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Wednesday, July 15


Patrice’s sweaty hands lie listless in her lap while her boss, Tyree Dare, looked at her mockups for the brochure. Well, not only looked them over, but failed to be as impressed by them as Patrice was. Patrice was certain she’d be a contender for an excellence award with this one. How did Tyree not see that at all?

“Do you have any more designs? These aren’t grabbing me. I’m looking for the wow factor and I’m just not seeing it.” Tyree looked up at Patrice, as if more concepts would appear out of thin air. 

“Mmm.” Patrice’s mind scrambled to put together a brilliant argument for why her designs were the perfect vision for the client’s specifications. They’d wanted a family-friendly vibe for their new camper and RV line and that’s just what Patrice had delivered. From her perspective anyway. Per usual, she came up with nothing persuasive to say in the moment. No doubt it would all come to her, as a perfect, impassioned soliloquy while she brushed her teeth before bed. Removed from the pressure of an uncomfortable situation, she’d wax poetic about how she was right and the reps at Gilmore Camping and RV would fall in love with her designs. However, sitting in Tyree’s office, facing the imposing woman who had built her ad agency from nothing, the only thing Patrice could think of was her own sense of defeat. 

Tyree took off her reading glasses and handed the mockups across the desk to Patrice. 

“Listen, we’re running with a tight deadline on this brochure. The national camper and RV showcase is only six months away. I’m meeting with the client next Tuesday to approve a design. I need this from you by Monday, at the latest.”

Patrice nodded, her throat feeling thick and dry. 

“You don’t think anything is salvageable?” How she managed to get the words out was a mystery to her; her voice sounded dangerously close to tears, even to her own ears. 

Tyree looked at the paper for a few painfully silent moments, then leveled her gaze at Patrice. “Let’s just see what else you’ve got. By next Monday.” 

Tyree picked up her phone to talk to someone, anyone, more important or competent than Patrice. Devastatingly dismissed, Patrice gathered up her papers and walked from the office trying to keep her head high. She knew she didn’t deserve the treatment Tyree was giving her. The designs were good. Patrice may not excel at many things, but design was definitely one area where she did. Well enough to land a graphic design position at Tyree Dare Advertising Advantage right out of undergrad. It was a tough agency with a stellar reputation. She hadn’t become the head creative on the Gilmore account by being subpar, but she’d let Tyree get the best of her.

She plopped down at her desk and stared at the concepts in front of her feeling utterly numb. While she was in this uninspired state, Sydney, one of her co-workers, walked in to chat. Patrice didn’t even notice.  

“Hey.” Sydney snapped her fingers in front of Patrice’s face, making her blink back to the present. “I’m trying to compliment you and you look like you’ve gone comatose. You okay?”

Patrice tried to swallow, but her mouth had become so dry she coughed instead. “Sorry. I’m lagging today,” Patrice croaked in a froggy voice.

“These are really good designs,” Sydney said, possibly for the second time. She pointed to one of the concepts Tyree had just dismissed. “But this is the strongest of all.” 

That got Patrice to perk up. 

“Right? Tyree thought all of these were awful.” 

Sydney put her hands on her hips and stared down at the mockups. “You’re kidding me. Why didn’t you tell her off? You clearly nailed it with this one.”

“Thanks, but I’m not big on telling people off. I’m very non-confrontational.”

Sydney made a sour face. “Don’t I keep telling you you’re not going to last long in this business if you let people push you around? You let someone walk over you now, the next thing you know, you’ll be trampled into dust.” 

Patrice had been there long enough to see that the place was full of forceful personalities, but that had never been her way. Sydney did often encourage her to toughen up and stick up for her work. It was easier said than done though. She loved the actual work, and the paycheck, but she could do without the drama.

“I know you’re right, but she’s Tyree Dare. Her name’s on the front of the building. It’s hard not to second-guess myself in front of her.” 

Sydney shook her head. “Don’t do that. Tyree talks big but sometimes she wants her employees to show a little fight. You know this is good. Push back. It’s not like she’s going to fire you for doing good work and defending it. She didn’t get to the top of the game by letting go of her talent.”  

It seemed a lot more reasonable when Sydney said it. It was just so much easier to have someone else do the fighting. Especially when her brain went blank as soon as someone stressed her out. Still, she’d have to try harder. On another day though. She’d promised Tyree new mock-ups and she intended to deliver.    




The transition lenses of her glasses darkened quickly as Patrice stepped onto the sidewalk with her dogs for an after dinner stroll. She appreciated being home again after the rough day at work. Mr. Muffins, her chocolate Pomeranian, was especially energetic. He tugged on the leash, his little legs a blur of brown motion. In contrast, his “sister,” Dolly, the orange, poofy princess, pranced along with reserved decorum. Patrice took in the sight of her happy little furbabies and broke into a smile for the first time that day. She was so lucky to have the two fluffy cuties in her life. Even when things were stressful, she could always count on the two of them to cheer her up. 

By the time they’d walked a block to the intersection, Patrice could already feel a sheen of sweat on her face. 

“Whew. It’s hotter than I thought,” she muttered to the dogs. Spending most of the day in the refrigerator she called a workplace could really mess with her sense of actual temperature. 

Dolly glanced up, her lolling tongue seeming to agree with Patrice. Mr. Muffins paid her no mind. He was still straining at his leash to get across the road and enjoy a nice jaunt in the park. 

Once they crossed the street, Patrice headed to the tree-lined path through the park. She should have put some sunscreen on her pale face and arms before they’d left the apartment. The hot sun was already beating into her delicate skin and she didn’t want to get burned. If it was still this hot in the early evening, it must have really been a scorcher. 

Covered by the shade of the towering oak and maple trees, the air was much more comfortable, even if Patrice already felt like a sweaty mess. The dogs didn’t seem to mind though. They trotted along merrily. Mr. Muffins was still leading with gusto, while Dolly remained back, closer to Patrice. 

Breathing in the leafy air, Patrice’s mind let go of camper brochures and turned to the uncomfortable state of her shorts. She contemplated what it might be like to have a custom tailored wardrobe. Her waistline had expanded a bit after she’d taken the job at the ad agency two years ago. With 95% of her day spent in a chair, she found her size twelve shorts from last year uncomfortably tight. However, the new size fourteen she had on were a bit too large, and they felt like they were creeping unreasonably low on her hips. 

Off the path to her left, Patrice noticed a guy sitting on a park bench. His head bowed over a book and an umbrella lay by his side on the bench. 

Patrice looked up through the trees and beheld a bright blue sky with a sparse array of wispy white clouds. It didn’t appear there’d be any rain in the forecast, but stranger things had happened. 

Her waistband slipped a little lower, prompting Patrice to make a decision. In that moment, three things happened:

Patrice used her right hand, the one holding Mr. Muffins’ leash, to tug up her shorts. 

Mr. Muffins caught sight of something intensely interesting up ahead. It excited his fuzzy brown head so much that he shot forward. 

Caught off guard, the leash easily pulled from Patrice’s fingers and Mr. Muffins shot off barking as his leash trailed uselessly behind him. 

“Muffins! NO!” 

The words burst out without any thought of who might hear. The little dog bounded off, at full throttle, with no regard whatsoever for Patrice’s horror. 

Dolly stood beside Patrice, the pair looking after Mr. Muffins’s rapidly retreating form. 

Before Patrice could formulate the best plan of action, she noticed another fast moving figure in her periphery. The man from the bench had leapt up, dropped his book on the ground, and chased after Mr. Muffins. The man’s legs pumped like Forrest Gump as he closed in on the little dog. At the crucial moment, the man dove, landing hard on his knees, and scooped the dog into his arms. 

Finally, Patrice’s brain kicked into gear. She picked up Dolly and ran to meet the man who had successfully apprehended the breakaway pup. 

Both the man and Patrice were out of breath when she got to him. 

“Thank you,” she gasped. “I’m so sorry. Mr. Muffins, stop!”

Mr. Muffins thrashed around, barking, in the man’s careful grip. Patrice didn’t think he would bite, but he’d never been tackled by a stranger before. 

“It’s okay,” the man panted. “I have a dog too. I know how it is.”

At that, Patrice drew her attention from her squirming dog to the man who had captured him. He was dressed in gray cargo shorts and a blue and red striped polo shirt. His sandy hair hung in shaggy waves around his head. It wasn’t overly long, but Patrice thought he could do with a trim. His tortoiseshell glasses framed his large, brown eyes nicely. He was rocking a stocky, dad-bod look, but it wasn’t unappealing. His full cheeks were red from the sudden exertion of running after Mr. Muffins in the heat, but it worked with the sweet, babyish features of his face. It was one of those faces that made it hard to gauge an age range. He might be eighteen. He might be thirty. Patrice found herself hoping he was somewhere in the midrange. 

“Here.” Patrice held her hands out. “I can take him.”

The man looked doubtfully between the still wiggling dog and Patrice’s outstretched arms. 

“His collar’s not on,” the man said simply. 

Patrice looked at Mr. Muffins and realized he was, indeed, completely liberated from his collar and leash. 

“How the heck did that happen?”

“Dog powers,” the man replied. “They have their ways.” 

She couldn’t dispute that. Patrice looked behind her in the grass to see where everything could have disappeared to. 

“I’ve got him,” the man said. “Want me to carry him to your car and you can pick up his leash on the way? Seems like a good job for four arms.” 

Patrice was still surveying the grass. She didn’t notice how the man closed his eyes for a second after the four arms comment, as
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