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Reunions
William M. Woosley
2Q-LP¶VVL[W\-IRXUWKELUWKGD\KHUHFHLYHGDQHPDLOQRWLFHIURP$QQD¶V)DFHERRN+H
GLGQ¶WUHFRJQL]HKHUODVWQDPHEXWNQHZDWRQFHVKHZDVKLV$QQD7KHWZRKDGEHHQORYHUV6KH
was sixteen, and he was seveQWHHQZKHQWKH\ILUVWVWDUWHGGDWLQJ2Q-LP¶VHLJKWHHQWKELUWKGD\
they made love: the first time for both of them. She remembered the moment with a smile or a
blank stare off into the Kentucky of her past²invocations easily roused up on the fourteenth of
every May and from time to time in the hearing of certain songs. Each time that past came into
her present, she felt the closeness the two had shared²their usness Jim had called it²and
PRXUQHGLWVDEVHQFHIURPKHUOLIHDVLIVKHZHUHJULHYLQJ-LP¶VGHDWKThe two were serious,
even talked about marriage, but after graduating high school, he joined the Army to avoid the
draft. The recruiter told Jim he could side step the infantry and Vietnam by volunteering. The
recruiter was wrong.
Jim went to boot camp and advanced infantry training while Anna finished high school.
She wrote him every day and when he was home on leave prior to his deployment, they were
inseparable. They made love: physical, sweaty love that left their souls satiated and vulnerable.
They talked afterwards, always. Jim called it their afterplay: whimsical musings about love and
life, death and mysteries, and the wonderment that compelled Jim to write. He wrote her poems,
told her his stories, read her Shakespeare, Wordsworth, and Faulkner for whom the past was not
a diminishing road.
³-XVWWKLQN$QQD\RXNQRZ,PHDQORRNLIVRPHWKLQJKDSSHQV ZHOO\RX¶OO
KDYHWKLV,WLV1RPDWWHUZKDWKDSSHQVWKLVPRPHQWZLOODOZD\VEH´
³6WRSWKDW´VKHVDLG ³1RWKLQJEDGLVJRLQJWRKDSSHQWR\RXLQ9LHWQDP,ZRQ¶WDOORZ
LW´
³:RZ6KLHOGHGDP,"´KHKDGVDLGODXJKLQJDQGJUDEELQJDWKHUEHIRUHSXOOLQJKHU
XQGHUQHDWKKLPDJDLQ2QHZHHNIROORZLQJ-LP¶VGHSOR\PHQW$QQDOHIWIRUFROOHJHLQQHDUE\
Murray, Kentucky. She wrote Jim daily for the full year of his tour, refusing to be one of those
women who send a Dear John letter to a soldier at war. It was the right thing, she thought. She
had promised Jim nothing bad would happen to him while he was away. To wait until he
returned safely home before she told him about Doug was the honorable thing, she said. She
FRXOGQ¶WH[SODLQKRZVKHDQG'RXJKDGEHFRPHLQYROYHGRUZKDWFKDQJHGKHUDPELWLRQVEXWKHU
mother knew. So did her friends. Jim knew too. Doug was a Hollins and little else mattered in
Hopkinsville, Kentucky.
***
-LPFOLFNHGRYHUWR$QQD¶V)DFHERRNSDJHDQGUHDGKHUSURILOH²the names of her son
DQGGDXJKWHUDQGKHUWZRJUDQGVRQVDERXWZKRP-LPNQHZQRWKLQJ+HGLGQ¶WHYHQNQRZWKH\
existed nor did he know Anna had remarried . . . 22 years, nearly twice as long as her first
PDUULDJHODVWHG+HVPLOHGZKHQKHUHDGDERXW$QQD¶VVXSSRUWIRUWKH:RXQGHG:DUULRU3URMHFW
³,URQLF´KHVDLG³VR$QQD´
A series of family photographs dominated the page²snapshots of her children and
grandsons, family photos at various gatherings, pictures from a recent vacation in Spain, and an
oversized portrait of her and her second husband. The picture bothered Jim, but he learned that
by cocking his head to the right slightly, and closing his left eye, he could lose her husband in the
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EDFNJURXQG,WDOORZHG-LPWROLQJHURYHU$QQD¶VLPDJHDQGZDQGHUWKURXJKWKHLUKLVWRU\
unimpaired by distractions. She was still beautiful, he thought, and even though she had aged,
she had aged well.
³%HDNLVKWKLVVHFRQGKXVEDQG´-LPVDLGDORXGRQFHKHOHWKLPVHOIORRNDWWKHPDQ1R
RQHKHDUG-LP¶VZRUGVVDYHDELWWHUQHVVPDGHDOOWKHPRUHHYLGHQWE\ERXUERQ³SRLQWHGQRVHVHW
DJDLQVWDVTXDUHFKLQ´KHVDLG³DVKDYHGKHDG7KHFKLFNHQKDZNGRFWRU²Dr. Doolittle, and too
GDPQ\RXQJIRUKHU´
Jim took another drink and remembered he said the same kind of things about her first
husband, except Doug had hair and was a year older than Anna. He laughed, accepted the grace
offered by a little more whiskey, and read her email message aloud in a mocking sing-song tone,
looping it through in repetitive readings, each reading accompanied in two part harmony by Old
Crow.
+DSS\%LUWKGD\:H¶UHGRLQJILQH,¶PUHWLUHGQRZ,WKLQNRI\RXVRPHWLPHVHVSHFLDOO y when
I hear a song by the Shirelles and on your birthday. It remains a special day for me. I just
wanted to say hello and wish you well. Anna.
³:KDWKDSSHQHGWR'RXJLH6XJDU"´-LPVDLGVWLOOVSHDNLQJWRVRPHRQHHYLGHQWRQO\WR
him and his whiskey.
He visited her Facebook page several times a day for more than a week, always prompted
by a few more shots of Old Crow and always careful to shove her second husband back into a
blurred background. It allowed him to focus on the Anna of his memories: his Anna. One night,
Jim managed to make it past drunk, and sent her his email address but not another word. She
replied the next morning.
My memories of you are precious to me and will re main so until the day I die.
Jim did not respond. One week later, he received another message from Anna.
As close as we are, we could meet for lunch at the Cracker Barrel on the KY-TN state
line. Catch up. Meet me for lunch next Wednesday at 11:00??? Please say yes.
Three days later, Jim was drunk enough to write her back.
,¶OOPHHW\RXE\WKHURFNLQJFKDLUV,WVHHPVILWWLQJ
Jim arrived at 11:00 sharp. He noticed her sitting in one of the rockers²white boot-cut
pants and a slouchy crochet sweater, stylish as always, except for her hair. He thought it was too
long and pulled back too tight, giving her a Benjamin Franklin forehead. She was petting the
EODFN%RUGHU&ROOLHWKDWOD\DWKHUIHHW6KHWXJJHGDWWKHGRJ¶VOHDVKOLJKWO\³6WD\´VKHVDLG
The dog paid no attention to Jim.
Anna stood; the two smiled and shook hands as acquaintances do. Jim held on to her
KDQGDZKLOHUXEELQJKHUILQJHUVZLWKDJHQWOHWRXFK³7KRVHH\HVEHJXLOLQJJUHHQWKH\
KDXQWPHVWLOO´KHVDLG
³2K\RX´VKHVDLGODXJKLQJDQGVPLOLQJDV3HQHORSHPXVWKDYHZKHQ²after two
decades of separation²VKHILUVWVDZWKURXJK2G\VVHXV¶GLVJXLVH³+RZORQJ"´VKHVDLG
³)RUW\-IRXU\HDUV,JRWEDFNIURP1DPLQ¶EXWZHODVWVDZHDFKRWKHURQHQLJKWLQ
-XO\¶5HPHPEHU"´
Anna ignored his answer and subsequent question. It was her way. When something
happened or was said²something that made her uncomfortable²she willed it away by refusing
to acknowledge it.

Red Mud Review 90
  

-LPSRLQWHGWRWKHGRJ³<RXFDQ¶WWDNHWKDWWKLQJLQWKHUHVWDXUDQW´
³6KH¶VQRWDWKLQJ6KH¶VD7LSS\´$QQDVDLG6KHEHQWGRZQ DQGOLIWHGWKHGRJ¶VZKLWH
WLSSHGWDLO³6HH´$QQDVDLGDVVKHVWRRGXSZLWKWKHOHDVKLQKHUKDQGIDFLQJ-LP³,SDFNHGD
picnic lunch. Nolin Lake State Park is only a few miles from here. Much nicer, much quieter.
$QG7LSS\FDQSOD\ZKLOHZHYLVLW,¶OOGULYH,W¶VWKHZKLWH/H[XV´VKHVDLGSRLQWLQJWRWKH
car.
$QQDGLGQ¶WZDLWIRU-LPWRDQVZHUEXWZDONHGWRZDUGWKHFDUZLWK7LSS\DWKHUKHHO²
two proper females, as if straight out of Southern Living, with one bewildered male in tow. Once
in the car, she chatted incessantly as she had done when they were teens. He enjoyed it even then
as she jumped from one subject to another, pausing briefly for a breath. He delighted in the
nonsensical rhythm of it, found it poetic as she buzzed about from word to word until she
discovered something she wanted to talk about.
³$QG\RXSXEOLVKHGWKUHHERRNV,PDJLQHWKDW´VKHVDLG6KHWRRNTXLFNJODQFHVDW-LP
while she drove.
³:DQWRQH",KDYHSOHQW\´
³,ERXJKWDQGUHDGDOOWKUHHWKDQN\RX´$QQDVDLG
Jim felt her stare. She was looking for the permanency that lay beneath the superficial
changes of time. His hair was white now but full. He had remained thin but with the slight
paunch that comes with age. Still handsome she thought, bearing the same little boy charm she
so frequently visited in her memories.
³&RQIHVVQRZDP,/DXUD"´ Anna said.
³/HW¶VVHH/DXUDGLWFKHGKHUILDQFpZKLOHKHZDVLQ9LHWQDPEXWKDGDRQH-night stand
with him the month before she married the other dude. Do you mean that LDXUD"´
³:HZHUHQHYHUHQJDJHG-LP$QGZK\WHOOWKHVWRU\RI/DXUDJRLQJWRKLVDSDUWPHQW"´
she said. She pulled into the State Park.
³,W¶VVRQDXJKW\6HHDQ\SLFQLFWDEOHVRUEHQFKHV"1RRQHNQHZDERXWWKDWQLJKWXQWLO
you put it into that VWRU\´
³,WKLQNRQO\HLJKWSHRSOHERXJKWWKHERRN,¶PVXUH'RXJLHZDVQ¶WRQHRIWKHP7KDW¶V
SUREDEO\IHZHUSHRSOHWKDQ\RXWROG´
³,WROG*LQQD´
³$QG"´
³7KDW¶VQRWIDLUDQGQRWWUXH´$QQDVDLG³,ORYHG\RX:HZHUHMXVWNLGVDOOFDXJKWXS
in hoUPRQHV:KDW¶VWKHVD\LQJ")LUVWORYHWUDJLFORYH"7KDWH[SODLQVLW'RQ¶W\RXWKLQN"
%HVLGHVWKHIXWXUHZDVQ¶WJRLQJWRZRUNRXWIRUXV:HKDGGLIIHUHQWH[SHFWDWLRQVRIOLIH<RX
NQRZWKDW´
³+RZ¶GWKHIXWXUHZRUNRXWIRU\RXDQG'RXJLH"´-LPVDLG
$QQDGLGQ¶WUHVSRQGZLWKGUDZLQJLQWRKHUZRUOGZKHUHXJOLQHVVDQGFRQIURQWDWLRQGLG
not exist. She disregarded Jim long enough to spread the table cloth over the picnic table,
accepting his disdain as the scab of a wound she inflected. As she placed the covered dishes and
paper plates around, she searched through the pleasantries of their past as if they had happened
the day before. In her mind, the two were taking on the look of a couple who had been married
for forty years, and she would stop occasionally to watch her storybook husband play with their
dog, seeing vivid images of what it would have been like if she had married Jim instead of
Doug. The thought drew her into a hazy reality that existed somewhere other than the obvious
present: a recalled world she visited often when she needed the comfort of her memories²
ZDONLQJQHDUWKHZRRGVDWWKHEDFNRI-LP¶VIDPLO\¶VIDUPKDQGLQKDQGODXJKLQJO\LQJLQEHG

Red Mud Review 91
  

WDONLQJRQWKHSKRQHIDOOLQJDVOHHSWRJHWKHURQO\WREHDZDNHQHGE\-LP¶VYRLFH
She looked up from the picnic table and shifted from the seductive past back to a moment
present to both of them.
³&RPHKHUH´VKHVDLG³DQGWHOOPHZK\\RXDUHDFWLQJVRSLVV\&DQ¶WWZRROGIULHQGV
HQMR\HDFKRWKHU¶VFRPSDQ\"´
³$UH\RXWKDWXQKDSS\$QQD"´-im said.
He reached down and took hold of her hand. She snapped it back.
³:KRVDLG,¶PXQKDSS\"´
³<RXGLG/DXUD´
³)XQQ\,¶PQRW/DXUD´
³<RXWROGPH\RXZHUHXQKDSS\´-LPVDLG³ZLWK\RXUHPDLOV:K\ZRXOGDZRPDQ
contact her ex-lover forty-foXU\HDUVDIWHUWKH\VSOLWXSLIVKHZHUHKDSS\"´
³0D\EHVKH¶VG\LQJDQGZDQWVWRVHHKLPDJDLQRUVRPHWKLQJ,GRQ¶WNQRZ,WGRHVQ¶W
PHDQVKH¶VQRWKDSS\´
³<RXKDYHDWHUPLQDOLOOQHVVRWKHUWKDQOLIH"´
³1R´
³,GLGQ¶WWKLQNVR´-LPVDLG³.QRZKRZ,¶GZULWH/DXUD¶VVWRU\WRGD\")RUVWDUWHUVDIWHU
eleven or twelve years of marriage, her first husband dumps her for a paralegal ten, no eight
years younger. Laura gets the house, the kids, a hefty settlement, and a lover. I would imagine
Laura would have six or seven lovers before she meets her Dr. Doolittle at the country club and
UXVWOHVKLPXSWRWKHDOWDUEHIRUHVKH¶VIRUW\7KHDJHGLIIHUHQFHLVOHVVREYLRXVEHIRUHIRUW\
right? How much age difference is there between Laura and Dr. Doolittle: five, six, seven
\HDUV"´
³6WRSLW-LP7KDW¶VPHDQ´VKHVDLG³DQGVWRSFDOOLQJPH/DXUDDQGKLP'U'RROLWWOH
+HGRHVTXLWHDORWWKDQN\RX,¶PVXUH\RX¶GOLNHKLPLI\RXNQHZKLP´
³1DK,GRQ¶WOLNHKLPDQGZRXOGQ¶WHYHU´
³<RX¶UHRQO\WU\LQJWRKXUWPH´
She leaned in, took her fist, and beat Jim on his collar bone until she laid her head on his
shoulder and wrapped her arms around his back, rocking left to right.
³7KLVLVLPSRVVLEOHH[KDXVWLQJDPLVWDNH´
³6RQRZ/DXUDZDQWVWRNQRZ if her old lover still wants her because her husband no
ORQJHUGRHV´-LPVDLGDVKHUHWXUQHG$QQD¶VHPEUDFH³/DXUDWKLQNVKHUROGORYHU¶OOKHOSKHU
ILQGKHUZD\EDFNWR'U'RROLWWOHEXW'RROLWWOHZRQ¶WFKDQJH/DXUDRU$QQDRUZKDWHYHU\RXU
name is. $QG\RXZRQ¶WFKDQJHHLWKHU+RZ¶P,GRLQJVRIDU"´
³$QG\RX ,VXSSRVH\RXFKDQJHG´
³1DPFKDQJHGPH:DWFKLQJ\RXZDONRXWRIP\DSDUWPHQWWKDWQLJKWDQGNQRZLQJLW
ZDVEHFDXVH'RXJLHZDVD+ROOLQVDQGEHFDXVH,ZDVQ¶W²that changed me, but beyond that, not
UHDOO\:HGRQ¶WFKDQJH:HFDQIL[XSDIHZWKLQJVPHQGDIHZPLVVHGSODFHEULFNVKHUHDQG
WKHUHEXWQRWPXFKHOVH+RZORQJ¶VWKHGU\VSHOOEHHQIRU/DXUDDQ\ZD\"´
³7ZR\HDUV´
³$QGVKH¶VLQLWLDWHGQRWKLQJ"´
³1R´
³6KHZLOO6RRQ6KH¶OOUHDFKIRUKHUROGORYHUVRPHQLJKWZKLOHVKH¶VO\LQJQH[WWR'U
'RROLWWOHDQG'RROLWWOHZLOOVHUYLFHKHU+H¶OOEHDIUDLGQRWWR´
³:K\":K\¶VKHDIUDLG"´
³/DXUD¶VEHHQILGGOLQJDURXQGGRZQWKHUH+HJHWVDQHUHFWLRQ²an automatic response.
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1RZZKDW¶VKHVXSSRVHGWRGR"7HOOKHUKHGRHVQRWZDQWKHU"´
³6WRSLW´
³7KHPHFKDQLFV¶OOQHHGUHOHDVHDQGUHOHDVH¶OOEHHQRXJKIRU'U'RROLWWOHRUDQ\RWKHU
man as far as that goes, even her old lover. You know²DJUXGJHIXFN´
³6WRSLW$QGGRQ¶WWDONOLNHWKDWWR PH´
-LPSXOOHG$QQD¶VDUPVDZD\IURPKLPDQGVWHSSHGEDFNWRSXWVRPHGLVWDQFHEHWZHHQ
them.
³%XWRQHQLJKW´KHVDLG³/DXUDZLOOUHDFKIRU'U'RROLWWOHRXWRIGHVLUH,W¶GEHXQIDLU
VKH¶OOVD\XQOHVVVKHEDODQFHVHYHU\WKLQJRXW(TXDOWLPHLQWKH sack makes it less shameful,
VKH¶OOVD\7KDW¶OOEHKHUH[FXVH6KHZDQWVWKHGRFDQGWRDURXVHKHUGHVLUHVVKHUHWXUQVWRKHU
ORYHU6KH¶OOWHOOKHUORYHUVKH¶VDOZD\VZLWKKLPDQGPDNHVWKHGRFWKLQNVKH¶VDOZD\VZLWKKLP
6KH¶OOXVHWKHPFDOOLWORYHDQGWKLQNVKHGHVHUYHVLW´
Anna turned her back to Jim.
³7KDW¶VDKRUULEOHWKLQJWRVD\´VKHVDLG
She walked away from Jim, standing alone, angry, separated from the man and the dog
and her make believe world. After a pause, she swung back around and stared at Jim.
³7KDWMXVWSLVVHVPHRII´VKHVDLG³,NHSWXSZLWK\RX,NQHZZKHQ\RXJRWPDUULHGDQG
ZKHQ\RXKDG\RXUFKLOGUHQDQGJUDQGFKLOGUHQ*LQQDWROGPH6KHMXVWZRXOGQ¶WWHOOPHZKHUH
\RXOLYHG´
³:K\"´
³6KHZDVDOZD\VDIUDLG,¶GJRVHe you, especially after my divorce from Doug. She
WKRXJKW,¶GJRWR\RXDQGVFUHZXS\RXUPDUULDJH$QGWKHQWKLV)DFHERRNWKLQJFDPHDORQJ0\
JUDQGVRQWDXJKWPHKRZWRXVHLWVKRZHGPHKRZWRORRNSHRSOHXS7KDW¶VKRZ,IRXQG\RX
But Ginna told me almRVWHYHU\WKLQJHOVHDERXW\RXUOLIHEHIRUHWKHQ6KHGLGQ¶WWHOOPHDERXW
your books²DIUDLG,¶GILQG\RXWKDWZD\,JXHVV,HYHQNQHZZKHQ\RXU´$QQDIUR]H
³*RRQVD\LW´
Anna turned her head away from Jim.
Jim stepped away from her, staring off into the woods behind them, his hands in his
SRFNHWV³*RRQ$QQD\RXFDQVD\LW6D\LW´
³:KHQ\RXUZLIHGLHG2K-LP,ZDVVRVDGIRU\RX´-LPWXUQHGWRIDFH$QQDGHVSDLU
GUDZQRYHUKLVIDFH³,ZDQWHGWRJRWR\RX´$QQDVDLG³EXW*LQQDrefused to tell me where you
lived. I just wanted to let you cry while I held you, to comfort you, to give you what you used to
give me²UHDVVXUDQFHDQGORYH´
Jim walked toward Anna but stopped short and stared down at the ground.
³,FDPHKRPHDQGIRXQGKHUO\LQJRQWKHFRXFK´-LPVDLG+HUDLVHGKLVKHDGDQGORRNHG
Anna in the eyes. Anna stepped forward, wrapped her arms around him, and pulled him to her.
³7KHSLOOVDQGZLQHZHUHRQWKHFRIIHHWDEOH´KHVDLG³DQGWKDWGDPQ'9'SOD\LQJDVLI
caught in VRPHHQGOHVVORRS´
He embraced Anna, accepting the comfort she offered him.
³6KHEHFDPHREVHVVHGZLWKWKHPRYLH´KHVDLG³:DWFKHGLWFRQVWDQWO\,GLGHYHU\WKLQJ
to break her obsession. I even threw the player against the wall. Broke it in pieces. A fit of
GHVSDLU,VXSSRVH,WGLGQ¶WPDWWHU6KHERXJKWDQRWKHURQH Became increasingly depressed.
7KHGRFVDQGPHGVGLGQ¶WKHOS´
-LPODLGKLVKHDGRQ$QQD¶VVKRXOGHUEXWWXUQHGKLVIDFHDZD\IURPKHU³0XVWKDYH
come a time when she preferred whatever UHDOLW\LWRIIHUHGKHUDQGVKHZHQWWKHUH´KHVDLG
³7KDW¶VZK\\RXWRRNOHDYHDQGUHWLUHG"´$QQDVDLG
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Jim pulled his head back to look at Anna, still holding her.
³<RXNQHZDERXWWKDW"´
³*LQQDWROGPH´
³7KH\FDOOHGLWDPHGLFDOOHDYH´
³:K\"
³,VWD\HGGUXQN,VDWLQWKHFKDLUVWDUHGDWWKDWGDPQPRYLHDQGGUDQN´
³'HSUHVVHG"´
³7KDW¶VZKDWWKH\FDOOHGLW,NHSWZDWFKLQJLWWU\LQJWRXQGHUVWDQGLWDQGKRZLWSXOOHG
KHUDZD\IURPPH´
³'LG\RX"´
³,XQGHUVWRRGHQRXJKWROHDYHLWDORQH, gave it to her. It was hers, not mine. My last gift
WRKHU,JXHVV\RX¶GVD\0D\EHP\RQHJHQXLQHDFWRIORYHWROHWORRVH´
³:KDWZDVLWWKHPRYLH"´
³Marjorie Morningstar´
³1DWDOLH:RRGIDOOVIRU*HQH.HOO\"´
³<HDK´-LPVDLGDVWKHWZRVOLSSHGDZD\IURPHDFKRWKHU¶VHPEUDFHGUDZQE\WKHLU
need for solitude, separated by their individual sorrow, which was the same.
³<RXZDQWWRHDWQRZ"´$QQDVDLG
³6XUH´
³,EURXJKWLFHGWHD´$QQDVDLG6KHSOD\HGKHUZLIHO\UROHZKLOHVKHEXVLHGKHUself
attending to Jim, serving him his food. The two sat across from each other as if at separate tables.
She searched her mind for something uncomplicated to talk about, trying to fill the void.
³$UH\RXZULWLQJ"<RXNQRZZRUNLQJRQDQ\WKLQJ´VKHVDLG.
³$QRYHO´
³:HOO"7HOOPH´
³,MXVWGLG´
³<RXPHDQ"´
³<HDK,QP\LPDJLQDWLRQVKHZDVDIUHVKPDQLQFROOHJHDQGIHOOIRURQHRIKHU
drama professors. She majored in theatre, you know. He was married, of course. First love, tragic
love, as you say. She goes through life, reliving her memories with him from time to time. One
day she gets word he died. She was already depressed. Dreadful news finds fertile ground. She
gets caught up in the movie. The depression and illusion spiral out of control$QG´
³*HH]H-LP´
³,GRQ¶WNQRZLIWKDW¶VKHUVWRU\$QQD<RXWDNHDFKDUDFWHUSXWKHULQFRQIOLFWDQG
PDNHVKLWXSDOWKRXJKLW¶VEHHQFDWKDUWLF%XW,¶PGULQNLQJWRRPXFKZD\WRRPXFK,FDQ¶W
drink this much and write. But sometimHVLW¶VWKHRQO\ZD\WRWDNHP\PLQGZKHUHLWGRHVQ¶W
ZDQWWRJR$QGVRPHWLPHV,ZDOORZWKHUH´
³&DQZHWDONDERXWVRPHWKLQJHOVH"´
³6XUH\RXSLFN´
³7HOOPH²ZKDWDERXW/DXUD¶VORYHU":RXOGKHUORYHUVWLOOZDQWKHU"´
³&XWH,W¶VWRXJKWRVD\6KH¶GPHHWKLPEXWVKH¶GEULQJKHUGRJDVDFKDSHURQH+DUGWR
LPSXOVLYHO\FKHFNLQWRDPRWHOZLWKDGRJWDJJLQJDORQJ7KHGRJPLJKWWHOOEDUNLWRXW,W¶VD
VKDPHWRR7KHUH¶VD&RPIRUW,QQRQHH[LWGRZQ´
³-LPP\+LJKWRZHU´$QQDVDLG³WKDW¶VQRWWKHUHDVRQ,¶PKHUH´
³:KDWWKHQ":LQGRZVKRSSLQJ"´
³6WRSWKDW1RWJRLQJWRKDSSHQ8QGHUVWDQG"´
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She leaned over to Jim and took his hand, pulled him up out of his seat, wrapped her arm
around his waist, nudged him forward as the two walked toward a bench, confessed how
frequently they thought of each other, and laughed. They sat with her facing him and stretched
out over his lap, her head resting on his shoulder. Occasionally, they embraced. She cried when
Jim told her what it felt like the night she told him about Doug and the pain of watching her
leave his apartment that night²how defeated he felt. The two shared as much as they could²
enough to haunt their appetites.
***
³,¶PVRUU\,W¶VWLPHP\-LPP\ER\´$QQDVDLG
She gathered up her picnic basket and her dog, and they drove back to the Cracker Barrel.
6KHSDUNHGKHUFDUQH[WWR-LP¶VSLFNXS7KH\VWRRGRXWVLGHPHDQGHUHGDURXQGDQGWDONHGLQ
meaningless terms²every hinting at a future with stolen looks and suggestive jokes but never
spoke the words.
³,KDWHWROHDYH´VKHVDLG³6RJRRGWRVHH\RXDJDLQ7KDQNVIRUWKLV-LP´
Anna held her arms open as if to hug an old friend goodbye. She pulled him to her; her
hands slipped up to cup his face. She kissed him in desperation: a passion she had shared with no
man²her tongue pressing, hunting for any hint of their youth, searching for every dash of
ecstasy she could draw out of their past.
³'DPQ,IHOWWKDW´-LPVDLG1RRQHKDGNLVVHGKLPZLWKVXFKGLVWUHVV+HGLGQ¶WWKLQNLW
was possible for her to want another man with a greater sense of urgency, with nothing but sheer
emotional starvation driving her.
³,¶PVRDVKDPHG´VKHVDLG³EXW,FRXOGQ¶WUHVLVWVHHLQJ\RXDQGWKDWODVWNLVV%\HP\
love. You know WKLVFDQQHYHUKDSSHQ-LP3OHDVHGRQ¶WFRQWDFWPH,FRXOGQHYHUGRDQ\WKLQJ
ZLWKWKLV´VKHVDLG
6KHWRRNKHUZRUGVDQGSODFHGWKHPDQGKHU&ROOLHLQWKHSDVVHQJHU¶VVHDW:LSLQJWHDUV
from her checks, she buckled up and pulled her car up some small portion before lowering the
window. She leaned out of it.
³2QHPRUH´VKHVDLG
The two kissed again but without passion: the longings of their youth replaced by the
resignation to their separate worlds.
³7HOO/DXUDLWZLOOEHWRQLJKW´-LPVDLG
He watched as she pulled back on I-65 South heading toward Nashville before he drove
north to Bowling Green, Kentucky.
Ten days later, Jim received an email message from Anna.
Cracker Barrel, 11:00, Wednesday?
Again, Jim was careful to arrive at 11:00. She was already there and stood as soon as she
saw him pulling into the parking space. She walked to meet him.
³,OLNHWKHKDLU´KHVDLG³VKRUWHUPDNHV\RXORRN\RXQJHUVH[LHU´
³7KDQNV´
She leaned over, took his hand, kissed him on the cheek, and patted at her hair.
³<RXUHDOO\OLNHLW"´VKHVDLG
³<HDKVXUHRIFRXUVH:KHUH¶VWKHGRJ"´
³$WKRPH´
6KHWXJJHGDW-LP¶VKDQGDQGWXUQHGWRZDONDFURVVWKHSDUNLQJORWSXOOLQJDWKLPZKLOH
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she glanced back at him with an expectant smile.
³5HPHPEHU"WKH/H[XV´
³2QHFRQGLWLRQ´
³:KDW"´
³,GULYH´
She stopped, rattled the car keys in her hand, looked off to her left pensively, and
hesitated for an uncomfortable time before giving Jim the keys. Jim grinned and passed the keys
back to her. The car pulled out of the parking lot with Anna driving, chattering incessantly while
Jim listened²both lost in a memory made right.

