeed. The only reason why she thought so was the fact that she noticed a gold-band on her wedding ring finger, inlaid with five tiny diamonds—at least she thought they were diamonds. They could have been cubic zirconia stones, but she highly doubted that. Then again, that would have been cheap. Chintzy even.

			The only thing Jennifer couldn’t figure out is why this woman was occupying her thoughts so much. Sure, Ariel had been nice and helpful, and she was also very pleasant to talk with. And that was it. Or was it? Finishing her OJ, she got up from the table, and pushed the chair in. She rinsed out the bottle and was just about to toss it into the recycling bin when she suddenly stopped and stood still. With a questioning look on her face, it hit her. Could she be a widow? she thought to herself. She did sense what she could only describe as loneliness from Ariel. How else could you explain how much time she spent talking with her? Would a normal store employee do that? Not that she’d experienced that in the past. The reaction she saw on her face when showed the picture of the dresser and the smile that formed when they introduced themselves—and by name no less!—gave credence to her theory that this woman was perhaps lonely. All the puzzle pieces were slowly forming a better picture of Ariel. “Poor thing,” she uttered, her eyebrows furrowed with the slightest hint of worry. “Now it all makes sense to me.” She didn’t think she could make a difference or change the situation for the woman at the hardware store. But without realizing it, she already had.

			Grabbing the small cans of stain, the brushes and a couple of spare cloth rags, she left the kitchen and headed upstairs to begin the task of staining the dresser and four drawers. Changing into her grubbies, she slipped on two latex gloves and gave the can of dark chestnut stain a good shake, and after reading the instructions thoroughly, realized she wasn’t supposed to do that. “Oh, well!” she sighed. She carefully set the can down on the newspaper and slowly pried the lid open with a slotted screwdriver. Setting the lid down beside the can, she folded the cloth rag, dipped it into the can and began the process of spreading and rubbing the stain into the sanded wood of the dresser.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2
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			“You know, Ariel, you have to begin living your life again. Ralph would have wanted you to. Would want you to,” emphasized Renee. She took a sip of her coffee and looked at Ariel. The funny thing was, Renee knew that that was what Leah—and all the other dear friends Ariel had—would say. 

			“I know, I know,” Ariel nearly snapped. She would have needed twenty or more hands to count the number of times she was told to ‘live her life’. It bothered her to hear it from her friends, just as much as it played on her mind. Every single fucking day. She couldn’t escape it. She didn’t know where to begin; yet her friends did? They all seemed to know that she needed to start somewhere. Somehow. She was afraid; afraid of starting over. Afraid of opening herself to someone new. Afraid of… opening her heart. 

			“Yeah, yeah, you know. But have you tried?” Renee persisted, trying to figure out why Ariel hadn’t met anyone new. 

			“I don’t know,” Ariel lied, on the verge of tears. She almost never lied to her friends. This time was her third, perhaps fourth time that she had done so. “Put yourself in my shoes, dammit.” She raised her coffee mug to her lips with shaky hands and almost second-guessed taking a sip. Regardless, placing the rim of the coffee cup to her lower lip, she took a sip of her steaming black coffee. But before Renee could respond, she added, “I was married to Ralph for nearly thirty-five years. That’s nearly half a lifetime in my books. And things have changed since he and I started dating all those years ago. You should know.”

			Renee looked at Ariel with sympathy, and a modicum of empathy. She knew all about being afraid of opening up. “Look, Ariel, dear. We all know what you’ve been through. For fuck sakes, Samara lost her husband three years ago and has started dating a wonderful and understanding guy.”

			Ariel looked at her with eyes that said ‘What the fuck do you know?’ “Renee, you’ve been married twice. And now… now you have your once in a while casual—as you like to call them. But, there is no emotional attachment. To any of it.” She bowed her head and looked into her coffee mug, watching the steam rise before continuing. “I want to be with someone who understands me, who can appreciate me for me, who can be there emotionally, support me and love me. I would like to love someone special, and give them all of me. I’m not looking for a relationship that’s only physical and devoid of everything else. Can you understand that?” She finally lifted her mug to her lips and took a long sip, making a strange face. Her freshly brewed coffee had cooled and no longer tasted good to her. “Look, Renee. I just need to do things on my own terms, at my own pace. If it takes me three years, or five or ten. When I’m ready to dip my toes in that proverbial ocean, I’ll do it. But not before I’m ready and certainly not because my friends want me to. Do I make myself clear?” Ariel emphasized, finally putting her foot down on the issue. 

			Renee not only heard the icy anger in Ariel’s tone, she felt it. She could only count on one hand the number of times that Ariel had become that angry—or close to it. Maybe we are pushing her too hard, she thought to herself. I hope we don’t end up pushing her away from us and losing her as a friend. Then what about Samara, or Donna, or Leah, or Sam, or Frank? What of them? Was her personal and emotional life really their concern? She knew they were only looking out for her best interest, but only she really knew what was best for her. Renee looked at Ariel again, with a touch of sympathy losing whatever anger had begun to rise in her. She understood that after so many years of marriage it would be—and could be—extremely hard to open up to someone new, let alone open your heart to them. “Ariel. Look, I know it’s tough. Especially these days. I appreciate that you’ve been married as long as you were to Ralph. It’s just…” she hesitated. She only hesitated because what she was about to say was going to be deeper than what they had ever discussed before. And, it was coming from the heart. A heart she wished she could give to her friend, if only she wasn’t so fucking scared of doing so. 

			“Just what?” Ariel pressed, prying Renee to finish her sentence.

			“It’s just… it’s just, we think you’re going into depression.” There, Renee blurted it out. It was said. It was what the group felt and noticed.

			Okay, thought Ariel. Maybe I’ve been told. But… had she? In her mind, and in her heart, she knew what she really wanted. What kept her back was the thought of being peeled back, like the layers of an onion: peeling away the layers from the outside until whoever it was, reached the core and found her, her heart. And right now, it still—after five long and sometimes tumultuous years—belonged to Ralph. It would take someone very special, extremely special, to be allowed into it. Being unsure and doubtful, were all things that played on her mind and her heart. Returning Renee’s gaze, she said, “Give me your hands, please.” 

			Renee looked awkwardly at Ariel but obliged. The feeling was so beautiful and warm, but she still couldn’t tell Ariel how she felt about her. She didn’t know how to begin… or where. She was afraid herself.

			“Look. Once I’m ready to over again, I will let all of you know, okay?”

			Renee gave Ariel a half-hearted smile. She couldn’t tell whether to take her statement at face value or to take it with a grain of salt. Maybe she, and for that matter the lot of them, had been pushing Ariel too hard into dating again. But it was only because they loved her dearly and had vowed way back when, to look after each other through thick and thin. “Okay,” she said.

			They finished their coffees and decided that a second, fresher cup of coffee would hit the spot. By the time their order arrived, Frank popped in. Ariel spotted him first, then Renee. They both waved at him to join them.

			“Look what the cat dragged in!” exclaimed Renee.

			“Did Rosie leave you on your own for the day?” asked Ariel teasingly. 

			“Oh, ha-ha! Very funny!” Frank retorted as he sat down. He knew they were joshing him. At fifty-eight, he was tall and lanky, never having filled in, or out, as the case was with some men his age. By the time he was in his late thirties, the hair on top of his head started turning white and completely transitioned by the time he was in his early forties, earning him the nickname ‘Gramps’. Now in his late fifties, he and Rosie were both retired and had a growing family. Their son, Frank Jr., a family law lawyer, was married to a successful bakery franchiser, Martina. Their younger daughter, Madeline, a junior construction manager, had just become engaged to a beautiful woman, Samina, a business administrator, who was currently learning the ropes of her parent’s importing business. “I just came in to get a few pastries and two coffees to go. Everything alright?”

			Ariel smiled, putting her hand on Frank’s forearm. “Yes, dear. Everything’s fine,” she replied, turning to look at Renee and cocking her head slightly. It was a signal not to tell him anything about what they had talked about. Not that she would have anything against it, mind you. It’s just she didn’t want to go through the whole process of repeating herself over again. “What’s new with you?” 

			“Madeline just got engaged,” Frank said. He wasn’t smiling when he said it. He was still unsure of how he felt about his daughter being engaged to another woman. He resigned himself to the fact that love was love, regardless of how mysterious and wondrous it was.

			“That’s wonderful news!” exclaimed Renee. “But…”

			“It’s that noticeable, huh?” unable to hide the fact that he was probably a little more upset about the whole idea than confused.

			“Yes, it is,” Ariel chimed in. “What’s wrong?”

			“I don’t know how to feel about Madeline’s engagement, that’s all,” Frank replied, looking first to Ariel and then to Renee. 

			“C’mon Frank. She’s in love. And she seems to be very happy too,” Renee said, wishing dearly that she could express her feelings to Ariel too.

			“Yeah. I guess she is. On both counts,” he admitted. “I guess I’ll have to get used to the fact that this world of ours is very different from when we were growing up.”

			“Good for you,” Ariel said, commending Frank. “How’s Rosie with it?”

			“She’s just so happy for Madeline,” responded Frank. “I guess that’s why she’s my better three-quarters.” He smiled, knowing full well she was his one hundred percent. And then some. “So. What are you two gals up to? I hope nothing mischievous?”

			“Nothing of the sort. Just the usual chit-chat between friends,” answered Renee, giving Frank a wink. She was hoping desperately that Ariel didn’t notice.

			Frank got the hint. “Listen. It was a pleasure bumping into the two of you but I really must be going. Rosie might think I’m lost or gone to the bookstore again,” he said getting up from the chair, smiling.

			“We wouldn’t want to keep you from… getting lost. And when you see Madeline, please say hi for us and don’t forget to congratulate her on her engagement too,” Renee finished.

			“Yes, please. Do wish her all the best,” Ariel added.

			“Absolutely. Ladies, have a great day,” Frank said, feigning the tip of a cowboy hat in their direction.

			Renee and Ariel watched him leave, chuckling at one another. It was Ariel who spoke up first. “Poor guy,” she commented. 

			“Why do you say that?” Renee asked curiously.

			Ariel took a sip of her coffee and set her mug down. “Frank’s really at odds about his daughter’s engagement to a woman. He’s always been the conservative type. You know what I mean?”

			Renee almost choked on her own coffee as she recalled an incident that made their group laugh back in their college days. “Yeah, I do. That reminds me of the time he saw the two guys kissing on campus.” Like the way I wanted to kiss you back then, she thought. The only thing is, she wished she had. And she tried hard not gaze into Ariel’s eyes, fearing her deepest thoughts of her would come tumbling out.

			Ariel smiled too. “Boy was he ever surprised when he found out that the one with the long hair was not a woman, but a guy!”

			“We must have ridiculed him for days after that,” giggled Renee. “Maybe it was mean of us to do that, but I’m sure he knew we meant nothing by it.”

			“Hopefully, he can see past the fact that his daughter’s a lesbian. She’s a person like anyone else. Flesh and blood; skin and bones; feeling and thinking. And wanting to enjoy the fact that she found someone to…” Ariel trailed off, falling silent.

			“Ariel? What wrong?” asked Renee, suddenly concerned.

			“Hearing Frank talk about Madeline just made me realize my own situation. It’s nothing. Everything. I don’t know. That’s what’s wrong,” she blurted out. Her eyes, brimming with tears, suddenly lost their youthful sparkle. “Sometimes I feel so fucking lost, Renee. I don’t know what I want. I have mixed feelings. I’m afraid of exposing myself and setting myself up for heartache I’ll never get over.”

			Renee reached out to Ariel, selfishly relishing the feel of her hands.. Ariel took her hands. Renee looked at her with a serious look on her face and said, “My dear. If you don’t put yourself out there and try, you’ll never know if you can. Look, you can’t go out looking for love. You definitely can’t force it either. It has to happen on its own terms. That’s when you’ll know. Okay?” she said, squeezing both of her hands.

			Ariel always found Renee to be the most level-headed of the group of friends. She knew how to say things, to make the words come out right, and make you feel at ease. Most of all, she knew when to say them. This was one of those times. “Sure, Renee. Thanks.”

			However, the only thing Renee didn’t how to say was how she felt about Ariel. How she really felt about her. And right now, she gave Ariel the comfort that she needed as well the words she needed to hear. It was tacit encouragement: strong and silent.

			After people watching and sharing smaller, lighter tidbits of news and curiosities, Renee and Ariel said their goodbyes and hugged. Although they parted ways, Ariel still had one stop to make. And sure enough, it was the hardware store.

		

	
		
			Chapter 3
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			“Why is it I can never make up my mind?” Jennifer asked herself, realizing that she had mistakenly done so out loud. Holding the various pastel green colour chits in her hand, she thought she was close to making her choice, but was still stuck between three shades of green: sage, jojoba and fresh artichoke. Her eyebrows furrowed as she tilted the three chits: back and forth between the fluorescent display light above the selection of paint chits and the lights illuminating the store. She was just about to tilt them a third time when she thought she heard a familiar voice come from side.

			“Hi Jennifer!”

			She turned around and saw Ariel standing there. “OMG! Ariel, how are you?”

			Smiling, she answered, “I’m okay, I guess. What about you? Still having issues deciding?”

			Laughing, Jennifer responded, “That noticeable, huh?”

			“Yeah. When I see a person with colour chits in their hand and talking out loud to themselves, I guess it’s kinda hard not to. But your secret’s safe with me,” Ariel said, placing her hand on Jennifer’s arm but then quickly withdrew it. “I-I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done that.”

			“It’s okay,” Jennifer said noticing how quickly Ariel withdrew her arm. “It was in the course of conversation. I’m sure that’s allowed considering you’re not working the paint department today.”

			Ariel smiled, relieved that Jennifer was cool about the arm touching. “I could get Cheryl to help you out. She’s really good at helping to pick out paint colours.”

			Looking at Ariel, Jennifer asked, “I know it’s your day off, but would you mind joining me and helping me? I mean, if that’s okay with you.”

			With a hint of excitement and a glimmer in her eyes, Ariel replied, “I would love to help you! Now, let’s see those chits.”

			Jennifer handed her the three paint chits she was holding. “These were the ones I was deciding on: sage, jojoba and fresh artichoke.”

			“All very lovely shades of green,” Ariel remarked. “If you don’t mind asking, the room or rooms you will be painting, are there any windows?”

			“Yes. Each room has one large window. The one facing south has two large windows,” Jennifer replied.

			“Are these rooms you use, I mean, often?”

			“One is currently my bedroom, and the other two are empty. Although one might become my office shortly.”

			“Okay. Since sage is lightest, use that where you have less light. The jojoba is a little less green than the sage, but also a little darker than the fresh artichoke. My thinking is to use the sage for the north facing room and the fresh artichoke for the middle and south rooms. And for the ceilings?”

			Jennifer smiled, drawing Ariel’s attention. “I’m just going to use ceiling white. And because I want to a good job of it I’m going with two coats. And that includes the closets.” Pausing momentarily, she then quickly added, “Let me think about what you said about the colours. At least I have two instead of three. Thank you once again for all your help, Ariel.”

			“It’s been such a pleasure, Jennifer. I certainly hope that when you paint the rooms, they’ll turn out just as nice as you want them to.”

			“I hope so. At least now, I have a better idea.”

			“I’m glad,” Ariel replied.

			“Unfortunately, I have to go. I have a meeting with my realtor in half an hour about purchasing a property up north.”

			“Oh wow!. Good luck with that!” Ariel said.

			“Thank you. Take care, Ariel,” Jennifer replied.

			“You too, Jennifer!”

			 

			As she walked out of the hardware store and toward her car, with the paint chits still in her hands, Jennifer couldn’t help but smile to herself. That’s twice now I’ve been helped by Ariel. She’s such a dear woman, she thought to herself. Getting into her car, she realized she didn’t have her purse or her bag with her. Before she could open the driver’s door and go back into the store again, there was a tap on the driver’s side window. It was Ariel.

			Opening the door, Jennifer exclaimed, “I left my purse and my shopping bag in the store!” 

			“I know,” Ariel responded. “Not to worry. I have them here for you.” She lifted Jennifer’s purse and bag and handed them to her.

			“I can’t even begin to thank you, Ariel.” Jennifer didn’t know if she should just invite for her for a coffee, or treat her to lunch one day. She opted for the latter hoping that her asking Ariel would not be misconstrued as anything else. “How about we meet for lunch? My treat.”

			Ariel smiled that warm, welcoming smile that Jennifer had come to appreciate. “I couldn’t accept.”

			“Please? It’s the least I can do for finding my bag and my purse. You don’t know how much that means to me.”

			Contemplating what Jennifer had just said, Ariel replied, “Well, okay. But I insist on paying for my share.”

			It was Jennifer’s turn to smile her own bright, broad smile. “We’ll see. How about we meet at Panera’s? The one on Ritson?” Jennifer suggested.

			“That would be lovely. When would lunch be good for you?”

			“How about Friday at 1?”

			“I’ll be there.”

			“See you then, Ariel.”

			“Take care, sweetie.”

			“You too!” Jennifer said. “And thanks so much… for everything.” She closed the door started up the car.

			Ariel tapped the roof of Jennifer’s car once and took a step back to allow Jennifer to drive away from the parking spot. She truly is a lovely woman, she thought to herself. She’s so polite, charming, and so endearing. And then that’s when it hit her: she liked Jennifer. There was something about her that drew her in besides what she had already seen. She felt very comfortable around her; like she had known her for years instead of the two brief encounters inside the store. She was like a breath of fresh air, like a gentle breeze that sways your laundry back and forth as it dries on a clothes line. The last thing she noticed about her was how there was always a glimmer in her hazel-specked green eyes. They drew her in like a magnet, but resisted that pull to her, fighting hard. Wait! ‘Fighting hard’? What was she fighting? Was she afraid of being attracted to this woman? Was she attracted to this woman? What would her friends think? And then there was Frank. He was already in some turmoil about his daughter’s engagement to another woman. He didn’t need to have another same-sex couple in the mix. Oh, man. What am I getting myself into? she thought.

			But perhaps it was a phase, something Ariel needed to go through. She never experimented before. Experiment. That word sounded so damn clinical. Life stage… life process… just plain, fucking life. Yes, she liked Jennifer. Sweet, attractive and heartwarming. That’s who Jennifer was. The only thing remaining, was how to broach the subject during their lunch date. If she would at all.
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			Jennifer arrived home, parking her car in the driveway. But instead of getting out, she sat there in the driver’s seat, window down and the engine turned off. Crossing her arms over her chest, she tried to piece together her thoughts and wondered what it was that attracted her to Ariel and why.

			The first time she saw her, she felt something, but wasn’t sure what it was. Perhaps there was a commonality they hadn’t yet shared. Maybe it went deeper than just a commonality. Having seen her for the second time certainly didn’t contradict her feelings about this woman. If anything, it solidified them. She liked Ariel and found that the short interactions and what little time they had shared together—apart from the help in choosing stains and paints—was honest and down to earth. She felt no pretentiousness on the part of Ariel what-so-ever. The manner in which she spoke, on par and never down at you, and the way she reacted to and answered her questions, further deepened what she saw in Ariel: a decent, honest and caring person. Those were the traits she picked up on right away after having met her for the first time. The other thing she noticed was how warm and friendly her smile was and when she spoke to you, it really did feel like it came from the heart. How in the world could you not like a person like that? People like that were far and few in between. And the way her face lit up when she smiled, or when she put her hand lightly on her arm. She enjoyed the feel of Ariel’s hand on her arm. There was a warmth, a friendly warmth, that she felt. But there was a peculiar sensation that had come with that touch too. There was a slight tingling left behind where her hand had been on her arm. She had never felt or experienced anything like that before. It was strange but good; a curious kind of strange. It was almost like Ariel’s hand had asked Jennifer’s arm, ‘Can I please do this?’ And she didn’t mind that Ariel had touched her arm. But she also understood about work places and the rules about touching coworkers, let alone customers. The connection she felt was there and it was very much real. And she wanted to explore it further. If it could happen.

			Innocent as the touch was, it left an indelible picture of Ariel in Jennifer’s mind long afterward. So much so, that she felt like she needed to tell her; to tell her how she felt at that very moment without making it seem like come-on. She decided that when they met at Panera on Friday for lunch, she would do just that.

		

	
		
			Chapter 4
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			Ariel had just stepped out of the shower, barely wrapping herself in a plush, pale-yellow cotton bath sheet when she heard the phone ring. “Shit!” she exclaimed, as she nearly tripped on the bath mat trying to get out the bathroom. She walked quickly to where her phone sat on the night table and answered it before the fourth ring.

			“Hello?”

			“Ariel? It’s Samara. Did I catch you at a bad time?” she asked.

			“I just stepped out of the shower, nearly tripped, and managed to get to the phone by the third ring. I’m fine, I think,” she replied sarcastically. “What’s up?”

			“Renee, Donna, and I are going out for coffees tomorrow. Wanna join us?”

			Silence issued from the other end of the line.

			“Ariel? You still there?” Samara asked, beckoning for a voice to speak at the other end of the connection.

			“Uh, yeah. Where and when?” Ariel asked, softening her tone somewhat, still reeling from her near stumble.

			Samara replied quickly, “We’re meeting at Julie’s tomorrow at 10am. Okay?”

			“Okay. I’ll be there,” Ariel agreed. “Sorry, Samara.”

			“For what?” she asked confused by the softening in Ariel’s tone.

			“For snapping at you. I was scared thinking I was going to fall and hurt myself,” she apologized.

			“Oh, Ariel. It’s okay,” Samara said, noticing the difference in Ariel’s voice.

			“No. It’s not okay.”

			“Look, girl. Apology accepted.” Now Samara fell silent. Then asked quickly as is to affirm Ariel’s response. “Tomorrow’s still on?”

			“Yes. Tomorrow’s still on,” replied Ariel.

			“Okay. Bye for now!”

			“Bye-bye.” Ariel hung up the phone and realized how rude she had been with Samara. Well, she was scared of tripping and hurting herself. She was glad that she explained why she was speaking the way she did. She would see her tomorrow and apologize again—if there was a chance because once the girls got together who knows if there would be—just to be sure that everything was okay between them.

			She had just put her phone down, and was about to get dressed, when the phone rang again. “Who is it now?” she asked out loud, annoyed that she couldn’t seem to get anything going without the phone ringing. On the display the name Karen—Ariel’s boss—appeared, and other than wanting her to come in half an hour early on Thursday before her shift started she was given no other details. Ariel agreed, but was still baffled as to why. 

			 

			Wednesday came and Ariel got a fresh start. She showered, got dressed—slipping on a pair of heather green knee-length shorts buckling the faux-belt, and a matching tee. She went downstairs for a quick nibble. After finishing her slice of toast, half an avocado and glass of milk, she put the dishes in the sink and poured some water over them. She walked to the foyer, strapped on her sandals and left the house.

			 

			At Julie’s Café, Samara, Donna, Frank and Sam had already gathered and were seated at a make shift table for six. Ariel walked in and spotted the four and headed over. “Seems like you’ve started without me. Let me grab a coffee and get something to nibble at. Being peckish doesn’t suit me well,” she said, eliciting giggles and nods from the gang.

			“Hurry back. You’re going to want to hear this,” said Donna.

			“Oh? Okay,” she said, heading to the service counter, where she ordered a cappuccino and country harvest muffin. She paid the cashier and went back to where the group was sitting. “So. What’s this news I gotta hear?” she asked, looking at her friends, her right eyebrow lifting in a quizzical manner.

			Looking to Leah, who nodded in approval, Donna began talking. Well, you know how Will went through a messy divorce with Andrea?”

			“Yes,” Ariel acknowledged. “I do. I think we all do.”

			“After six years of being apart, they’ve reconciled and are getting back together!”

			“What?!? No way!” exclaimed Ariel. “How in the world did this come about?”

			Leah jumped in looking around at everyone gathered. “Will was at a work conference in Hamilton at the Hilton, you know, the one in downtown near the Convention Centre. Well, during registration, he said he smelled a scent that was extremely familiar to him and he recognized it as the perfume she used. He knew she was there, or at least he pretty sure.” She quickly sipped her coffee and put the beige ceramic mug down. “After the last session on the first day, the attendees were invited to a cocktail and hors d’oeuvres reception, you know that mingle and network thing they do these days.”

			“Uh-huh.” Ariel waited for what came next still in shock about the news. She hadn’t take a sip of coffee or a bite of her muffin for fear it would just fall from her unmoving lips and open mouth. She knew that Will had always loved Andrea. The only problem with her—okay, well, several of them in fact—was that she was self-absorbed, very strong-minded and opinionated. You could say that she was oblivious to and ignorant of many of the little things in their marriage. And some of the bigger ones.

			The best example of her ignorance was when Will had been struggling with a project at work. It wasn’t for a lack effort but the changing whims and demands of the clients with which he and his co-workers just couldn’t keep up with. He was getting frustrated to the point where he was going to drop his current client and lose out on what was probably the biggest project of his life. When reaching out to her for some guidance, all she said to him was, “Don’t be such an idiot. Only a fool with no brains would have taken on clients like that.” That response stung far greater than a sharp slap in the face on a cold day. Because of that put-down, that lack of support and understanding, he flat out told her the next day he wanted out of their marriage. 

			“Well, during that reception, they literally bumped into each other. And instead of getting a cold unfeeling shoulder, Andrea looked like she was on the verge of tears. Will couldn’t help himself seeing her like that and asked if she was okay. She couldn’t even answer him.”

			That’s when Donna interjected. “They left the reception and went to the George Hamilton Restaurant steps from the hotel they were staying at and talked. And they talked for hours. After a few drinks, they went back to the hotel. To her room supposedly. She apologized profusely for being so heartless during their marriage, saying that her stern upbringing and running her own clothing fashion line and retail store had made her pretty much callous to other people’s feelings, desires and needs. She was sorry for being so blind to the wonderful life he was trying to provide for her, and for them, but failed to realized how during the course of their marriage she had hurt him, by pushing him away and over the edge most times. What amazed her, though, was how long he stayed with her. She also explained that during the separation and eventual divorce, her store went under and she fell on hard times and had come to realize how she was so wrong in their relationship and how supportive of her he had been through most of their time together. She was wrong about everything regarding their relationship and marriage. They spent the entire night talking in her hotel room. In the end, she asked him to forgive her, if he could. And then she asked if he would have her back.”

			“You have got to be kidding me,” Ariel said, mouth agape. Her coffee sat in front of her getting colder with every passing second, and her muffin, not as fresh as it was ten minutes ago. “After all of that what happened? Please tell me he didn’t take Andrea back?”

			“He said yes, of all things. But only on two conditions: that they take it slow and go to couples therapy and work out the issues they had experienced during their relationship,” added Leah.

			“Well, at least they’re doing that much,” said Ariel finally taking a sip of her near-cold coffee. “Nipping shit in the bud before it blooms into another mess might not be such a bad thing.”

			“Only time will tell,” added Donna.

			Yeah, Ariel thought to herself. Time will tell. Getting lost in the flow of conversation with the other women, she almost shot herself in the foot, nearly blurting out that she was going to have lunch with a woman she had met through her work at the hardware store the next day. She held her tongue lightly between her teeth to prevent herself from blabbing it out, afraid of the reaction she might get. Especially from Frank. She gave each of her friends a quick yet direct look, trying to summarize in her thoughts what it was that had kept them friends for so long.

			Samara was a beautiful, stately-looking woman in her own right and at fifty-eight, she had yet to show a single gray hair on her head. She swore to the group that she never dyed her hair—the group took that statement with a grain of salt and a whole tablespoon of disbelief. Her dark complexion she inherited from her Indian parents and her long straight black hair and dark eyes were complemented by a small nose and pouting lips. To Ariel, Samara looked like she was always deep in thought, even when she was smiling. She was tall and lithesome but not as athletic as she used to be—a broken leg she had sustained in her early teens, which took over three months to heal, left her with a slight limp; and as bad as the break was, she came out of it much better than the prognosis the doctors and physiotherapists treating her had given. She worked as an office administrator in one of the more prestigious real estate offices in Oshawa, Sproklin & Partners Realty Ltd. What Ariel liked most about Samara was that she was kind and generous—always wanting to help out, sometimes to a fault—but could always be counted on for a reality check. Her second husband, Adeep, was a hard-working man, the owner of an area rug and carpeting store near the intersection of Ritson Road and Adelaide Avenue East. For over twenty years, Adeep’s Rugs and Carpets had built up a good and returning clientele that helped his business to grow. Although at odds with Samara and why she wanted to keep working—he was of the traditional mindset of men from India, which ran against the independence of Samara—they had raised three beautiful daughters: Amrita, the eldest, Pushpa, in the middle and both from Samara’s first marriage, and Reshmi, the youngest, whom she had with Adeep. Amrita and Pushpa had graduated from university with excellent grade averages and were now working in their chosen fields, while the youngest was nearing the end of grade nine with very impressive average.

			Donna, too, was quite an attractive fifty-seven-year-old and could have easily passed for a thirty-something even though she was blessed with a distinguishable double-streak of gray curls in her chestnut brown hair. Her seemingly all-knowing hazel eyes would let you know if you were doing alright or fucking up, just by looking at your face. She managed to lure in her husband and unlikely partner in marriage, Gavin, with her eyes. He was a very tall man, standing six-three next to her petite five-two frame. Donna may have been the petite one in the group, but if you pissed her off, she became a firecracker. Yes, she was feisty and perhaps a little too quick to judge. She had gotten herself into hot water more than a few times, but they all believed that it was more to do with her stature than her personality—a defense mechanism if you will. And thanks to the close-knit circle of friends she had, they seemed to know when to step in and help her out on each of those occasions. She and Gavin had raised a son, Blake, who had earned a scholarship playing hockey in the US. Before his senior year was up he was drafted by an NHL team and was currently playing for their farm team, the Springfield Cyclones. Gavin was an architect by trade, but his health forced him to leave the near-frenetic schedules and deadlines of the job he had loved so much. Now, nearing sixty-one—which by the way, earned him the nickname ‘Oldster’—his life was a little less hectic having taken the reigns as a design consultant for the same firm he used to work for. And coupling that with Donna’s side business, “Knits & Knacks”, they made do and lived a modest lifestyle. If you wanted or needed to, she was always a person you could count on for the straight up and telling you how it was; beating around the bush was never her style. 

			Leah was the interesting one, an enigma amongst them. At the young age of fifty-nine, she held the distinction of being the oldest of the ladies in the group. She had never married. She did date on occasion, but found many of the men to be pretentious, full of themselves, or just not her type at all. She was also a bit of a tomboy, preferring jeans and tee-shirts to dress slacks or dresses, no matter what the occasion. Oh, she would wear slacks to special events when required, but the moment she got home, off came the slacks and blouse, and out came the jeans or lounge shorts and a crop-top or tee. The group knew she was picky and they had grown accustomed to that one trait. But they wished they could have changed her for that alone. Yet, despite that fault—if you could call it that—she was a sweet person, and always had a shoulder for anyone to lean on, or lend an ear and listen to what was on their mind. She was good that way and was able to bring balance and harmony to the group. She had that girl-next-door look: round, innocent looking face, and twinkling, mischievous green eyes framed by naturally curly, long blonde and graying hair that touched her mid-back. She was blessed with flawless skin that was betrayed by a scar on the right side of her jaw—a badge had she earned by trying to impress boys when she was twelve and getting into some mischief while climbing a chain-link fence, receiving twelve stiches—the undeniable proof of her younger day hijinks. Since graduating college with a fine arts degree, she worked as a photographer, both in-studio and freelance, and worked many events in and around Durham Region, and sometimes in the surrounding areas as well.

			Renee was the quiet one of the group. Quiet, that is, about her personal life, especially about her failed second marriage. She married twice, and unfortunately, was twice-divorced. The first divorce came as a result of her husband cheating on her with a client of his, and the second, well… she found out that her second husband was gay and had married her for convenience. That really stung. The group never understood the real reason why her first marriage failed. Renee never gave them many details. The second one… what more could they say? The group respected the fact that she didn’t talk about it. If there was something she wanted to talk about, she was always free to do so—and they would always listen. Unfortunately, the years had not been so kind to her and it was visible on her face: wrinkles had set in prematurely making her look much older than her fifty-seven. After her second divorce, she preferred to remain single and lived alone, having had her heart broken twice in under fifteen years. She sold the house she had lived in and bought herself a condo overlooking Simcoe Street in the north of Oshawa, moving away from the memories and from the surroundings that would remind her of her past. She worked at the University of Ontario Institute of Technology, affectionately known as UOIT, as a personal trainer and physiotherapist for the Ridgebacks athletes. It was a great job and it helped her to take her mind off of things, giving her a renewed sense of self. And the more she persevered, the greater her inner strength became. The greater her inner strength, the more positive her outlook on life became. She was content with who she was and how she lived her life. But that didn’t mean she was complacent either. She was both the quiet one and the voice of reason, never quick to judge anyone before getting to know them. In the years following her second divorce she found herself more and more attracted to the same sex. She found women to be sensual and definitely more emotional, and in a good way. However, she dared not explore the feelings she had for Ariel and kept them to herself. They were very good friends, and sometimes when they were by themselves, the urge to let her know was always there, nearly bubbling up to the surface and ready to burst. But she couldn’t; she dared not. She was fearful of Ariel’s reaction, and even more so from the group should they ever find out. Especially Frank.

			Sam was Sam. He was the father to two darling children, having married at thirty-four, and much later than everyone else in the group. Although fifty-seven going on fifty-eight, his marriage to Genevieve could only be described as wedded bliss. She was the woman he needed: to a tee. She somehow managed to keep his humor subdued—considering that he could spout a joke or a wisecrack every ten seconds if given the chance to. If the tension in the room could be cut with a knife, he would use a chainsaw and cause a sudden outburst of laughter—but he knew when to do it and when not to. That much he did learn: a time and place for everything. Over the course of his wedded years, he had developed a man’s middle-age paunch, but he still looked trim enough to pass as a model or movie star when he got all dressed. He, and surprisingly so, was another good listener in the group, much like Leah was. Where they differed was that Sam would have to get back to you with his response after thinking things over especially when it came to more serious matters within their group. At times, he could also be sarcastic, even sardonic, rubbing people the wrong way. But that only happened on rare occasions. Yet, you could always count on him for help: that’s what mattered the most. He and Genevieve had settled down after getting married, buying a house near Children’s Arena, on Gladstone Avenue. They had two lovely children: Rayanne and Ted. Rayanne, a few years older than Ted, was
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