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Prologue
I pushed the scan button on my car radio searching for a radio station. All I seemed to
get was static. “C’mon,” I said to myself and pushed again. “There’s got to be something.” My
old Buick Oldsmobile was crammed with all my earthly possessions and I was tired of driving.
Interstate 80 from Provo to Laramie seemed a little desolate and I felt lonely. I needed to hear
some music to get my mind off of things and I couldn’t find a radio station. Unfortunately, my
car was so old it didn’t have an mp3 player or even a CD player. A broken toothpick was stuck
in the side of the on button to hold it in place. “C’mon,” I muttered again. Suddenly, a song
broke through the static. “Finally,” I sighed.
After a moment, I could make out the strains of a country song bewailing a relationship
that had come to an end. “Forget that,” I said and took out the toothpick. “I need something to
get my mind off of that, not on it.”
CHAPTER 1
There’s a rumor I’ve heard that at a certain point in your life you don’t have to do
anything you don’t want to. I’m not sure what age that is, although I have my suspicion it
happens about two minutes before you pass through the veil. Despite what teenage girls
everywhere think, it’s definitely not the age of 25. If it were, I wouldn’t be standing outside an
institute building on a Sunday morning in Laramie, Wyoming, staring at the front door.
The sign invited visitors, but I wasn’t a visitor. Technically, I was one of them. This is
where I was supposed to belong. But I didn’t belong. Not anymore. I used to. But that seemed
like a long time ago. And a different girl.
I bit my bottom lip. Of all the feats and impossible acts mankind has performed, opening
a door is not one of them. Yet, there I stood unable to perform the simple task of opening a door.
I heard giggling behind me and turned to see a girl who looked barely old enough to be in
the singles ward. She smiled, and leaned toward the guy who walked with her. His dark hair
was slicked back and his suit pressed. His short frame made him look like he wore his father’s
suit. Her blues eyes danced in amusement as her short, curly blond hair bobbed up and down.
As she past me, I noticed her cheeks imprinted with dimples. He held the door open for her and
as she went in, she stood on her tiptoes and said, “Thanks, Darren.”
He beamed and looked like that moment was the proudest moment of his life. He looked
at me as if I was intruding on his personal triumph. “Are you coming?”
I looked around trying to think of a reason not to follow. Unless I wanted to pose as a
crazy person that stalked church buildings, there was no excuse. “Thanks,” I smiled politely and
walked in.
I had never been in that particular building before in my life, but it felt familiar. A
painting of the Woman at the Well hung above the couch. I glanced to the chapel. The couch
looked more inviting and I wished I didn’t promise my brother I’d sit with him. I walked into
the chapel and noticed it was decorated in the purple theme. Huge windows on the sides of the
stand allowed light to flood in.
My instinct was to go to the back of the chapel. Unfortunately, I wasn’t early enough to
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procure the coveted back seat. At least I wasn’t so late that I had to sit in front. I got a spot in
the middle on the side.
I looked around nervously. My goal was to find my brother without making eye contact
with anyone else.
“Hey, Grace,” I heard to my right. I breathed a sigh of relief to find brother, Matt putting
his scriptures next to me. “Glad you made it. I don’t feel like walking home after, can you give
me a lift?”
I nodded my head. My brother’s attempt of going green prompted him to sell his car.
During the week he used public transportation to get to and from work. For the most part,
anywhere else he wanted to go he either walked or rode his bike.
“I’m passing the sacrament, so I’ll join you afterward.”
I nodded. A huge sigh of relief escaped as I watched him walk to the front of the chapel.
As I watched him, I noticed a guy stop him to talk to him. Suddenly, they both turned in my
direction.
Uh-oh, this can’t be good. I picked up a hymn book and started to flip through it
anxiously. However, I could tell they were walking in my direction.
“Gracie,” Matt said, “this is Wyatt. Wyatt, this is my sister Grace. She just moved here.”
“Nice to meet you,” Wyatt said with a smile. He stuck his hand out for me to shake.
“Unfortunately for you, you picked a bad time to come.”
My eyebrows furrowed.
He laughed. “I’m speaking today.”
“Oh,” I said forcing a laugh. Got to love that Mormon humor. “Maybe I should leave,” I
turned to leave.
“Stay,” Matt commanded and I resented being treated like a dog.
Wyatt thought we were performing some kind of comedy routine and laughed again.
“Only if I can leave with you.”
I smiled weakly. Matt held his index finger at me as if that held the power to keep me on
the bench. Which, it must have worked because all I did was glare at him.
“I better get up on the stand,” Wyatt said and shook my hand again. “I’ll see you later?”
Apparently, with Matt’s mighty finger, I wasn’t going anywhere. I nodded my head.
They walked to the front of the chapel. I decided to continue flipping through the hymn book
until service started.
I paced back and forth in the foyer of the church. I looked at my watch for what seemed
like the bazillionth time in five minutes. “C’mon, Matt,” I muttered out loud and flopped onto
the couch. Just then, the chapel doors opened and two men walked out. Quickly I sat up straight
and made sure I was sitting ladylike in my skirt.
The two men were deep in conversation. One was wearing an expensive suite and was
tall, well over 6 feet because he had to duck coming out of the chapel. The other was shorter,
probably not even 6 feet tall, with thick brown wavy hair and he smiled at me. It was Wyatt. As
he conversed with the taller guy, he kept glancing over at me.
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I smiled politely at him but was trying to use mental telepathy to get Matt to come. It
wasn’t working.
“I’ll see you later, Connor,” said Wyatt. He started walking toward me.
Oh no. I really didn’t want to shake his hand again.
“Oh, Wyatt,” Connor said in a deep, low voice while turning around.
That’s it, keep him occupied.
Connor mumbled something to Wyatt but his voice was so low, I couldn’t understand
what he said.
Wyatt stopped walking and looked at him. Now was my chance to run. I looked down
the hall and looked at my high heels. Maybe not.
“What are we doing again?” Wyatt asked Connor.
Connor mumbled a reply. I thought I heard volleyball mentioned. Connor pointed at him.
“Yeah, I have a lot of work to do, but I’ll try and make it.”
“Right on,” Connor said and for the first time noticed me sitting on the couch. He
mumbled something to me but I didn’t understand. Which was okay because he didn’t wait for
an answer. I looked behind him down the hall willing my brother to come at that moment.
Wyatt sat down next to me. “So,” he smiled. “How did I do?”
“It was good,” I smiled my most polite smile.
He nodded slowly. “So, you’re new in the ward?”
“I’ve been here about a month,” I tried to nonchalantly check my watch.
“I don’t remember seeing you,” Wyatt ignored my watch check.
I shrugged. “I haven’t been the most active.”
“Oh,” he said not wanting to dive into such a personal topic on the first conversation.
“I enjoyed your talk,” I said. “It was very...” I wanted to say long, “informative.”
“Informative?” he laughed. “If by informative you mean spiritual or I just gave a long
winded narrative of the virtue of keeping the Sabbath Day holy?”
I forced a laugh. “I meant, it was something I needed to hear.”
“Oh,” he said perking up.
Perhaps I should have let it go with that, but I couldn’t help but add, “Over and over and
over again.”
He looked at me and I smiled.
“Hey Wyatt,” a voice to the side of us said, “good talk today.”
I stood up as Wyatt turned around. “Thanks, Matty.” He looked at me as if I were going
to disagree.
I rolled my eyes. “I was just kidding you, it was a good talk.”
He nodded but didn’t look like he believed me.
“Wyatt is the Elder’s Quorum president,” Matt explained.
“Well,” I said because I wanted this conversation to end so that we could leave. “It was
nice to meet you,” I again smiled. Then feeling bad about my earlier comment, I felt like I
needed to reassure him. “And it was a good talk.”
“Thanks.” Wyatt smiled unsure of the sincerity.
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“Listen, we better go,” Matt looked at me.
I rolled my eyes. He knew I had been waiting for him for fifteen minutes.
when you are.”
“Later,” Matt nodded at Wyatt. “I’ll probably see you at dinner groups.”
“See ya,” I gave one last parting smile to Wyatt.
“Hey Grace,” Wyatt said as Matt opened the outside door for me.
So close to freedom, I turned around.
“Will I see you at FHE tomorrow night?”
“FHE?” I asked. Matt nudged me with his arm.
I wanted to say no. “Sure,” I smiled.
“We’ll probably play volleyball.”
“Oh,” I said again. My mind raced with excuses to get out of going.
“Great, see you then,” he nodded to Matt and we walked out the door.
As I climbed in my car I couldn’t help but mumble, “Oh no.”

“Ready

CHAPTER 2
As luck would have it, I couldn’t think of an excuse to not go to FHE. Though it wasn’t
for the lack of trying. I even volunteered to work late, but my boss wouldn’t let me. There was
only one more thing I could think of.
“(cough, cough) I’ve been coughing all day, (cough, cough)” I complained in my sickest
voice as I opened the fridge.
“Is that right?” Matt asked skeptically as he sat at our kitchen table.
“Yeah, (cough, cough) must have caught that bug going around,” since there’s always
something going around, I felt pretty safe to throw that in. “Do we have any orange juice?”
“Right here,” he held it up from the table, “I was just drinking some myself. To (cough,
cough) help my cough so that I can go to FHE tonight.”
I glared at him.
“Grace, you’re old enough to say you don’t want to go to something. You don’t have to
play the ‘sick card’ with me,” he set the juice down. “I’m not mom.”
I flopped down on the kitchen chair. “I know. But you are her informant.”
“What?” he tried to force a laugh but it made him sound devious. “I don’t know what
you’re talking about.”
I protested with a grunt. He knew exactly what I was talking about. I could picture in
my mind the next time mom would call. As soon as mom asked him a question about his dating
life he would switch the subject by telling her I was being anti-social.
“Although,” he said trying to sound innocent, “you did say you were going to be there
and I thought mom and dad had taught us better. You know, our word is our bond type of
thing.”
Was he taking lessons from mom on giving guilt trips? “I’m going to go.”
“Good,” he smiled, though I thought it was a bit of a mischievous one. “Besides, it
sounds like your cough is doing much better now.”
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I glared at him. “Why did mom and dad insist on having two of us, when one was quite
enough?”
“Because their first attempt was a good job,” he held his hands out to me. “But their
second was perfection,” he added under his breath.
“Perfection?” I laughed.
He shrugged his shoulders. “That’s right.”
*******
We arrived to the park fashionably late or as it is also referred to: Mormon Standard time
plus fifteen minutes. Much to my relief, the game had already started. Like any social function,
there were several groups scattered around the playing area. I looked around to see which group
I should wander to. There was a group of guys standing by some trees. They were clustered
together, but all of them seemed to be either talking on cell phones or texting. One was even
using his notebook computer.
There was another group sitting on a small grassy incline watching the game. This group
was made up of couples who apparently couldn’t part from each other long enough to play the
game. Definitely, not the group for me.
Of course, there was a group that was actually playing volleyball. That was the group
Matt made his way to. That wasn’t an option for me.
I looked over at the last group gathered around a picnic table. It was a group of girls.
Considering my options, I felt this was the most promising one I could blend in with. Plus, the
food was with them. “Single life,” I mumbled to myself.
Matt waved for me to follow him but I chose to ignore him and walked over to the picnic
table. The group of girls were talking and laughing and I tried not to be noticed.
A big girl with brown curly hair and the most beautiful blue eyes I had ever seen, seemed
to be the leader. She reminded me of a Queen Bee with all her dutiful worker bees buzzing
around her.
“I know why I’m still single,” she said loudly to the group. I found myself
eavesdropping. “I don’t play volleyball.”
I laughed.
She looked at me with her bright blue eyes. “It’s true.”
“That’s what my problem is.” I couldn’t help but smile.
She smiled. “I’m April May Pacheco.”
“I’m Grace Perkins.”
April May glanced at the volleyball players. “Matt’s sister?”
I nodded.
“Are you new to the ward?” another girl asked.
I smiled politely and shrugged my shoulders. The last thing I wanted to do was to get
into details about my inactivity. I decided to load a paper plate with food instead.
“I was just explaining to everyone why I’m still single,” April May interrupted
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mercifully.
“Because you don’t play volleyball?” I asked.
“Think about it,” she said, “it’s those girls who are playing with them,” she nodded her
head toward the game. I looked over and noticed the little blond from yesterday had fallen and
was complaining about her ankle. A group of guys rushed over to her to help her. “Who will
marry the ones who are playing. They are the normal ones. If we get any, we’ll be stuck with
those,” she nodded over to the trees where the group of guys were talking on cell phones.
“So, only the girls playing will end up with the normal ones?” I asked.
“Not necessarily,” she responded.
I was impressed with how much thought had gone into this.
“See her?” she continued and pointed at another female player. “She’s playing too
aggressively. She doesn’t just want to win, she wants to prove a point – and ask for names.”
The girl in question kept pointing to the men on the opposing team and making threats. “But
look at Lexi,” she said. “See how she’s milking that ankle of hers? I predict she’ll be married in
six months.”
The group let out a gasp and nodded their heads. I felt somebody should write the
prediction down. “She doesn’t even look old enough to be here.”
“She may not look it, but she acts it.” A worker bee replied with what I couldn’t help but
notice, slight irritation to her voice.
“So,” April May focused on me with her blue eyes and long eye lashes. “Are you
scoping anyone out?”
“I’m not scoping anyone,” I defended myself. I suddenly felt like a big game hunter.
Just then, Wyatt came jogging to me. “Grace, I’m so glad you came.”
Out of the corner of my eye, I could see the Queen Bee and the worker bees nodding their
heads in approval.
“Are you going to play?” he asked.
I shook my head. “I don’t think I’ll be here that long. I really just came to eat.” I held
up my plate of food to show him in case he didn’t believe me.
“Okay,” he smiled. “Glad you’re here.” He turned to leave but paused. “Hey, I was
wondering, would you like to go out this Friday?”
No, I didn’t want to go out this Friday. “Sure,” I replied.
“Pick you up at eight?” He asked.
“Sure,” I said regretting I had come.
He ran back to the game.
I turned slowly. The bees were watching.
“Oh, he’s a nice one,” April May gushed. “Nice choice. But, a word of warning, watch
out for Lexi. She’s been trying to get his attention for some time now.”
I looked back at the volleyball players. Lexi was looking at me and if I believed in such a
thing as an evil eye, that would have been it. I did the only thing I could, I smiled lamely back.
CHAPTER 3
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I looked at myself in the mirror in the bathroom. It was a little too low for me and I had to
stoop to see my hair. I gathered my blond hair up with my hands and studied my face for a
moment.
Nope.
I let my hair drop. I’ve worn it the same way for years and every once in a while wonder
if I should cut it. Or at least get it styled different. When I first started college I cut it to my
shoulders. But regretted it until the day it grew out to the middle of my back again. Since then, I
keep it straight and the same length. I’m hesitant to make any other changes.
At the same time, I felt like I needed a change. Maybe a different shade? I didn’t have to
start dying my hair yet – a point to be proud of considering my genes – but maybe a slightly
different color would satisfy my itch for change. No, I’m not that brave yet.
My focus drifted lower to my face. If this is the best I have to work with, I’m in trouble.
A slight, vertical crease was noticeable between my eyebrows. “Oh, no you don’t,” I said and
tried to smooth it out with my fingers. It didn’t work. “When did this happen?” I used my bangs
to cover it the best I could.
Most of my freckles had faded over the years but a few resilient ones were still visible
over my nose. My nose. The best feature of my face. A cute little round thing that I was very
thankful for. Especially in my family.
The front door slammed shut and caused me to jump. Matt’s heavy step walked through
the living room. I opened the bathroom door before he entered the kitchen. “I can’t do this,” I
said.
He looked at me calmly for a moment. “You look nice, Gracie.” He walked past me into
the kitchen and set down the bag of groceries he carried.
“I’m not ready to date again,” I whined, “it’s too soon.”
“Didn’t you move here to get a fresh start?” he asked with his calm debate voice. I knew
there was no point in arguing so I answered him with my best retort: a dirty glare. He shrugged
his shoulder, “It’s time you put that jerk behind you.”
He was right. I could feel he was right. But I didn’t want to admit he was right. I turned
and walked out of the kitchen. Matt followed me.
“Grace?”
I plopped down on the recliner. “I can’t do this. It doesn’t feel right.”
Matt looked at me incredulously. “Doesn’t feel right?” He lost his cool debate
composure. “Grace, Eric’s engaged,” he looked at me then clarified, “to be married.”
I cringed.
He shook his head and took a deep breath. “I’m sorry, but…”
“It’s just not fair. I feel like the rug’s been pulled out from under me.”
“I know, Gracie,” Matt sat on the end of our coffee table and put his hand on my arm.
“Maybe it’s time to get a new rug.”
I smiled at him and took a deep breath. “With any luck, Wyatt won’t show tonight.”
Matt laughed. “I think you’ve got to be the only girl who is actually praying to be stood
up.”
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A knock on the door caused me to jump. “He’s here,” I whispered.
Matt walked over to the door. Before he opened it, he looked at me. “Ready?”
Uh, no. I tugged at my tan skirt to smooth it and inhaled a deep breath. “Ready as I’ll
ever be,” and exhaled.
He smiled and opened the door.
*********
Dating should be outlawed. At the precise moment we walked to his car, I would have
been perfectly happy to have an arranged marriage. I shuddered at the thought of who my mom
would pick out for me. Maybe a modification on the arranged marriages. Is it asking too much
for me to pick a guy out and then have the marriage arranged?
We reached Wyatt’s car and he opened the door for me. I slid in without making eye
contact with him. I have heard that only encourages them.
When he got in on the driver’s side, he looked at me and his eyebrows furrowed. “Grace,
are you okay?”
I nodded my head but inside my mind was screaming for me to make a break for it.
He smiled. “I don’t bite. Maybe nibble a little when I get hungry.”
It took a few seconds for his words to register. When they did, I was finally able to
exhale.
He laughed. “Are you okay?” he asked again.
I could feel color rush back into my face. Too much color. My cheeks burned and I
knew my cheeks just turned red. Luckily, the car was dark but I was sure he could feel heat
emanating from my direction. “Sorry,” I laughed. “It’s just been awhile.”
He nodded his head. “Oh.”
“See,” I blurted out before I could stop myself. “It’s been six years since I’ve been on a
first date.” I tried to figure out how my words sounded out loud. The street lamp in the parking
lot lit up just enough of his face for me to tell not good. “Not that this is a first date, or
anything. A first date seems to imply a second date, and we haven’t even started our first date,
this date, yet.” It amazingly came out in one breath. I looked at him and expected him to make a
run for it.
“You haven’t dated in six years?” he asked slowly.
“No,” I replied a bit loudly causing him to jump. “I’ve dated. Of course, I dated.” I
laughed but it came out a bit creepy sounding even to me.
“Oh,” he put the key in the ignition and started the car.
“See,” I was trying to filter how much to tell him. “I dated a guy for six years….” my
voice trailed off and I decided that was the end of the story.
“Oh,” he said again. “Bad breakup?” We finally pulled out of the parking spot.
“Not the best.” I answered.
“Hmm,” he said and continued driving.
We rode in silence for a few minutes and I managed to regain my composure. What is
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the protocol for small talk after a person has just demonstrated she’s crazy? “Weather’s been
nice,” I said looking out the dark window.
“Yeah,” he said.
I sucked in my bottom lip. Another moment of silence.
“So,” he said causing me to jump. “What brought you to Wyoming?”
“Oh, you know,” I said. “The usual.”
“There is no usual for Wyoming,” he said and laughed. “Work or family?”
“Both.” I replied and looked out the window. “It is nice to be near Matt again.”
He waited a moment. “Do you have any other family here?” He asked.
“Just Matt.” With each question, I felt like we were playing a game of Battleship. It
wasn’t as if I was trying to be vague, I just didn’t want to admit to someone I just met that I was
running away from my problems.
He nodded and seemed to give up his line of questioning.
“So,” I said deciding to imitate his interrogation skills. “What brings you to here?”
He laughed. “Me? School originally. But I like it here. The small town feel and all.”
“Where are you from then?”
“Denver.” He answered as we pulled into a parking lot.
He smiled and turned the car off. We looked at the building in front of us. “I hope you
like pasta, I forgot to ask.”
“I like pasta,” I said with a smile and forced myself to relax.
We were seated fairly quickly and our menus were brought to us. “Everything looks
good,” I said scanning the menu. “What do you suggest?”
“Well,” he said looking down his menu. “The stuffed ravioli is excellent. I’d stay away
from the salads.” I looked at him. “Don’t ask. I just would,” he continued. “The spaghetti is
pretty good but I don’t like to get it here because I can actually make spaghetti at home. It’s one
of my two delicacies. ”
I smiled. “What’s the other one?”
“Grilled cheese sandwiches.”
I laughed.
“But I fix my sandwiches with a side order of chicken nuggets so, you see, it’s a
delicacy.”
“I can see that, now.” I looked back at the menu.
A tall, gangly looking guy came to take our order. He looked like he was still struggling
with puberty.
“I’ve been talked into the stuffed ravioli.” I said and handed him the menu.
“I’ll have the chicken portabella,” Wyatt said and handed him his menu. “And can we
get an order of bread sticks with the garlic-cheese sauce I love so much?”
“Sure thing, Wyatt,” the waiter said. “Nice talk last Sunday by the way.”
“Thanks,” Wyatt glanced at me nervously. “Terry, have you met Grace? She’s new in
the ward.”
Terry looked down at me. “Welcome.” Was all he said and walked to the kitchen.
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When he disappeared behind the kitchen doors I leaned closer to Wyatt. “He’s old
enough to be in the singles ward?”
Wyatt smiled and whispered, “He’s a returned missionary.”
“Whoa,” I sat back in my seat. “The world really does get younger.”
Wyatt sized me up. “I would guess you’re not that much older than him.”
I took a drink of water and set the red plastic glass down. “You’re not supposed to ask a
lady her age.”
He leaned forward and started tracing the red and white check pattern of the tablecloth
with his finger. “I wasn’t asking, I was surmising.”
I nodded my head and looked around at the restaurant. There were only a few other
couples in the place. “Not very busy for a Friday night.”
He sat back and looked around. “No, not since the advent of Olive Garden in Cheyenne.
Terry’s family owns the place. This is his inheritance. If it makes it that long.”
We both looked around the room. There were brown spots on the ceiling and the carpet
was almost worn through in spots. The brown paneling did little to invite a cheery atmosphere.
Dean Martin was singing through the sound system but it sounded like it was a cassette.
“How did you find this place?” I asked.
“I used to home teach Terry.” Wyatt took a drink of water. “So, where are you from
originally?” he changed the subject.
I took another drink of water and smiled. “Utah.”
“I’m sorry,” he said and winked.
“I know, I know, the whole Utah and Wyoming rivalry.” I held my hands up in defense.
“But my parents did move to Evanston after I started college. If that helps to clear our good
name.”
He shrugged. “A little.” But another warm smile lit up his face. I had to admit, the boy
wears a smile well. “Where did you go to school?”
“UVU.”
He nodded. “Nice. As far as I know, not a rival of Wyoming’s so you passed the test.”
I laughed.
“What did you study in school?” He asked as our order of bread sticks came.
“I got my degree in something completely original,” I said and watched him dunk a bread
stick in the sauce. “I went into elementary education.”
He looked at me.
“I know, in case there is ever a shortage of teachers in the church.” I followed his
example and dunked a bread stick in the sauce.
“So, you’re a teacher?” he asked while wiping sauce from his chin with a napkin.
“No, after I got my degree I realized I don’t really like being around other people’s kids
all day. It’s not for me.”
He dabbed a napkin on his chin. “You don’t like kids?” The question was only four
words long but the world seemed to stop spinning for a moment. His tone of voice implied,
‘You’re LDS and you don’t like kids? How can you not like kids? Family is the fundamental
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unit in the LDS religion. You don’t like kids?’
“I like kids,” I said defensively. “Of course I like kids. I plan on having my own family
someday. I just don’t like other people’s kids. Actually, I should say, I don’t like other people’s
parents.”
The world started spinning again. It looked like he breathed a sigh of relief. “So, it’s the
parents you don’t like dealing with?” He asked.
I nodded. “So, when I moved here, I got a job involved with my first love.”
“Which is?” he asked and took another bread stick.
“I work at a small photo shop and I’m starting a video production division for them. It’s
fun and challenging.” Terry came and gave us our meals.
“So,” Wyatt said after we were left alone again. “Video production? That sounds
exciting.”
“Well, I think it will be once I get it up and going. So far, all I’ve managed to do is set up
my work space. But it will fall into place.”
We ate for a few moments in silence.
“So, what brought you here from Denver?” I asked.
“Wynonna, my twin sister got married,” he said cutting his food into bite sized pieces.
“We were always close and after she got married I began feeling like a third wheel. Then when
she started having kids, I knew I just needed to get away. So, I transferred here to finish school.
After I graduated, I worked for a short time at a company based here. Last year I quit my job
and I’m in business for myself. Which has been very scary and exhilarating at the same time.
“Your own business?” I asked while cutting my pasta. “What do you do?”
He smiled. “Oh, you know, something totally original,” he waited until I looked at him,
“I design web pages.”
“Oh,” I said relieved he didn’t say teacher. “That sounds fun. Is there a market for that
still? I mean, isn’t everyone designing their own web sites now?”
He laughed. “Isn’t everyone editing their own videos?”
I nodded. “Touché.”
“Actually, I’m waiting to hear from a client. He’s a do-gooder with an unlimited bank
account who wants a web-site devoted to his philanthropic interests. If he hires me,” he cleared
his throat, “let’ just say that would be very good for me.”
“Oh,” I raised my fork of pasta to him, “good luck, then.”
“Thank you,” he nodded. “And good luck to you.”
“Matt?” a tall, older thin man came to our table. His suit was impeccable and he looked
out of place in the surroundings.
“Mr. Craig,” Matt stood up quickly. Too quickly. He knocked his fork off his plate and
grabbed it as it was falling. “Good to see you.”
“Good to see you,” the older man pumped Matt’s hand ignoring the sauce that was on it.
“We were just being shown our table,” he nodded to a table where a blond woman who looked
younger than me was sitting down, “when I saw you.” He smoothly took Matt’s napkin off the
table and wiped his hand with it.
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“Mr. Craig, this is my date, Grace,” Matt swung his hand around and knocked his water
glass over. “Which is more than what I can say for myself right now.” I used my napkin to soak
up the water.
Shane Craig nodded at me. “Nice to meet you.” He took Matt by the arm and stood
away from the table. “Listen, I like your proposal but I think it needs tweaking. I had my
secretary email some ideas I have before she left. I’ll have her call you Monday morning to set
up another appointment with you for Wednesday.”
“Wednesday?” Matt asked. “I don’t know if…”
“Great,” Mr. Craig said not listening. “I’ll see you Wednesday.” He stepped away from
Matt and looked at me. “It was nice meeting you, Grace.” He walked to his table where his
guest was growing impatient. I heard him apologize and tell her it was business.
I looked at Matt who slid into his seat. “Are you okay?” I asked.
He looked at me and forced a smile. “Wednesday.”
“I heard. Do you want to go?”
His face relaxed and his smile grew warmer and bigger. “No, there’s no place I’d rather
be right now. I will just start first thing tomorrow morning.”
“But if you need to work,” I was surprised at his answer, “we can go.”
He waved it off.
I looked at Mr. Craig’s table and looked around the room. “This doesn’t seem like a
place where Mr. Craig would frequent.”
Wyatt took a sip of water. “It isn’t. At least not for pleasure. Mr. Craig is here on
business.”
I looked over at his table and saw Terry and an older gentleman that I assumed was his
dad come out. They brought some bread-sticks and sat down at Mr. Craig’s table.
“Mr. Craig has an interest in small businesses all over Wyoming. That’s part of his
charitable work.” Wyatt explained.
I nodded my head and continued eating.
After dinner, Wyatt drove me home. “Are you sure you don’t want to catch a movie?” he
asked as we pulled into the parking lot for my apartment complex.
“I’m sorry,” I said and yawned. “I’m just so tired.” Which was part of it. But there was
more to the story. I had been so anxious for the date all week, I made myself a bit sick. There
was no way I was going to explain that to him. I was sure that would be listed in the don’ts in
some dating rule book.
Plus, despite his offer, he had become pretty quiet since the restaurant. I had a feeling he
was anxious to get home and start working on Mr. Craig’s changes.
He turned off the car and we sat for a moment in silence. This was new territory for me.
How does one exactly end a date? You wouldn’t think it would be that difficult.
“I’m sorry,” he said finally. “I have been pretty miserable company tonight.”
I wouldn’t say miserable. “Dinner was fun.” To my surprise, I think I meant it.
He nodded. “Well, can I see you again?”
“Of course,” I said in some high pitched voice that sounded like my impression of Minnie
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Mouse. “Every Sunday, I’ll be in church.” I placed my hand on the handle and started to open
the door. And that’s how a person ends a date.
“No,” he laughed. “I mean, can we go on, you know, a second date?”
A second date? I sat back in the seat but still clenched the handle to the door. After all, it
was my escape hatch. “You want to do this again?” I asked slowly.
He cleared his throat. “Well, I just thought, we had a nice time and all. At least, at
dinner. You should give me a chance to redeem myself. I’m actually quite delightful.”
I couldn’t help it. The way he described himself as “delightful” did me in. I started to
laugh uncontrollably.
He joined me.
As soon as our laughter subsided, he pressed the matter. “So, how about it? Want to go
on a second date with me?”
Shucks. I was hoping he’d forget what we were talking about. “I..” Do I want to go on a
second date? No, not really. “You know, I dated someone for six years. I don’t think I’m ready
to date anyone right now.”
“I’m not asking you to date me, I’m just asking you to go on another date with me,” he
said.
Oh boy. My hand started clenching the handle. I wanted to open the door, jump out, and
run to my door. But that would probably make things a bit awkward between us. Knowing my
luck, he would be called to be my home teacher. “I just moved here,” I said in what I realized
was a whiny voice.
“Yeah?” he said waiting for more.
“I don’t know anybody.”
He looked straight ahead and was quiet for a moment. “What does that have to do with
us going on a second date?”
I had no idea.
“Do you want me to introduce you to people?” he asked.
I bit my bottom lip. “No, it’s just, I need, or I want some time to adjust to being here.”
He was quiet.
I took a deep breath and started again. “I dated someone for six years.”
“Right, back in Utah.”
“I just broke up with him when I moved here. In fact, he’s the main reason I moved here.
To get away from him and his lovely, soon to be teen bride.”
“Ouch,” he said. “Teen bride?”
“Yeah,” I said trying not to sound bitter. “She’s nineteen,” then added under my breath,
“the same age I was when we started dating.”
“So, you moved here to get away from some creep who broke your heart,” Wyatt said. I
couldn’t help but cringe when he called Eric a creep.
“Basically, that’s it,” I said.
We sat for a few moments. I wondered how to say good night after that disclosure.
“And what does that have to do with us going on a second date?” Wyatt asked.
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I thought the picture I drew with my explanation was perfectly clear. My face burned
red, “Eric was the only boy I ever dated.”
“Oh.”
“I mean, I went to prom in high school, but I think if I did my family history I’d find out
my date was somehow related to me. There just weren’t a lot of options in my circle of people.”
“So you only dated one guy,” Wyatt said slowly. “And what does that have to do with
our second date?”
The dots were not connecting for him. I thought the dots were connected and the picture
was colored in. “I wasted so much of my time on one guy, I don’t want to make that same
mistake.” I said and realized my epiphany. “I want to see what’s out there.”
“What’s out there?” he asked and followed my gaze outside. “You want to see what’s
out there?”
I nodded my head.
“So, no second date with me?”
I nodded. This was better than a counseling session. “No second date with anyone until I
figure out who I am.”
“Okay,” he said. We sat in silence again. I didn’t know about him but I felt like a huge
burden had lifted from my shoulders. If this I.T. line of work didn’t pan out for him he could
totally become a shrink.
“Maybe I can help,” he said at last.
I looked at him. “Help? Help how?”
I could tell the wheels were spinning behind his eyes.
“Give me until tomorrow. Let’s meet for lunch.”
Did he not hear anything I just said? “But…”
“Not as a date,” he said quickly. “A meeting. I’ll give you the details tomorrow but I
think I can help.”
For the life of me, I couldn’t fathom how. But curiosity has always been one of my
downfalls. “Okay,” I said slowly.
He seemed to formalize his thoughts and nodded his head. In one quick movement he
opened his door and got out of the car. He walked around to my door and opened it for me.
“Don’t worry,” he said. “I will help you out.”
I nodded my head slowly. He got back into his car and I watched him pull out and leave.
“What just happened?” I asked the dark night.
I didn’t get a response.
CHAPTER 4
It was a long morning. It didn’t help matters that I was stuck in an editing bay re-editing
a wedding video a customer didn’t like.
“Hey, girl,” my co-worker Tameka said while sliding the glass door to my bay open and
peeking in. “Every time I pass your bay you are looking at your phone. Why are you keeping
close tabs on the time? Got a hot date?”
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I blushed and looked at my phone. “You noticed?”
“Mmm, hmm,” she nodded her head. “I know you went on a date last night, so what
gives?” she brought in a folding chair and set it next to me. “Wait a second,” she slid the door
shut and sat down. It was a small bay and she’s not exactly small boned. I felt a bit
claustrophobic. “Now,” she continued, “tell me all about it.”
I smiled. Tameka was the only one close to my age in the studio so we spent a lot of time
talking. She couldn’t understand why there was such a big fuss about me still being single and
25. In my family, I was an old maid. According to her, I was a spring chicken. She thought it
was absurd that I’d be looking for a companion at such a young age. The philosophy she
adhered to is there is plenty of time to settle down and we might as well have some fun. When
she found out I believed in Eternal Marriage and I’d be stuck with the person I’d marry forever,
she became even more adamant about living a little before that time came. After all, if you’re
talking about forever, 25 is just a baby.
Talking with Tameka always made me feel better.
“So?” she asked again. Her eyes were dancing.
“It was...” I suddenly felt cautious about how much to tell, “nice.”
“Nice?” she asked her smile dropping. “Nice in a ‘don’t call me, I’ll call you if I’ve got
nothing better to do’ sort of way?”
I shook my head. “Nice as if in...” how to describe the date without mentioning the fact I
turned down a chance for a second date. “Pretty nice.” Smooth.
“Pretty nice?” she asked. “Pretty nice. Girl, you sound like you’re describing an ugly
sweater a crazy old aunt knitted you for Christmas. Pretty nice.”
“I know,” I said apologetically. “It’s just that, it was my first date in six years. I’m rusty
at this.”
She nodded her head. “Well, the first date is the important one. Don’t feel bad if he
doesn’t call you again. The important thing is you’re back on that horse and riding again. Can’t
let that jerk in Utah have the last word, that’s all I’m talking about.”
“Actually,” I said slowly, “I’m meeting Wyatt for lunch today.”
Tameka’s face lit up. “You are? I guess my definition of pretty nice is different than your
definition of pretty nice. I’ve never gone on a second date with a ‘pretty nice’ before.”
Date? Oh, I needed to clarify this. “It’s not a date,” I explained, “it’s a meeting.”
The look she gave me made me feel as if I was running up and down the street yelling
that Elvis was still alive. “A meeting?”
I nodded. It made more sense in my head than when I spoke the words.
“You’re going to have a meeting?” she asked again.
I nodded my head again and turned to the computer. Maybe if I don’t say anything she’ll
go away quietly.
“You and him?” she pronounced the words slowly. I assumed for my benefit.
“Yes, a meeting.” I wanted to work but lost my concentration. So I moved the cursor
back and forth trying to look like I was busy.
“You had a ‘pretty nice’ time and now you’re going to have a meeting.” I could tell she
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was letting the words register. “Oh,” she said and it looked like a light flipped on behind her
eyes. “I get it.”
Somehow, by the tone of her voice, I didn’t really think she had. “Get what?”
“You had a...” she used her fingers to demonstrate quote marks, “nice time. But he
had...” again with the fingers, “a great time. So you’re using this lunch to give him the old, ‘you
don’t get my knees weak so let’s be friends’ speech.” She shook her head. “You’re too nice, I’d
just do it over the phone. Texting a break up is perfectly acceptable these days. You know, you
let him pay for lunch and he’ll be all up in your face from now on. Won’t get a moment’s
peace.” She stood up and folded her chair.
“It’s not like that,” I laughed.
“Isn’t it?” she asked. “What was he? Homely looking? Bad breath? Smell funny? I
once broke it off with a guy because he had crooked teeth. We like to proclaim we’re not into
looks but I tell you, we’re liars.”
“No, seriously,” I didn’t want to sound that shallow.
Just then, there was a knock on the door. We turned and to my surprise, there stood
Wyatt smiling.
Tameka slid the door open.
“Wyatt,” I said glad to know the bay was sound proof when the door was closed , “what
are you doing here?”
“I’m sorry to bother you at work,” he apologized. “I tried calling your cell but I kept
getting your voice mail.”
“Wait a minute,” Tameka interrupted, “you’re Wyatt?”
He nodded his head.
“Mmm, hmm,” she looked at me.
“Anyway,” he looked at Tameka nervously, then at me, “I can’t make it to lunch. I am
just swamped with work trying to make the changes Mr. Craig requested. I’m so sorry.”
“That’s okay,” I said relieved. Maybe a little too relieved. I thought I should be polite so
I added, “Maybe another time.” It may have been six years since I dated, but I still knew the
code talk. I doubted I’d ever see Wyatt Williams again.
“Can we meet for dinner?” he asked.
Dinner? What happened to the code? “Sure,” I said. Stick to the code, man! Fore Pete’s
sake.
“Great, sorry again. Glad I caught you before you left though,” he backed his way down
the narrow hallway. He looked at Tameka, “I didn’t catch your name, by the way.”
“Tameka,” she answered.
“Nice to meet you, Tameka. Grace, I’ll pick you up at seven?”
I nodded. No, I need to tell him I don’t want to go out again. “Wait,” I called out
surprising all three of us. By the look on his face I could tell he expected me to say something.
I’ll be the first to admit that I’m a great big chicken. “You can go out the side door, it opens into
the parking lot.”
“Great,” he said slowly.
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“It’s this way,” I turned quickly because I could tell my face had just turned the same
shade as a politician’s tie. I led him down the narrow hallway and into the even smaller room we
use as our storage. “This way is much quicker,” I said lamely. Sure, it will save you about seven
whole steps.
“Great,” he said again cheerfully. Since supplies for the whole building lined the shelves
it made it a pretty tight fit for two people to be in the room. He slipped past me and I couldn’t
help but breathe in his cologne. “Thanks again,” he said as if I had just saved him from a
dreadful disease.
“No problem,” I said looking down at a group of pictures labeled Pruster’s Wedding.
“Oh yeah,” I looked up quickly, “hang on to that door because...”
Too late. He already opened it and the wind snapped it out of his hands. The door swung
back and hit the building.
“Whoa,” Wyatt said. “That just flew out of my hand.”
“Yeah, I keep telling my boss he needs to fix it. I hate to think what would happen if a
little old lady was walking on the walk when that happens. At the very least, I keep telling him
it’s a law suit waiting to happen.”
“Yeah well, I’ll see you tonight then?” he asked as he grabbed hold of the door and
pushed on it to shut it.
“Tonight,” I confirmed and helped pull the door shut. After the door shut I stood for a
moment staring at it. Suddenly, I had the feeling I wasn’t alone. I didn’t have to turn, I knew
Tameka was in the hallway watching me.
“So, here are pictures from the Pruster’s Wedding,” I tried saying nonchalantly. “I’ve
been looking for them.”
“Pretty nice?” she mumbled and then turned and walked down the hall. “I wish I could
have a ‘pretty nice’ date then maybe I wouldn’t mind being stuck with someone forever.”
******
I sat in Wyatt’s car and wondered if I had done some kind of time lapse thing. Perhaps I
was experiencing my very own Groundhog Day scenario like Bill Murray? Nope. I was still
dressed in my dress pants from work today. No skirt like last night. I ruled out living the same
day over and over. Maybe I was dreaming? I put my forehead on the cold window. No. This
was really happening. I was heading to dinner with Wyatt for the second night in a row. I
sighed.
“So, how is your project for Mr. Craig coming along?” I asked succumbing to my reality.
He nodded his head. “I made some real headway today. But,” he said and glanced at me
while we were at a stoplight, “I am sorry I didn’t make it to lunch today.”
I waved him off. “Not a problem. I understand.”
“Even so,” the light turned green and we started moving again. “I apologize. I felt bad
all day.”
The moment felt uncomfortably serious. “So, where are we going tonight?”
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“Do you like Wendy’s?” he asked.
“Is that a local restaurant?”
He laughed. “Wendy’s fast food? Wendy’s burgers?”
Sometimes my dots don’t connect fast enough. “Oh,” I said quickly, “I just assumed we
were going to a restaurant.”
He nodded his head. “We would have been if it were up to me.”
My eyebrows furrowed.
“You know, if we were on, say, a second date.”
Oh.
“But this is a meeting not a date.”
I nodded my head. Great. The first time a guy listens to what I say and I talk myself out
of a nice dinner. “Okay,” I said.
“That is what you wanted, right?”
I could tell he was enjoying my discomfort. The little punk. I had to take control of the
situation. “Of course,” I said quickly. “Wendy’s sounds perfect.” It also sounds like something
I would have treated myself to. But he had a point. This was a meeting not a date.
After we ordered our food we sat at a table.
“All right,” he said taking his burger off his tray and placing the tray on the table behind
us. “Let’s get down to business.”
I nodded my head and looked at my dinner. My intention is to order a salad when I come
to Wendy’s. But the outcome is always the same. I unwrapped my burger and ate a couple of
fries.
“So, you don’t want to go on a second date with me,” he started and placed his iPad next
to his burger.
“Well, it’s not that I don’t want to go on a second date with you, it’s just that I want to
date some. Have some fun.”
He looked at me. “I understand.”
I slowly chewed my first bite of burger. “Good.”
“No, I mean, I understand what you’re saying.”
I nodded my head slowly.
“See, I dated someone since I was 16. She sent me off on my mission. She even waited
for me the whole time I was gone.”
Since I didn’t know what to say I thought the best I could do was to keep my mouth full.
I took another bite.
“When I returned home we were engaged to be married.”
“Oh,” I said surprised.
“We were engaged right up to the day before our wedding. She decided she was too
young to be married.”
“Ouch.”
“Turns out she was too young to be married to me. But for one of my former companions
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she was old enough.”
I choked and had to take a drink. “She married one of your missionary companions?”
He nodded his head.
I looked down. “I assume they met through you?” I looked at him.
He nodded again.
“I’m sorry. That’s rough.”
He waved it off. “That was a couple years ago.”
I thought about it.
“The point is I went through what you’re going through now. I moved here and started
dating and yeah, I hid behind the only one date phase you’re endeavoring on. It’s not pleasant.
The good news is it doesn’t last.”
“That’s kind of a sad story you’re sharing,” I said.
He sat back and smiled. “It’s life. And I lived. And I’m fine.” Our eyes met for a
moment. “That’s why I’m going to help you.”
“I still don’t understand how,” I replied.
“Ah,” he said and held up his finger. He opened his iPad and looked at it. “We do attend
a Singles’ Ward and there is an advantage to that.” He shifted in his seat. “There are currently
75 priesthood holders in the ward.”
Sure, if he says so.
“Probably 35-40 active. I’ll say 40.”
He’s better than a ward roster.
“And at least nine who are in serious relationships, or otherwise engaged.” He looked at
me, “literally.”
I nodded. I couldn’t help but be impressed.
“That leaves...”
“31?” I could calculate, too.
He nodded. “That would be enough for you to date someone every night this coming
month.”
I looked at him. “Excuse me?”
“You could date someone every night this coming month. A different date every night.”
He smiled.
“Yeah,” I thought about it. “That would be fun.”
“Really?” he asked.
“Sure,” I replied in the kind of way you answer someone who just asked if you wanted to
watch bowling on TV. You’re just trying to get to the punch line you’re sure is coming.
“Today is February 26th,” he said looking past me. “That gives me two days to arrange
this.”
“Arrange what?” I asked. I felt like I had just walked into the middle of a conversation
instead of being part of one.
He looked at me and smiled. “Your 31 dates for the month of March.”
This wasn’t a funny punch line. “Are you serious?” I asked slowly.
19

31 Days, 31 Dates by Corina Lee
© 2014 ck’s days

He thought about it. “Sure, why not?”
It seemed the reasons should be obvious. “You want to fix me up on 31 dates?”
“In 31 days.”
I looked at him hoping to see a crack of a smile. Then we could both laugh about the
joke, albeit, a forced, polite laugh from me. No smile.
“You will get to go on 31 different dates with 31 different guys.” He explained.
“Yeah,” that part I understood.
“Why not date for the whole month. Most girls would jump at the chance.”
“Most girls?” I asked.
“Most girls in a singles’ ward. I mean, why did you move here if not to take advantage
of the situation?”
He had a valid point. “I moved here to be closer to Matt,” I said defensively. I left out
the part that the idea of moving here brought me the most semblance of peace. “You want to fix
me up with all the available guys in the ward?” I asked slowly.
He rolled his eyes. “I’m trying to help you out.”
I studied his face again. “Why?”
“So mistrusting!” he laughed. “As I explained, I want to help you. And I think it would
be an interesting...”
“Bet?” I asked.
“Experiment. I don’t bet.”
I nodded.
“However,” he continued. “If you would like to make this a little more interesting, how
about this: You go on 31 dates...”
“In 31 days.”
“You decide if we ever date again. I will never ask you on another date again. Ever.”
“And if I don’t make it on 31 dates?”
He smiled. “You can accompany me to my family reunion in June for our second official
date.”
This is crazy! I’d have to be crazy to agree. “So you pick all the dates?”
“Yes.”
“That doesn’t seem fair!” An image of someone who wore bicycle shorts, a cut-off tee
shirt, with a long beard popped into my mind.
“All right,” he thought about it. “I’ll set the dates up, but you can choose if you want to
go out with that person or someone else. But remember, if you don’t go out on any date, you’ll
be meeting my Aunt Mabel. She’s a kisser. And a butt patter.”
I took the warning seriously. This is crazy. Too crazy for straight lace, plain Jane,
Grace.
“I don’t think so,” I said slowly. “I mean, thank you for trying to help but this just
doesn’t seem…”
He leaned back in his seat as I searched for the right word.
“Sane.” Not the word I was looking for but it fit. “You have to admit, this is pretty
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weird. I just met you a week ago and you’re offering to be my…”
“Friend.” This time he interjected quickly.
Not the word I was going for but okay. I’ll let him have this one.
He shrugged his shoulders and closed the cover for his iPad. “Just trying to help.” He
said one last time.
I nodded my head. “You know, I’m suddenly not hungry. Can we leave?”
Wyatt wrapped his burger back up and took a drink of pop. “Absolutely.”
He did his best to keep the conversation light and friendly on the ride back to my
apartment. But I had a hard time participating in the conversation. Thirty-one dates? Thirty-one
days? That’s crazy, I kept telling myself. And Grace does not do crazy things. Not this Grace
anyway.
When we arrived at my apartment he walked me to my door.
“You’ve been pretty quiet on the ride home,” he said while I unlocked my door. “We’re
still friends, right?”
“Of course,” I replied a little quickly. “And thank you for trying to help.” In your odd,
little way. “I appreciate it.” We stood there for a moment until I forced a polite smile. “Good
night. I’ll see you tomorrow.”
“Yes, tomorrow, at church,” he stuck his hands in his pockets and backed away from the
door. “Good night, Grace.”
He hesitated for a moment and we made eye contact. Maybe another date wouldn’t be so
bad? No, I’m not ready.
I waved and he walked to his car. He drove off and everything became quiet and still. I
entered the apartment. No surprise, Matt was still out since it was so very early. I changed into
my pajamas and flipped through the channels. By 10:30 I was ready to go to bed mainly because
of boredom. I turned off the television and walked into the bathroom.
“Hello, Grace,” I said to the reflection. The same boring reflection that always stares
back at me. The girl with the boring haircut. The girl with the boring life. Eric recognized how
boring this girl is. He got out while he could. I couldn’t blame him for that. Will this girl spend
every Saturday night watching television in her Eeyore pajamas? Alone.
Quickly I walked into my room and grabbed my phone. “Don’t think about it,” I told
myself and dialed Wyatt’s number.
Of all the crummy luck, he answered. I was hoping I’d get his voicemail so that I could
chicken out. But he answered so I said, “I’m in.”
“Okay,” he said.
I hung up on him and threw the phone on my bed. What did I just do?
My phone lit up and the ring tone sounded. It was Wyatt.
“Hello?” I answered it.
He laughed. “This will be fun,” he said reassuringly.
I forced my dry mouth to swallow. “Okay.”
He laughed again. “One more thing, I think, in the name of the experiment, I should be
able to check in.”
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“Check in?”
“I need to keep up with what’s going on. How your dates are going. That kind of thing.”
“What do you have in mind?”
“I don’t know, maybe I should come over and make sure the dates are going well. You
know, to make it official.”
“In the name of the experiment?”
“In the name of the experiment.”
This is the most absurd thing I ever heard. “Fine.” I said slowly.
“Serious?” he asked as surprised as me.
“If you can manage to find 31 dates for me, I’ll go. I doubt you’ll be able to find more
than one.”
He smiled. “Oh, you underestimate me. And yourself.”
I doubted the second part to his statement, but somehow, I didn’t doubt the first.
CHAPTER 5
Have you ever attended three hours of church the day after agreeing to date every available guy
in the congregation? No? Trust me when I say it makes for an interesting day.
It started with muffled whispers as I walked into the chapel. The whispers became points and
stares as we dismissed for Sunday School. By the time I got to Relief Society some of the sisters
were giving me a thumbs up. Except for Lexi and her circle of friends. She made her
disapproval of the situation known with heavy sighs and eye rolls every time I happened to look
in her direction. I stopped looking in her direction and solved that problem. She continued to let
me know she disapproved the situation by making a thinly veiled comment on dating during the
lesson. The lesson was on the Word of Wisdom so I received the insinuation loud and clear.
If I had any doubts about what I got myself into before church, she helped me become
determined to see the game to the end. I was so going to win. Wyatt’s Aunt Mabel would have
to find somebody else to kiss and pat this summer. And if I had a choice in the matter, my vote
went to Lexi to be the lucky recipient.
After Relief Society I kept my eyes down and walked out of the building as fast as I possibly
could. “Good luck, Grace!” one of the sisters said to me as I reached for the handle to the
outside door. “I’m pulling for you.”
I stopped and looked at her. Her face lit up in a sincere smile that I couldn’t help but smile in
return. “Thank you,” I said and ducked out.
When I got home, I changed into a pair of Sunday pajamas. Any other day of the week I’d call
them sweats. But since church ended at noon it was too early to put on my regular
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pajamas. And sweats just do not seem like proper attire for a Sabbath afternoon. That’s why I
call them Sunday pajamas.
I poured myself a bowl of Captain Crunch and sat at the table.
“Grace!” Matt called as soon as he opened the door. “Grace, I think we need to talk,” he walked
into the kitchen with his coat still on. “Are you going on 31 dates?” he asked.
“Oh no,” I said. Wyatt and I didn’t talk about how he would procure the dates. Suddenly a
horrible image popped into my mind of a sign-up sheet being passed around the priesthood
quorum with the heading “A Date for Grace”.
“Grace?” Matt asked again.
“Why?” I asked slowly.
Matt looked at me. Apparently, my lack of reaction betrayed the truth. “Are you crazy?”
“How did you find out about it?” I didn’t want to know the details, but I thought I should know.
“First of all, I overheard Wyatt asking a few of the guys in church.”
I breathed out a sigh of relief. “So there was no sign-up sheet?”
“No, there was no sign-up sheet. Did you want there to be one?”
“Of course not!” I defended myself.
“This doesn’t sound like you,” Matt said.
“No, it doesn’t. But maybe that’s okay. Maybe I need a change. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you
about it, but you were out on your date with Kara when I got home. Besides, I didn’t really think
anything would become of it. It happened all so fast. One minute Wyatt and I were talking and
the next, he was offering to line me up on 31 dates.” Really, it could have happened to anyone.
Matt studied me. “Do you really want to go on all these dates?”
I shrugged my shoulders. “Why not?”
“Because…” he said flustered. Just like me last night, he couldn’t really state the reasons. “This
is just weird.”
23

31 Days, 31 Dates by Corina Lee
© 2014 ck’s days

I nodded. “Yeah, it is.”
He nodded his head vigorously in agreement. “Yeah.”
“Look, I’m sorry I didn’t tell you about it. I really didn’t think anyone else would find out.”
Matt’s eyes looked like they were about to pop out of his head. “Are you serious? Do you not
know how singles wards work? Or Mormons? Or people in general, for that matter?”
I thought about it for a moment. The boy had a point.
“Have you told mom?” he asked.
I dropped my spoon in the bowl. Oh, he’s going there, is he? “No, I haven’t told…” I dropped
my voice to a whisper, “mom.”
He dropped his voice low to mimic mine. “Why are you whispering her name?”
“Because, she knows when I talk about her. She senses it. She’ll call,” I explained and looked at
my phone sitting on the table.
“Well, she’s bound to find out because it’s also all over Facebook,” he held up his
phone. “You’ve been tagged in so many posts,” he accessed his Facebook account.
“What?” I asked and I could feel the color drain from my face.
“If we had a bigger ward you’d be trending right now.” He scanned his page. “Oh, wait, there
you are.”
I grabbed my phone and went to my Facebook page. He lied about the trending statement. The
rest was unfortunately true. “Oh.” My phone started buzzing and mom’s ID picture came on
screen. “It’s mom,” I said hoarsely.
Matt looked a little smug. “What do you know, she does know when we talk about her.”
I tossed him my phone. “Tell her I’m out of the country,” I begged.
“Serious?” Matt asked. “How about I just tell her you’re on date number one of 31?”
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Okay, giving him my phone was not my brightest moment. Luckily, as an older sister, I have
acquired ninja like skills. I jumped up to grab my phone back. We come from tall people and
I’m no shorty. Unfortunately, neither is he. He held the phone above my head out of reach.
What happened next is a matter of debate. He swears I bit him. I say he’s just a big
baby. Whatever the case, I was able to grab my phone and answer it. Matt sulked out of the
room nursing his pretend wound.
“Hi mom,” I said a little out of breath but trying to sound calm.
“Hello Gracie,” she said cheerfully. But was it a little too cheerful? How much did the woman
know?
“I called because I found this recipe you should try.”
I relaxed. Sort of. She didn’t know anything about the dates but she still had this futile desire to
turn me into Betty Crocker. “A recipe? Great.” I said with a flat tone.
“Oh wait,” mom said. “I’m getting a text. It’s from Matt.”
I looked up. He reappeared in the doorway waving his phone and smiling.
“Grace, don’t bite your brother. Now, what is this about 31 dates?” she asked slowly.
He disappeared before I could throw something at him. Probably a good thing since the only
thing within reach was a pan.
“Since you are dating again, Mac Donaldson works at the television station in Cheyenne. You
remember Mac, don’t you? He was such a nice boy.”
My mom is fixing me up now? Uh, no thanks. “It’s nothing,” I ignored her attempted plug and
tried to force a laugh. “All these dates, well it’s just this silly game these Wyoming kids do for
fun here. You know, you have to create excitement somehow.”
Silence. Was she buying it? She is one smart cookie so I wouldn’t be surprised if she didn’t.
“It’s just for fun,” I reiterated. And waited.
“Thirty-one dates?” she asked.
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“Yes,” I replied slowly. “But with all LDS guys from the ward. It’s the way they welcome
people here.” I held my breath. Since the whole thing with Eric went south I had become pretty
tight lipped about my love life with my mom. Normally, I would never lie or stretch the truth to
her but I didn’t want her to get her hopes up. I knew if I even mentioned the word ‘date’ her
train of thought immediately went to the possibility of impending nuptials. And I was not ready
for that kind of focus. That’s why I decided to turn the focus on Matt. “It’s not like Matt who
has been dating the same girl for several dates now.”
Matt reappeared in the doorway and looked worried.
“Matt is?” my mom asked and her voice rose in a hopeful tone. “Is she a nice girl?”
I nodded my head. I liked his girlfriend, I really did. But he started it. “She is nice.” I hesitated,
how far under did I want Matt under that bus? “She’s from California.” Apparently, pretty far.
Years ago my mom served with a California native in the Relief Society presidency. The woman
held some beliefs that mom thought did not align with gospel teachings. To top it off, she never
wore shoes to any of the meetings. Ever. Even in winter. My mom is smart enough to know not
to base a whole group of people on one representative but she couldn’t help it if her
subconscious believed that all Californians are a bit kooky.
After the words came out I felt a little bad for turning on Matt. Even if he did deserve it.
My brother’s face turned red.
“But Kara is nice,” I said again even though I knew mom had stopped listening after I said,
‘California.’
He threw a pillow at me but I ducked.
“I’d love to get that recipe from you,” I told mom in a fake attempt at redirecting the
conversation. “How about you email me?”
“Yes, I can do that,” she said remembering the reason she called in the first place. “I think I’ll
call Matt now.”
“I think I’ll go take a nap,” I said. “Love you, mom.”
“Love you, too, dear.” She barely said the words before she hung up on me.
Matt’s phone started buzzing.
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“Mom is calling you,” I said smiling and walked past him into the living room. While he sorted
all that out, I had a date with my pillow and bed this afternoon.

CHAPTER 6
My dating experiment, or, as Matt referred to it: The Bachelorette, LDS Style was slated to begin
on Tuesday. I had no idea who my dates were going to be, they were to contact me by the night
before our date.
After some serious internal mental debate I finally relented and went to FHE on Monday. As
soon as I walked into the Relief Society where our group met, I had a sense I talked myself into
something I shouldn’t have. Everyone looked at me. This must be how a famous celebrity feels.
Or an infamous one.
There seemed to be two distinct sides. Those who were for me and smiling and cheering me
on. And everyone else or the people who didn’t approve of such silly shenanigans. I tried to put
on my tough girl façade and not let the naysayers get to me. Shrug it off, Perkins.
For somebody who up until a week ago no one in the ward even knew my name this was not a
comfortable situation. But I kept assuming Wyatt really wasn’t that serious and I figured I’d get
maybe a couple of dates and some laughs. Silly girl, you know what happens when you assume?
After our short lesson, we were informed we had no activity for the night. Technically, we were
told the activity was to mingle and eat some store bought cookies and drink red punch provided
for us. I think the planners just didn’t plan. Again, against my better judgment, I did not
flee. Instead I took a cookie and a cup of punch and sat down. I felt lonely and awkward.
I recognized Wyatt’s friend Connor from my first Sunday at the ward. I sat up when I realized
he was walking in my direction. From the first Sunday I saw him talking to Wyatt I was
attracted to him. Even though I never have stood next to him I could tell he was probably a good
head taller than me. That meant I could wear heels with this guy and that prospect always
excited me.
He stopped at my chair and started talking. That’s when the attraction faded fast. The minglers
were kind of noisy and Connor’s voice was so low I had to make him repeat himself three times
and bend over in an awkward looking position so that I could understand him. I would have
preferred to stand up but the way he bent over my chair had me trapped. Once I figured out he
was asking me out for the following evening I agreed. I nodded politely during the rest of our
conversation though I understood very little of what he was saying. I was too embarrassed to
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keep asking him to repeat himself. From what little I could understand, he would pick me up
tomorrow either at seven or eight. We were going bowling. I think. But there was a possibility
we were going snowboarding. Out of the two choices, I really hoped we were going bowling.
And I definitely would not get to wear heels.
I hadn’t been bowling since seventh grade. But I nodded and told him it sounded great. After
our plans were set, I watched him walk across the room to Wyatt. He was so tall he looked
awkward as he leaned closer to Wyatt. I wondered if he looked that silly when he talked to me.
Wyatt looked up when he heard about bowling. I could tell because Connor pantomimed the
action. I breathed a sigh of relief. Oh good, no snowboarding. Wyatt made eye contact with me
and smiled. I held up my paper cup toward him. The challenge is on. It will take more than
bowling to stop me.
*****
The next day I had to force myself to relax. So Grace Perkins is stepping out of her box
today. This could be a good thing, right? I chose not to tell Tameka about this crazy game I
found myself in. She thought Mormons were weird enough. I figured it would all end by the
third date anyway. She will never have to know.
By the time Connor picked me up the next evening, I convinced myself to have a good
time. Since we were just going bowling, I wore a pair of black jeans with a fitted red tee-shirt
and a black sweater that I could take off once at the alley. I felt pretty good about the date until
Connor picked me up wearing a green and black bowling shirt with his name on it.
“I’m sorry,” I said, “I don’t have anything with my name on it.”
He looked at me and shrugged his shoulders.
Okay, joke number one down the drain. Don’t determine the evening by the first failed joke.
As we drove down the street in his red sports car, the quiet was too much for me, “I haven’t been
bowling in forever,” I said as I looked out the passenger window.
“But you have played before?” his deep voice more rumbled than anything.
I nodded.
“That’s okay,” he said with a smile that I could hear in his voice more than see, “it’s like riding a
bike, (mumble), you never forget.”
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I was more than a little relieved to at least hear him smile. “I have never been really good at the
game.” For some reason, I thought I should defend myself early.
“Well, we’re just playing for fun. Don’t feel too bad (mumble) through though, I’m on a bowling
team so my score (mumble) be pretty high.”
I thought about telling him I didn’t even know how to keep score. Was this the sport high
numbers were bad or good? But decided to keep quiet.
We arrived at the bowling alley and I rented my ugly bowling shoes and found the only ball left
the size I wanted. It happened to be pink. I rolled my eyes and picked it up. Connor brought his
own equipment and walked straight to an alley.
I think he mumbled, “This is my lucky alley,” with a smile as I walked over to him with my ball
I had just picked out. He looked at it and smirked and I wished I could have hidden it
somewhere.
I tried hard to smile and make it look natural, “You won’t need much luck to beat me.”
“Well actually, (mumble) as a practice to beat my top score,” he walked up to the line and let the
ball go. All the pins except two fell down. “Practice,” he instructed as he waited for his ball to
come out of the ball return.
I walked up to line and let my ball go. It went straight to the gutter.
Connor laughed. “Well, (mumble) different than riding a bike for some (mumble).”
I could feel my cheeks burn and knew they matched the color of my shirt as I waited for my ball.
Not only did the month feel like an extremely long month, but the night was going to be long
also. Is it possible that tonight will last longer than the whole month?
After a couple more practice rolls, with each of mine finding their way to the gutter, Connor was
ready to start a game. He bowled first and between his two rolls, knocked all the pins down
except one.
I rolled another perfect gutter ball for my first turn and heard Connor let out a short laugh.
“(mumble) …granny roll (mumble) …both hands (mumble) …between your legs.”
“That’s okay, I’ve got a plan,” I replied and looked at the clock. He had picked me up less than a
half hour ago. My pink ball came back to me, and I looked at the pins.
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“What’s your plan?” he asked.
“Be Fred Flintstone, be Fred Flintstone,” I chanted slowly.
I could hear him laugh behind me.
I did my best impersonation of Fred and tiptoed the best I could with a bowling ball to the
line. The ball rolled straight down the alley. I blinked my eyes, unsure if I was seeing it
correctly. It hit the pins in the middle knocking all ten down.
Why doesn’t life have a replay button? I stood up straight and looked at Connor, he was still
looking at the pins. Slowly he looked at me, “Lucky shot,” he said with a smile.
“I told you I had a plan,” I said and tried to shrug it off as if it was no big deal. However, on the
inside every part of me was doing cartwheels.
It turned out to be more of a lucky night for me. That was not the only strike I bowled. In fact,
that was only the first out of several. Our first game ended with Connor beating me by only one
point. He insisted we play another game, and we tied. Not satisfied with leaving our night like
that, he asked for another game. I beat him by five points. Of course, he wanted another game
but I was too tired to play anymore, or to be on the date anymore and asked that he take me
home. As he was taking off his shoes and checking his ball for defects, I excused myself to use
the restroom. Instead of using the restroom I went to the front counter and asked for a printout of
the final game’s score. I had just folded it and put it in my pocket when Connor walked up
beside me.
“Ready?” he mumbled.
I nodded my head and Connor tossed the money down on the counter to pay for our games. He
walked quickly out of the alley and I had to walk fast to keep up with him. I was afraid if I
wasn’t at his car the same time as him, he would leave me.
If I thought the ride to the bowling alley was quiet, it was nothing like the ride home. He didn’t
say a single word and I refused to keep the conversation going by myself.
He dropped me off in front of my apartment. “(mumble) …good time…”
I agreed it had been fun and though I knew I shouldn’t do it, I couldn’t help but add, “We should
do it again sometime!”
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I barely got the car door closed before he sped away. As I watched him race out of the parking
lot, I couldn’t help but smile. I pulled the score sheet out of my pocket and unfolded it. “I think
this deserves to be framed.” I walked to my door and mumbled in my deepest voice, “Just like
riding a bike.”

CHAPTER 7
By the time I settled into bed, it was almost eleven o’clock. Our apartment had little insulation,
and my warm bed felt so nice to climb into. As soon as I closed my eyes, my cell phone rang. I
debated whether or not to answer it. I looked at the number and saw it was Wyatt.
“I’m trying to sleep you know,” I answered teasingly.
“Well, I hear you cheat at bowling.”
I sat up. First of all, he was calling me a cheater, and second, my date had ended only an hour
and a half ago. Was he going to talk to all of my dates?
He sensed my hesitancy. “Connor dropped off some computer equipment after your date,” he
explained.
I breathed a sigh of relief. “Oh, well, I didn’t cheat. I don’t think there is a way to cheat at
bowling. I mean, you just roll a ball down the alley.” I couldn’t resist I had to add, “Anyone can
do it.”
“I think the exact phrase was ‘con’, come to think of it,” he laughed. “But that could just be a
rumor.”
I laughed. “It is just a rumor.”
“I don’t know,” he mockingly sounded unconvinced, “you claimed to not be any good and yet,
pins were dropping left and right. Like they were scared of the ‘Dreaded Grace’.”
“Dreaded Grace?” I asked. “Now, there’s a nickname a girl can be proud of.”
“And where did you put the score?” he asked.
My smile disappeared. “How did you know I kept the score?”
He laughed. “You just told me.”
31

31 Days, 31 Dates by Corina Lee
© 2014 ck’s days

I smiled again and looked at the score taped to my dresser mirror. “It’s in a safe place.”
“I bet,” he agreed. “Look, I’m calling to ask if you’d be willing to let your date pick you up at
4:30 tomorrow?”
“Is it you?” I asked. Ha! I win after only one date.
“No, of course not,” he sounded offended. “A deal is a deal. But he’s working tonight and
asked me to call.”
“Oh, okay. Why so early?”
“He is taking you to the Denver Art Museum.”
I stood up on my mattress.
“Seriously?” I asked.
“Yeah, he said he wants to take you down to the Denver Art Museum. Is that okay?”
I danced a little jig on my bed until it started groaning. “Yes,” I said quickly. “That sounds
lovely.” I dropped back down on the mattress.
“Well, I’ll let you get back to sleep now, Sleeping Beauty.”
“This should be fun,” I said. Any chance of sleep fled as I started thinking of everything I would
see.
“Uh, yeah, you two have fun tomorrow night,” he said and hung up.
The Denver Art Museum? Tomorrow’s date must be a romantic. I had no doubt it would totally
make up for tonight’s adventure in bowling.
***
Despite not being able to get to sleep right away, I still managed to get up early and go to
work. I needed to adjust my schedule so I could leave early. Hopefully nobody would notice.
First my boss Leslie stopped by my editing bay. “Grace, why are you here so early?”
“Something has come up and I need to leave early. Is that alright?” I asked.
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“Of course. Is everything okay?” she asked sincerely.
“Oh yeah, I just need to… um, I need to go to Denver tonight.”
She nodded her head slowly. “All the way to Denver? Why?”
“Um, well, see, the funny thing is I’m going on a date tonight.”
“Oh,” she sounded surprised.
“A date?” Tameka peeked her head into the bay and forced Leslie to step aside. “You have a
date? Is this with that nice time kid?”
So much for keeping it on the DL. “Uh, no, actually this is with somebody else.”
“Really? Tameka stepped all the way into the bay. “Who is he? How did you meet? What does
he look like? What does he do?” The questions came so fast I didn’t think she would stop. But
then she did and waited for answers.
“Uh, well, I don’t know him. It’s a blind date.”
Leslie shook her head. “Are you sure you want to do a blind date? You never know what you’re
going to get. I went on a blind date once before I was married. Big mistake.”
Is now a good time to tell her I have 29 more blind dates coming my way? I just nodded. “Well,
he’s taking me to the Denver Art Museum.”
“All the way to Denver, girl?” Tameka asked incredulously. “What if he’s a murderer? Or
kidnapper?”
“Or just a bore?” Leslie interjected. “That’s a long time to be in a car with a stranger.”
“Yeah,” I agreed. I didn’t think of the actual date itself. My train of thought had stopped at
location.
Apparently my thoughts reflected on my face. “Do you know the person who set you up
well? Do you trust her?”
“Him,” I corrected.
“Excuse me?” Leslie asked.
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“The person who set us up is a him.” And I’ve known him for just over a week.
I could feel Tameka’s stare. “Who set you up on this date?” she asked slowly.
“Wyatt,” I answered.
The bay became very quiet.
“Who is Wyatt?” Leslie asked.
“Her last date,” Tameka explained.
“Oh Grace,” Leslie shook her head.
“It’s not like that,” I said. “See, Wyatt is helping me out. He’s been where I have before with a
broken heart so he offered to fix me up on 31 dates…” Whoa! Too much information. But too
late to stop now.
“What?” Tameka interrupted. “Thirty-one dates?”
“Your date is fixing you up on 31 dates?” Leslie asked.
“It’s a game,” I said trying to use my lightest, airiest voice. “It’s a silly game. See, Wyatt is
helping me get back into the dating field. It’s just for fun.”
Both of them became quiet. And I have learned when Tameka is quiet that is not good.
“It’s really no different than any other crazy method of dating. I mean, here I get 31 different
guys to date. I get to experience different things. Like tonight, I would never take the time to go
to Denver on a Wednesday. But I get to go tonight. How cool is that?” I decided to leave out the
fact I already had date number one last night.
Tameka looked back at Leslie and shrugged her shoulders.
“And I trust that Wyatt will not fix me up with any murderers,” I hope. “This is just some
harmless fun.”
Leslie shook her head again. “I’m not completely convinced. If you need me at all just text me
911 and I will send the Calvary.” She walked off down the hall muttering, “You young people
with your crazy games.”
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Tameka leaned closer to me. “What does she know? She’s been married for fifteen years.”
I smiled and nodded.
She backed out of the bay and started to close the door but stopped. “Do you think Wyatt can fix
me up on 31 dates?”
I laughed. “If this goes well, I think he definitely should.”
****
My date was professor punctual. Meaning if he had been a professor in college, class would
have still been held, but not all the students would have been in class. Which was fine with me
because it gave me time to get home and change for the evening. I even fixed me a small bowl
of macaroni and cheese since I wasn’t sure about dinner.
He knocked on the door at 4:42.
“Hi,” he smiled and showed a gap between his two front teeth. “My name is Moroni Young.”
He extended his right hand to me while his left hand pushed the hair out of his eyes.
“Wow,” I said shaking his sweaty hand, “there’s no question which church you go to, is there?”
He looked at me. “Oh, yeah, we get that all the time. You ready to go?”
I nodded my head and grabbed my jacket as I closed the door. “We?”
“My whole family has similar names. There’s me first,” he opened the car door for me. “Then
Nephi, Alma, Mormon, Mosiah, the twins Jacob and Mahonri, and Lemuel.” He closed the door
and got in the driver’s side.
I couldn’t help it. “Lemuel?”
“Mom and Dad liked the name and since dad is one-eighth Native American, they thought it
might be some retribution to have a righteous Lemuel. You know, to kind of counterbalance the
other one.”
Suddenly I found the whole Young family fascinating. “So, you have quite a large family. Only
brothers?”
“Oh no,” he said as we turned a corner. “There’s Mary, Sariah, and Abish, my sisters.”
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“Your parents sound like they are well acquainted with the scriptures.” I smiled.
“With the Book of Mormon,” he stressed.
I nodded. “What are your parents’ names?”
“Ed and Judy.”
I couldn’t help it. I laughed.
“What?” he asked.
I looked at him. There was no sign of jocularity only seriousness. I swallowed hard to suppress
the laughter. “It sounds like you have a lovely family.”
“Yeah, I think they’re cool.” We drove in silence for a bit. I decided my best bet to eliminate the
awkward stillness would be to get Moroni to talk about his family. It was a safe bet. Once I got
him to start sharing family stories, he did not stop. I felt pretty familiar with the whole Young
family after a two hour introduction.
Once we hit the Denver city limit though, I started to tune out the Young family saga.
Moroni was obviously familiar with the city and navigated us through down town.
We pulled into a parking space. “You mind if we walk a bit, the traffic is a bit congested any
closer.”
I nodded. A good, brisk walk would do me some good.
Moroni’s hair was short in the back and long in front which meant he had to keep using his hand
to push it out of his eyes. The walk to the museum was a bit more than a brisk walk and by the
time we reached the building, my nose and cheeks were red. He paid our admission and walked
quickly to a room down the hall.
“You seem to know where you’re going?” I asked as we passed art pieces I would have preferred
to stop and look at.
“Oh, yeah, most of this stuff is boring. I’ll show you where the good stuff is.”
We turned a corner and stopped. “Isn’t it great?” he asked.
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I followed his gaze to make sure we were looking at the same thing. “What is it?”
“That,” he smiled, “is art!”
Art is definitely subjective. To me, it looked more like a landfill had backed up somehow.
“I happen to be close, personal friends with the artist,” he said beaming.
“Oh,” understanding the back story could shed some beauty on the subject perhaps. “What is
it?” I asked again.
He actually tsked me! “It’s a story of consumption and greed.”
Consumption I could see. Several fast food bags and containers were grouped together in one
giant mass. A path of cigarette butts led to another big mass of what I considered litter. This
was bigger items like computers, toasters, and other various household items. “Hmm.” I said.
“Isn’t it beautiful?” he asked.
No, not really. “It’s garbage.” I said while looking around. Maybe we were looking at two
different things.
“It’s what archeologists of the future will find. It’s what we leave behind.” He explained
incredulously.
Suddenly an image of the garbage I took out earlier that day popped into my head. I turned
slightly red. “I feel sorry for those archeologists.”
He rolled his eyes. “Maybe we should split up. We can see more that way.”
Fine by me. “Okay, where do you want to meet?”
“How about the main entrance at nine?” he already started walking off.
“Fine,” I yelled after him. Once again I had a slight panic I might be left by my date. But I
started walking through the museum. The distinct impression that I was enjoying it better this
way came to me.
As I walked up the steps, I overheard a father and son conversation. The son asked, “why are the
windows so weird?” I didn’t even recognize the windows which were nothing more than slits,
some vertical some horizontal all different sizes.
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“Each view is its own picture,” the father explained. He lifted his young son up so he could look
out. I leaned over to one and looked out also. All I could see were the lights of the city on a
dark night.
“It’s too dark,” the boy complained.
“I know, we’ll have to come back some time during the day.” The father set his boy down and
the two continued walking.
Note to self: come back during the day.
Slowly I continued till I got to the seventh floor. The pieces on display here were more my
style. The subjects were recognizable, and each told me a story.
I sat down on a bench next to an older woman in front of a painting entitled, “St. George.” A
knight in shining armor rescuing a maiden from a dragon’s lair moments after the climatic
slaying.
“Do you know why we can’t see the maiden’s face?” the older woman asked me causing me to
jump. “Oh, sorry, didn’t mean to scare you.”
“That’s okay,” I smiled. “I guess I was just in my own world.”
She nodded then asked again, “Do you know why we can’t see the maiden’s face?”
I looked at the painting again. Slowly, I shook my head. “I don’t know, why?”
The old woman seemed eager to share. “Because the story isn’t about her, it’s about him.”
Obviously, she has spent a lot of time with this painting. I nodded.
“I know you are a woman of the new millennium,” she continued, “and you probably don’t think
you need a knight in shining armor.”
Well, she was wrong about that. What self-respecting girl doesn’t want a knight in shining
armor?
“I used to think that I didn’t need a knight, and I’m from the old millennium.”
I smiled.
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“Deep down inside me, though, I wanted a knight to come and rescue me.”
“Rescue you from what?” I might as well play the game.
“From the dragons, of course.”
Of course.
She looked at the painting again. “But I never thought of the knight’s story.”
I followed her gaze to the painting again. “What story?”
“The knight’s desire to be the hero. To find his princess and slay her dragon for her. It’s what
knights do, you know.”
Yeah, I think I had heard something about that. “So…” I’m not sure what I intended to say. It
might have been something quite profound like, ‘princesses sure are a lot of trouble’ or it could
have been something more like, ‘when I get gray and hunched over, I want to be like you.’
Whatever I was about to mumble, I was saved by an older gentleman walking around the corner
toward us.
“Here comes my knight,” she clapped her hands and slowly stood up. “My personal dragon
slayer.”
He slowly shuffled to us and kissed her cheek. “Are there any more dragons, my sweet?”
“Not anymore, dear,” she laughed. They walked together, hand in hand, canes on each side of
them to the elevator. “It was nice talking to you,” she called to me, at least I assume it was to me
since she didn’t turn her head.
“You too,” I answered before they disappeared in the elevator.
I looked around. Nobody else was near me. I looked at the painting again. “My own personal
dragon slayer, eh? Wonder where I can get one of those?”
At a quarter to nine, I made my way to the main entrance. I didn’t want to test if Moroni would
in fact wait for me. As I walked through the main floor exhibits, I stopped at the sculpture
Moroni was so fond of. The artist’s name was listed as M. Young.
Much to my relief, he found me a few minutes after nine near the main doors. “That sculpture,”
I asked, “was done by a close, personal friend of yours?”
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“Very close,” he answered as we walked into the cold, night air.
“How close?” I asked.
He looked at me. “Why? You didn’t like it.”
“I wouldn’t say I didn’t like it. I’d say it’s more of…” what would I say? “An acquired taste.”
Ooh, that was supposed to be more of a compliment.
“I suppose,” he answered, “to somebody who doesn’t know much about art it could seem a bit
different.”
Don’t say a word. He is your ride home.
“But, you are still thinking about it aren’t you?” he asked excited.
“You betcha,” was all I could force out.
“Then, that’s art.”
Wanted: one dragon slayer position. Still open. Inquire within.

CHAPTER 8
My third date called me shortly after I got home from the Art Museum.
“Uh, yeah,” he drawled slowly, “I’m not sure how this works.”
Oh no, he’s never been on a date before? “How what works?” I asked slowly.
“Uh, you know,” he laughed, “do I still ask you if you want to go out or do I just assume
and tell you where we’re going?”
My cheeks turned red. “Well, asking is preferable.”
“Okay then,” he laughed again. “Would you like to go on a date with me tomorrow
night? I’m Bart Callahan by the way.”
I relaxed. He wasn’t being arrogant; he just didn’t know the protocol and really, who
would know about something like this? “Nice to meet you Bart, I’m Grace. What did you have
in mind?” I asked
“Oh I don’t know,” he drawled. His voice reminded me of a cross between Kermit the
Frog and Deputy Dog. “My folks own a ranch about an hour outside of town, would you like to
go and see it?”
A ranch? An hour away? Another road trip? Sounds tiring. “Sure,” I lied. “That
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sounds great.”
“Great,” he said almost too quickly. “What time do you get off work?”
“Tomorrow?” I asked and looked at my calendar and sighed. “If I go in early I can get
off at four.”
“Great,” he said again. “I’ll pick you up at 4:30? And don’t eat, mom will fix us
dinner.”
“Great,” I said since that seemed to be the code word. “I’m looking forward to it.” So,
I’m a liar.
Bart Callahan, to my surprise, was punctual. He picked me up at 4:30 on the dot. If I
ever had an image of a clean cut cowboy Bart would be the poster boy. His naturally curly blond
hair was cut short enough that I noticed the wave in it but not long enough to ever get real messy.
His attire was casual with jeans and a button up shirt. From the moment we shook hands at the
door I felt like I was on some sort of audition. I climbed into his Dodge Ram and we were on
our way, heading north.
“So,” I thought I’d get the polite conversation started. “A ranch, huh?”
“Yeah,” he laughed.
“Are you a rancher, too?”
“Yeah,” he said again.
I waited a moment. “Do you own your own ranch?”
“No,” he focused on the road, “I’m gonna take over the family ranch.”
I nodded. “That sounds great.” Oh, I just used the code word again. “Do you live at the
ranch now?”
He shook his head. “Nope, goin’ to school.”
“Oh, what are you studying?”
“Farm management.”
Of course. “So you must like it?” Stupid question, I know.
“Yeah,” he laughed again.
We rode in silence for quite awhile.
“So, any brothers and sisters?” I asked breaking the silence again.
“No,” he replied.
“Ah, an only child?”
“Yeah.”
That was it. I was done trying to make conversation for the rest of the ride.
When we arrived at the ranch his mother ran out to meet us. She was short and round.
“Oh,” she squealed and gave me a big hug. “I’m so glad you’re here! Bart hardly ever brings
anyone out here.” With her emphasis of the word anyone I understood that she wanted Bart to
bring home more female company.
I thought she’d suffocate me her grip was so tight. But she let me go.
“Bart, now your dad is waiting in the barn, why don’t you go check on Sally? And
Grace, you come with me and we’ll get supper started.”
41

31 Days, 31 Dates by Corina Lee
© 2014 ck’s days

Uh, we? Bart trotted off to the barn and I followed his mother to the house.
“My name’s Jean, by the way. Bart forgets his manners sometimes.” She said as we
walked in the kitchen door. “Why don’t you make us a salad, the lettuce is in the fridge.”
I walked over to the fridge confidently. Salads I can do. I took out the lettuce and set it
on the counter. A bowl was waiting for me on the counter. “Onions and tomatoes are in the
fridge also, and whatever else you want to put in.” Jean called out as she stood by the stove
stirring whatever was boiling.
Since she specifically mentioned onions and tomatoes I thought I should start with those.
When I returned to the counter a knife and cutting board had joined the bowl. When I looked at
Jean she stood at her post at the stove as if she had never moved. Hmm, a magical kitchen.
Cool. I started making the salad. “So, who is Sally?” I asked.
“Oh, she’s a ewe that’s ready to give birth. Bart and his dad are going to help her.”
“Is that normal?” I asked.
“She’s lost the last two lambs she birthed. That’s why Bart’s dad is concerned.”
I started cutting the tomatoes.
“Oh,” she said looking at my work, “you might want to cut the tomatoes like this.” She
walked over and took the knife from my hand and showed me how to cut. After she gave the
knife back to me, I tried cutting like she had shown me.
“So,” she said resuming her stove watch, “what do you do for a living?”
“I work at a photography studio. I’m in charge of the video production department.” I
shrugged my shoulders, “Actually, I am the video production department at the moment.”
“Oh,” she nodded. “That sounds like a fun place to work. Until you get married that is.”
I nearly cut my finger. “What?”
“Until you get married.” She repeated.
Mom? Had my mother somehow gotten a hold of this lady? Or worse yet, is my mother
inside this woman’s body? I shook my head to get rid of the crazy thoughts. “Uh, yeah,” I
mumbled and started cutting the onions.
Again she walked over and showed me how to cut onions.
I could feel my cheeks turn red. “I’m not much of a cook.” I confessed.
“Oh, that’s all right, dear,” she said as she turned over the cutting to me again. “Anybody
can learn with time.”
“Right,” I agreed. “But I almost burned down the house once cooking a ham.”
There was a crash at the stove. “Sorry,” Jean said, “dropped the lid.”
“Anything else I can help with?” I asked after my salad responsibility was completed.
“Uh,” Jean said quickly, “can’t think of anything. Why don’t you run out to the barn and
tell the boys supper is ready?” She shuffled me out the door.
The evening was cold so I walked quickly to the barn. Once inside, I could hear voices
excitedly talking.
“You’ve got to grab her, dad,” I heard Bart exclaim and I followed his voice.
I came to a stall to see Bart on the ground with a sheep’s head in his lap. His father had a
long plastic glove on his arm and bent down by the sheep’s backside. He stuck his hand...that
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was the last thing I remember before waking up on their couch.
“You okay, hon?” Jean asked me.
“What happened?” I asked sitting up.
“You fainted!” Bart laughed.
Images of what caused me to faint came rushing back. I wanted to faint again but I was
stronger this time. “Sorry,” I could feel my cheeks become red.
“I would have never of sent you out to the barn if I knew you...” Jean apologized. “Well,
farm living isn’t for everyone.”
I felt like I had failed Jean Callahan’s test to find her son a wife. Partly offended, partly
relieved I agreed with her. “Guess I’m too much of a city girl.”
We ate a supper. Any fire Jean had in attempting to woo me to be her future daughter-inlaw was extinguished. Her manners forced her to be polite but the talk was small. Apparently,
Bart received his quiet demeanor from his father. The male company focused more on eating
than on chit-chat.
Once I realized I would never see my dinner hosts ever again, I relaxed. I did my part to
ramble. Mostly about nonsensical topics.
After dessert Bart drove me home.
“Grace, can I ask you something?” Bart asked causing me to jump. “Sorry, didn’t mean
to scare you.”
I wanted to tell him I wasn’t scared, I was just surprised that he could string so many
words together, but I didn’t, “Sure.”
“Why are you going on all these dates?”
What a group of words to string together. “I don’t know, it’s a challenge,” how not to
sound desperate. “But it’s kind of fun, too. Getting to know people.”
He nodded.
I thought of Connor and Moroni. “To tell you the truth, you’re the best date I’ve had so
far.”
“Really?” he laughed. “I’m sorry to hear that.”
I hesitated.
He started laughing again and I laughed with him. Fainting spell and daughter in law
audition aside, this really wasn’t so bad of a date. As long as I don’t think of that poor little ewe.

CHAPTER 9
Ah, Friday at last. My date worked at a club downtown and asked if we could meet at
about nine. Apparently, he’s a singer of a local band and a gig they had been waiting for fell into
their laps the same night as our date. I wasn’t comfortable about going to a club, but I thought
maybe I could get Matt to come with me. Unfortunately, he was busy but he said he’d find
somebody to accompany me. Since he knew more people in the ward than me, I let him.
At 8:30 my doorbell rang. I opened the door to find Wyatt standing there.
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“Hey,” I said looking at him.
“Hey,” he said. “You look great.”
“Thanks, I’m getting ready to meet my date.”
“Oh,” he looked down.
“Actually, I’m meeting him at some club and Matt said he’d find somebody to go with
me since I’m a little uncomfortable going alone.” I stepped out and looked past Wyatt. “I don’t
know who he got, but I’m sure they’ll be here pretty soon.”
He stepped to the side and looked down the walk with me.
I never claimed to be the quickest car on the track. “Oh,” I said looking at Wyatt. “Matt
called you, didn’t he?”
Wyatt smiled. “At your service.” He bowed.
“I just thought...but...”
“This isn’t a date,” he held up his hands. “This is merely an escort to the date.”
I laughed. “Wow, I can’t say I’ve ever had one of those before.”
“I can’t say I’ve ever escorted someone else’s date before. There was that one time when
I was a senior in school though...” he thought about it. “No, this is the first.”
I nodded my head and grabbed a jacket from inside the apartment. “Let’s see,” I
unfolded a piece of paper I had written the date’s details on. “My date’s name is Aaron Prestalee
and he’s a singer of a band called The Solos. They’re playing at some club called ‘Club Tek’.”
Wyatt laughed. “I know.”
“Oh, yeah,” I smiled. “So, you know where this club is?”
“Oh yeah.” He held the car door open for me. After he sat in the driver’s seat, he looked
at me. “I think tonight is going to be your best date so far.”
“Really?” I asked. I tried looking deep into his eyes to see if I could tell if he was lying.
The only thing I could tell was the fact he had really clear-blueish eyes.
“Oh yeah,” he smiled and started the car.
“Have you ever been to this club before?”
“Oh yeah,” he laughed. His laugh seemed to have a hint of evil? Maybe just mischief. I
was surprised he had been to the club before. “I went once with Elvis to listen to another band.”
“Elvis?”
“Your date.”
“My date’s name is Aaron.”
“Your date’s name is Aaron Elvis Prestalee.”
“No way!” I cried out and slapped Wyatt on the shoulder.
“Ow,” he said.
“Oh, that didn’t hurt,” I waved off his comment.
“Uh, yeah it actually kind of did,” he rubbed his shoulder with his left hand.
I rolled my eyes. “You fixed me up on a date with somebody named Elvis Prestalee.
And he’s a singer in a band?” I needed to get my mind wrapped around the situation I was
heading into. “Is that his real name?”
“It’s on the church records.”
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“His parents named him Elvis. Well, of course he had to become a singer.”
“Uh, yeah,” he said slowly.
“Is the band any good? Is he any good?”
He glanced in the rear view mirror. “I think that is something you need to determine.”
“Right, of course,” I said. The next few moments I thought of all possible scenarios. If
my date was horrible as a singer, and asked my opinion, I could deflect it with a tactful diversion
such as: I had never been to a club before and didn’t realize the place was so noisy. If he decided
to wear an Elvis costume, I could say the club was darker than expected and I couldn’t really see.
But I could be getting ahead of myself. Somebody with the name Aaron Elvis Prestalee might
have been born to sing and sing beautifully. At any rate, I needed to be prepared. “By the way,
how did your meeting with Mr. Craig go on Wednesday?”
“We’re continuing to tweak things,” Wyatt answered.
Finally we pulled into a parking lot.
“Ready?” he asked as he turned off the car.
“Sure,” I lied. My only knowledge of clubs had come from watching movies.
He opened the door for me and the first thing I noticed was a big flashing sign that read,
“Club Tech.” I thought it odd the word was spelled wrong but walked with Wyatt to the door.
“I’ve never been to a real club before,” I said to him, “I’m a bit nervous.”
He smiled and opened the door. Not any surprise, the room was a bit dark. But a bit
surprising, I saw lights flashing from all directions. As my eyes adjusted, I realized the lights
came from monitors throughout the room.
“Is this an arcade?” I asked.
“How old are you?” Wyatt asked laughing.
I looked at him. “Video games?”
Wyatt nodded and swept his hands out in a ‘ta-da’ motion. “Welcome to a gaming club.”
I looked around and his words sunk in. “You mean, this is an actual club club? Not a
club like I’ve seen in the movies club?”
“Strangely enough, I actually understood that sentence. And yes, this is a club club not a
singles-like-you’ve-seen-in-the-movies club.”
All I could say to that was, “Huh.”
Wyatt started humming the theme to Space Odyssey.
“But I thought Elvis was singing here?” Why would a band play at a gaming club?
“Oh, don’t you worry, the best is yet to come.” Wyatt turned me around and gently
nudged me to the other side of the room. There was a small stage with band instruments on it. A
couple of bean bag chairs were empty and Wyatt dragged them over for us.
After we each flopped into a chair, I asked, “The band is excited to play here?”
Wyatt had his legs extended and his arms tucked under his head. “I’m sure they are.
This is their kind of crowd.”
Panic started swelling inside me. “What do you mean?”
Just then the three flood lights that were used as spotlights started swirling around.
“Ladies and gentlemen,” an announcer said and I looked around to see if there were any
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other ladies. I couldn’t find any. But a crowd had gathered behind us. “Sit back, enjoy an
intergalactic treat.”
Intergalactic treat? Impressive fan base.
“Tonight’s band is,” the announcer continued, “The Solos!”
The crowd behind us went crazy. A bunch of red laser pointers flashed on stage. The
band rushed to the stage. The lead singer and keyboard player - aka my date - wore a white shirt
with a black vest. He also had a touch of the original Elvis with a white cape with sequins on the
border. His hair was greased back with an attempt of an Elvis curly cue in front. However, I
didn’t spend much time looking at him, because the bass player had on a helmet and an orange
jumpsuit. The guitar player had on a brown furry shirt with a bullet belt draped over his nonguitar shoulder. My favorite was the drummer, when he sat down behind the drums, he looked
like a green little...
“Yoda?” I asked.
Wyatt looked at me and smiled.
“How’s everyone doing tonight?” Elvis asked the crowd. Everyone cheered. “We want
to thank everyone here and I hope we can have some fun tonight.” Again everyone cheered. I
pinched myself to make sure I was awake.
“You’re awake,” Wyatt said without looking at me.
“Normally when we play we like to start with our favorite, Solo Wannabe,” the crowd
cheered again. “But listen, I want to break with tradition tonight,” Elvis paced back and forth on
the small stage with the mic in his hand. “I have a very special guest here tonight. Her name is
Grace.”
I wondered if the bean bag chair could swallow me.
“Can we get a spotlight on her, she’s right here in front,” he pointed to me. Suddenly, I
could feel the heat from a flood light on my face. I’m going to be blind forever. “I’d like to
dedicate our first song, ‘Everything For Leia,’ to her.” Just as sudden as the light was on me, it
was now off and I couldn’t see anything.
“Wyatt?” I whispered.
“Yeah, I’m still here.”
A sudden wave of relief swept over me. “What’s going on?”
“Your date, Elvis, he sings for a Star Wars’ theme band. They sing kind of original songs
about Star Wars.”
“Kind of?”
Just then, the music started. First blind, now deaf. The melody was Bryan Adams
‘Everything I Do’ but the words had been changed.
You know it’s true,
Everything I do,
I do it for you, Leia.
Yeah, I’d take a saber for you.
I’d fight Vader for you.
I’d be frozen in carbonate for you.
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You know it’s true,
Everything I do,
I do it for you, Leia.
Elvis pointed to me every time he said the word Leia in case anyone had forgotten the
song had been dedicated to me. When the song finished, the crowd clapped and whistled.
I heard, “All right, Leia,” which suspiciously sounded like Wyatt but since it was so
noisy I couldn’t prove anything. The flood light again found me and stayed on me until I stood
up and waved to the crowd behind me. They seemed to like that and clapped louder. I quickly
sat down on my bean bag and put my hand to my face.
Finally, the next song started. With the different words it took a moment for me to figure
out it was the tune of Styx ‘Mr. Roboto’.
Tryin’ be a Solo
Actin’ more like Lando
Solo wannabe
I was listening intently to the words when I could feel my jacket vibrate. My cell phone
lit up with a text message from Wyatt. ‘U like?’
‘Not bad,’ I texted. I had a feeling Solo Wannabe would be bouncing around in my head
for the next few days.
‘Right,’ he texted back. ‘Solos have played @ ward talent nite a few times.’
‘So you’re a fan?’
‘:0 Aren’t you funny? You alright here by yourself?’
Uh oh, he wanted to leave. I wanted to text no, but I text ‘yeah.’
He waited until the song ended and stood up to leave. Elvis nodded to him and he waved.
Wyatt bent down by me and said, “Don’t worry, I think their set only lasts an hour.”
An hour? I smiled bravely. He laughed and walked away. Towards the door. Towards
freedom.
“Okay,” Elvis said into the mic, “our next song is a fan favorite. We’ve taken the Star
Wars theme and added words.”
The crowd went crazy.
I sunk deeper into my bean bag chair.
Apparently, the Solos are busy songwriters. Their show lasted an hour and a half with
three encores. Total time: two hours. By the time Elvis and his band had put their gear away, it
was well after 11:30. After all that, Elvis took the time to sign a few autographs and talk to some
of his young fans. We left at midnight.
“Sorry to keep you waiting,” he said as he opened the door to his Ford Focus for me.
“No problem,” I yawned.
As we pulled out of the parking lot, the question I had been dreading all night came up.
“So,” he asked proudly, “what did you think?”
I couldn’t even remember what I had thought of to say to the question. “It was...” what
was I going to say? “So, you like Star Wars?”
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“Of course, it is only the most stellar thing ever.”
“It is?” I asked.
“You bet.” he said excitedly. “Haven’t you ever noticed how it parallels the gospel?”
No, can’t say I ever have.
“The light and the dark. The fallen son.”
“Actually, I don’t think I’ve ever watched the movie all the way through.” Might as well
be honest.
“What?” he asked and almost swerved off the road.
I swallowed hard.
He looked at me and winked.
I giggled.
“No, that’s okay. I understand. You should watch it sometime though. It’s good stuff. I
promise.” He smiled.
This wasn’t such a bad date. Note to self: watch Star Wars.
There was one more thing I had to ask. “So, Aaron Elvis?”
He smiled again. “Yeah, I get asked that a lot. Long story short, it’s a compromise
between my parents. My dad got to name me after his hero, and my mom got to carry on her
family’s tradition with a biblical name.” He gently nudged my arm as if to get my full attention.
“You can see who actually won the compromise though, can’t you? Aaron Elvis instead of Elvis
Aaron.” He laughed.
Wyatt might have been right. This might be my best date so far.
Solo wannabe. Solo wannabe.

CHAPTER 10
I didn’t wake up until after 9:00a.m. Saturday. I walked into the kitchen singing Solo
Wannabe and found Matt already dressed and finishing breakfast.
“Whoa,” he said looking at me. “Look who decided to get up.” He smiled.
I yawned and rolled my eyes. “This dating thing is hard work.” I flopped onto the chair
opposite him and stared at the table.
“Looks like it.”
I shrugged my shoulders and ran my fingers through my hair.
He rinsed his bowl in the sink and put it in the dishwasher. “You left your phone on the
couch last night. It’s been going crazy with messages.”
I walked into the living room and grabbed my phone. Five missed calls all from the same
number and a text. “Darren Rose?” I asked.
He nodded. “I think this will be your best date so far.”
I glared at him. “You knew about the club last night didn’t you? That’s why you didn’t
come.”
“Solo Wannabe,” he started singing and dancing like a robot.
“For your information, Elvis was a fun date,” if only I didn’t have to listen to two hours of
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the Solos first.
“I never said he wasn’t,” Matt defended himself. “I used to home teach the guy.”
I looked at him.
“But I also know Darren and I think Darren is going to top Elvis in your book.”
“Really?”
“Well, for starters, he’s not in any band that I know of.”
That’s a convincing argument.
“He’s going to pick you up at 10:00.”
“10:00?” I asked. “Why so late?” Why does it have to be so late? Are they trying to kill
me?
“Ten a.m.” he clarified.
I blinked and looked at the clock on the stove. “That’s in forty minutes.”
He nodded. “He sounded disappointed to leave so late in the morning but I explained
you had a late night with the Solos. He understood.”
Maybe this won’t be so bad. A daylight date meant I could spend the evening at home.
In my Eeyore pj’s.
“Where are we going?” I asked.
“Wear hiking clothes.” he almost burst.
“You’ve been waiting this whole time to tell me that, haven’t you?”
“I really didn’t think it was possible to hold it in as long as I did.” He walked out of the
kitchen.
“Isn’t it a little cold for hiking?” I followed him.
He turned to face me. “Dress warm. Wear layers.”
It felt like someone reached inside my stomach and gave it a good squeeze. Athleticism
and I go together like a jalapeno topping on ice-cream. Even the thought of it made me sick.
There were the rare occasions, usually in spring and fall, when I’d decide to “get fit.” These
short bursts of exercising energy usually only lasted a few weeks and would consist of walking.
As I walked around a track, inevitably there would be joggers I’d be envious of. Joggers passing
me by, with their pony-tails swishing and their iPod headphones stuck in their ears. At first, I’d
pledge to be one someday, but by the end of a couple of weeks, I’d have to face facts. I was
never going to be one of them. As way of consolation, I’d stop by the store and pick up a can of
Pringles. And that would conclude my exercising portion of the season. It was only the
beginning of March. There were still at least a couple of weeks before I started getting the itch
to exercise. This all meant I had no desire to go for a hike.
The weather was still rather cold so I opted to wear jeans and layers of shirts. I dug out
my tennis shoes from the back of my closet and put them on. My winter coat seemed too nice
for hiking so I borrowed an old ski jacket of Matt’s. I also grabbed an old school back pack and
filled it with a water jug, some treats, and other items I thought my be necessary. On a whim I
threw in an old Book of Mormon that sat on my dresser.
“Do you think I’ll be warm enough?” I asked Matt.
“What’s that Randy?” Matt asked.
49

31 Days, 31 Dates by Corina Lee
© 2014 ck’s days

“Ha ha,” I said, “I can still move my arms.” I lifted and dropped them to prove it.
“Okay, but if you fall, don’t expect ol’ Ralphie,” he pointed to himself, “to help you up.”
Just then there was a knock at the door. I opened it, relieved to feel the cool air. “Hi, you
must be Darren.” I recognized him. He walked with Lexi into the church building my first
Sunday.
He didn’t remember me. “And you must be Grace,” he pointed to me with both index
fingers. He laughed. “Wow, so you look like you’re ready to go!”
“I am,” I lied taking a deep breath. “I have to warn you, I’m not much of a hiker.”
“That’s okay,” he laughed. “We’re not really going hiking.”
I suddenly felt overdressed.
“We’re going climbing!”
Ill! Ill! Can I call in sick?
I closed the door to the apartment quickly so that Darren wouldn’t see Matt rolling on the
floor in laughter. “Let’s go,” I said holding my breath, “climb.”
“Right,” he nodded his head. When we got to his Ford Explorer I saw somebody already
in the passenger seat. Not to mention a couple of someones in the middle seat. “That’s my
brother Dave,” he pointed to the front seat passenger, “and that’s Payne and Ox.”
“Nice to meet you all,” I said to the three passengers. Payne stepped out so I could
climb into the back seat.
As soon as we were traveling down the road, the four were talking of what I assumed was
going to be our climb. I heard Vedauwoo National Park mentioned a few times. From what I
could make out, because of such a late start, they had to settle for a smaller rock instead of going
to their preferred choice. “So, you guys go climbing a lot?” I had to yell.
Darren turned the music down. “What?” he asked.
“Yeah, we’ve been climbing every Saturday since high school.” Ox answered.
“Really?” I asked.
“Payne and I never have missed a Saturday.” Ox said proudly.
“The only Saturdays we missed were when we were on our missions,” Dave lamented.
“But, you know, we didn’t miss every Saturday then either,” Darren teasingly slapped his
brother. They laughed.
“So,” I yelled to be heard, “you really like climbing.”
All four laughed.
“I’ve never been climbing before.” I admitted.
They laughed again. I felt I had missed my true calling as a stand-up comic. “I hope I
don’t slow you down.”
“A bit late for that,” Payne said.
Apparently, the polite conversation had ended because the music was turned up again.
I opened my backpack to find some entertainment. The Book of Mormon was the only
reading material I had grabbed. It was too noisy with the music blaring to concentrate on
reading. I looked out the window and watched the passing scenery. “Thanks for bringing me
along.” I yelled.
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“What?” Darren asked as he turned down the music again.
“Thanks for bringing me along,” I said again. Though I could think of many different
things I would rather be doing at that moment, I thought it best to make peace. Out of all my
dates I’d had so far, I really, really didn’t want to be left on this one.
Payne grunted.
“Don’t mind him,” Ox slapped the back of Payne’s head. “He just woke up on the wrong
side of the bed, this morning, that’s all.”
Payne grunted again and slid down in his seat.
Ox turned to face me the best he could in his seat. “So, if you don’t mind me asking,
how did you and Darren meet? No offense, but you don’t seem to be his type.”
No offense at all, in fact, glad to hear it. “We met through church.”
“You know, she’s the one I told you about,” Darren said, “the one going on all the dates.”
“Oh,” Ox nodded his head slowly as if it all made sense.
“So, Ox,” I said wanting to change the subject before the question of why I was going on
all these dates came up, “how did you get your name?”
He looked at me straight-faced. “My mom and dad gave it to me, why?”
“Oh,” I said quickly. “No reason, I just...well, I thought...maybe...” Note to self: Never
insult a man named Ox.
He smiled. “I’m kidding.”
I breathed a sigh of relief and smiled.
“My last name is Maddox. When I was on my junior high football team, they called me
Mad Ox and it just shortened to Ox in high school.”
“Oh,” I said. That sounded much better than the reasons I had thought of. “That makes
sense.”
“Glad you approve,” he smiled again.
I looked out and saw a sign that read Vedauwoo National Park.
“We’re here.” Ox said.
I was already impressed with the scenery.
“We’ll go to an easy one,” Darren said.
I looked at a nearby rock. “Define easy.”
They laughed. I should be charging for each joke. I would make a killing today.
We drove through the park for a little while. I was beginning to hope the four climbers
had decided there were no easy peaks and call it a day. But the Ford finally pulled into a small
parking lot. “Okay,” Darren said. “I think this will do.”
I looked out the window. Obviously, my definition and their definition of easy were not
matching.
We piled out of the car. I continued to look at the rock.
“Okay,” Darren said again, “we just have a five mile hike to the base. You ready?” All
eyes were on me.
I swallowed. No, thank you.
“C’mon,” Ox gently pulled me by the arm.
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“Five miles?” I asked slowly.
The trail was muddy and slick. I’m not sure how far we had been walking, to me it felt
like forever when we came to a small ravine. Darren took the lead and walked across it on a
fallen log. Payne and Dave followed.
“Wouldn’t it be easier to just go down the ravine?” I asked sizing up the small ditch,
probably no deeper than four feet.
“No,” Ox answered, “the bottom looks like it’s nothing but soft mud. We could get
stuck.”
I nodded. “Okay, but, I never was any good at gymnastics.” I climbed onto the log and
inched my way slowly. On the other side, the three cheered me on or as close to a cheer as
Payne could get. I knew I was going slower than they had, but as I looked down into the muddy
pit, I wanted to be safe not sorry. I passed the middle of the log and continued inching forward
when I heard a hissing sound. “What’s that noise?” I asked nervously and stopped.
“I don’t hear anything.” Darren shook his head. “You’re doing great, Grace, keep
coming.”
I heard the hissing again. “There, there it goes again.” As I looked at the log, I could see
a spot begin to move. “The log’s moving!” I yelled.
“Uh, Grace,” Dave called out, “you know, that’s not the log.”
I looked at it again. He was right. It was a snake. A snake on the log, on my log. “It’s a
snake!”
“Don’t worry,” Ox called from behind me. “It’s probably more scared of you than you
are of it.”
That had to be one scared snake.
“Just step over it,” Ox called again.
“Okay,” I said as confidently as if I had stepped over thousands of snakes before. I lifted
my right leg up, unfortunately, the log was rather slick. My left foot lost its hold and I slipped.
Since I already had one leg off the log, I fell back. Right into the soft mud pit below.
I heard my name called out but I lay in the mud staring at the trees above. Ox laid down
on his stomach and reached his arm down. I managed to sit up and take his arm. He pulled me
out of the pit and helped me out of the ravine. “Are you okay?” he asked.
“I think so,” I said. The other three laughed. “You know, I think I’ve slowed you down
long enough. If you don’t mind throwing me the keys, I’ll go back to the car and you guys can
continue with your climb.”
“That might be the best thing,” Payne agreed.
“Are you sure?” Ox asked.
“Sure she’s sure. She’s a big girl.” Payne yelled at him with irritation coloring his voice.
Darren threw the keys to Ox and he handed them to me.
“Do you want me to go with you?” Ox asked.
“No,” I said quickly, “thank you. You all go and have fun, I’ll be back at the car.”
He nodded his head. “Here,” he opened his backpack and pulled out a clean shirt and a
pair of pants. “You can change into these.”
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Bless you. I took them and nodded my head. “Thank you.”
Ox watched as I started to waddle back down the path. “You’re sure you’re okay?” he
called one last time from the other side.
Without turning, I held up my thumb, “Peachy.”
I heard laughter again. Then I heard someone mumble, “Dude, she’s going to get your
seat all muddy.”
“Hey Grace,” Darren called, “there’s an old blanket in the back. Would you mind using
that instead of getting my seat all muddy?”
Again I gave a thumbs up.
Slowly I made my way to the parking lot while singing Solo Wannabe. I stopped at the
outhouse and tried cleaning some of the mud off me and my backpack. Luckily, my pack had
fallen on top of me so it wasn’t as muddy as my backside. I changed into Ox’s ill-fitting clothes.
After I made my way to the Ford I found the blanket. I put my muddy clothes in the back and
took off my shoes and socks. The ground was cold so I quickly climbed into the back seat. My
undergarments were still wet and cold so I pulled the old blanket up to my chin. Call me a
stinker but I really didn’t care about Darren’s seat all that much. I pulled out a few of the minicandy bars I had packed and ate. This would be my meal for the day.
I looked in my bag again. The Book of Mormon seemed to stare back at me. I grabbed it
and flipped through the pages. Matt had sent me this particular book while he was on his
mission. He had marked his favorite passages with a yellow highlighter. It had been awhile
since I had read them.
I always believed the church to be true. But when Eric broke up with me I became a little
angry. Angry at God for not letting me have my happily ever after, I suppose.
It seemed so silly now.
As much as I hated to admit it, I felt something the past two Sundays at church. Or
rather, it was what I didn’t feel. I didn’t feel anger so much anymore.
From my darkest and hardest trial to date I finally realized something. The gospel is true.
I started reading Matt’s highlighted passages. The account of the sons of Mosiah brought tears
to my eyes.
It was time to get my life in order again.
After a couple of hours of reading, I dozed off. When I woke up, it was already getting
dark. I put my shoes and socks back on and climbed out and stretched.
I could hear voices getting closer.
“Dude, it was a lousy start to the day, but a good climb.” It was Dave’s voice.
“Yeah, you don’t have to babysit anybody next Saturday, do you?” Payne laughed.
“Hey, you know, I was just helping a friend out,” Darren explained. They came around
the corner and stopped when they saw me.
“Hope you had a good climb,” I said forcing a smile.
“Eh,” Payne said and walked past me.
“How are you feeling?” Ox asked me.
“Tired,” I said coldly.
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We climbed into the car and I put my hand to my head. Soon, but not soon enough, we
were on our way.
“Hey,” Ox said leaning toward me. “Let me know when you’re up to it, and I’ll take you
climbing again.” He leaned closer to me and whispered, “Just the two of us.”
I laughed. “What? I think this ends my rock climbing experience.”
“Don’t say that!” he said. “We’ll plan it better and go again. You’ll enjoy it next time, I
promise. You can’t let the rock beat you.”
I liked Ox. “Okay,” I said slowly. “I’ll go with you again, sometime.”
He smiled. “It’ll be different. I promise.”
There was no way I’d like rock climbing. I could just feel it deep inside me. But he was
right, I didn’t want a rock to beat me. And an easy rock at that.
********
After Darren dropped everyone else off he stopped at Wendy’s before taking me home.
Since I had only snacked on mini-candy bars all afternoon, I was grateful.
“So,” he said slowly as we waited for our order at the drive-up window. “You probably
didn’t have a very good time today, did you?”
Astute boy. “It wasn’t too bad, I did get some reading done.” I left out the part of how
much I wanted our order to come right then because I wanted to already be home and in the
shower.
“Yeah, sorry about that. And the boys,” he laughed, “well, they can be jerks sometimes.”
“Ox was nice.” I said and left out, nicer than you.
“Yeah, well, he’s a good guy. He’s asked some questions about the church, you know.”
He pulled up to the window and paid for our food. As soon as the food entered the car I realized
how hungry I actually was. Darren held onto the bag and looked through it. “Looks like it’s all
here.”
I didn’t care. If he didn’t hand the bag over to me, I’d have to eat his arm to get to it.
But, he finally gave me the bag. I didn’t care how I looked, I reached in and grabbed my burger
and started eating.
“Hungry?” he asked smiling. “Sorry about that, too. I packed a lunch for you, but forgot
to give it to you, so Payne ate it.”
I didn’t have any pleasant thoughts about Payne.
“Look,” he said seriously, “I don’t know how this whole dating game you and Wyatt
have going on works,” he ate a fry. “But, you know, is there a grading scale or commentary on
the dates?”
I had just finished half my burger and swallowed hard. “What do you mean?”
“You know, do you grade the dates you go on and share it with the other girls in church?”
I smiled. I should.
“Cuz, you know, if you do, I’m just saying, I think I deserve a redo.”
Oh, no thank you. “There’s no grading system and I haven’t really talked to anybody
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about my dates so far.”
“But are you gonna?”
I put my head back and rested it on the seat. “I don’t plan on telling anyone.”
“But the whole ward knows what you’re doing. What if one of the girls asks you about
me, what will you tell her?”
“I guess I’d tell her to wear climbing shoes.” And dress warm, and bring an extra pair of
pants, and pack your own lunch, and avoid Payne.
I’m not sure if the answer sufficed, but he was quiet for the rest of the ride home. A
grading scale? If only.
CHAPTER 11
After I showered and changed into clean clothes, I was able to relax and even found some
humor in the day. Just a little, though. While in the shower, my date for tomorrow night called
and left his number for me to call back. I did, and we planned to go to the CES Fireside. Ah,
just the thought of being indoors. Warm. Safe. Clean. I already anticipated liking tomorrow’s
date better than today’s.
Matt was on a date, and I enjoyed being home at eight o’clock with the place to myself
when there was a knock at the door. I thought Matt had locked himself out and I didn’t bother
changing out of my pajamas before answering the door. To my embarrassment, Wyatt stood
outside the door.
“Oh, hey,” I said tucking my arms in, hoping they could hide my pajamas.
“Are you okay?” he asked looking concerned.
“Oh yeah,” I said running my fingers through still wet hair. “It’s just nice to be home so
early.”
He set his backpack down and grabbed my arms gently and looked into my eyes. Still,
nice eyes. “Darren called me and told me you fell?”
“Oh,” is that all? “C’mon in.” I said shutting the door.
“Now, don’t worry, I didn’t ask him to call and he’s the only one besides Connor I’ve
heard from all week.” He explained quickly. “He asked if he could have a ‘redo’ and wanted to
make sure there wasn’t going to be some ‘special fireside’ at the end of the month where you
discuss your adventures.”
I laughed.
He dropped his shoulders. “Sounds like you had a pretty miserable time today. I’m so
sorry you got hurt.”
“Eh, I’m okay. Now that I’ve showered and cleaned up a bit, it wasn’t so bad.”
Compared to say, eating nails, today was kind of pleasant. I walked into the kitchen. “You want
some hot chocolate?”
“Sure. By the way, nice Eeyores.” he said while following me into the kitchen. For a
moment, I had forgotten I was wearing my pajamas. He sat down at the table. “So, what do you
think?”
“Think about what?”
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“You still want to keep doing this? Or have you had enough?” he smiled.
“Your Aunt Mabel still a kisser?” I asked.
“Oh yeah,” he laughed.
“Then I guess I’ll keep going.” I smiled. The tea kettle started whistling and I poured
two cups of water.
Wyatt scooped chocolate into his water and put some Cool Whip on top. “Maybe a
fireside at the end of the month wouldn’t be such a bad idea?”
“What?” I asked slowly.
“I’m just saying, it might be useful to us guys, especially us older-lost-cause guys to
know what women want. And you’d be just the person to tell us what to do and what not to do.”
I took a sip of my chocolate and looked at him. “I’ve got a few ideas.”
“And that’s what we need, ideas. Because let’s face it, not all of us have been blessed
with the gift of tongues.”
“Gift of tongues?”
“To speak womanese.”
I laughed.
“So tell me, Miss Grace,” he leaned forward, “as a representative from the Land of Men,
tell me what message I can bring back from the Land of Women?”
I looked at him. “A Mr. Darcy would be nice,” I said without thinking, “with the
priesthood, of course.”
“A Mr. Who?” he asked.
“Mr. Darcy from Jane Austen’s Pride and Prejudice. Remember?”
He blinked his eyes at me.
“Oh, that’s right,” I took another sip, “you’re a guy, you probably have never read it.”
He slapped his hand on the table. “Guilty on both counts. Glad you noticed the first
observation, by the way.”
I giggled.
“Jane Austen?” he asked. “English right? Wrote all those screenplays with English actors
speaking with their English accents. Tried to watch one once.”
I raised an eyebrow.
“Couldn’t understand a word they were saying.”
I giggled again. “Wow, you don’t have the gift of understanding tongues, either. And
she didn’t write the screenplays, she wrote the books the screenplays are based on.”
He waved me off with his hand. “So?”
“So what?”
“What’s so special about Mr. Darcy?”
I thought about it. “Well, at first, nothing.”
“Nothing?” He asked. “Are you giving me false information to take back to the Land of
Men?”
“No,” I took my cup to the sink and rinsed it out. “Mr. Darcy at first is a complete snob.
But...”
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“But what? Don’t leave me hanging now!”
“But he has a change of heart by the end.” I said quickly. “I don’t know, it’s ridiculous.”
I turned to face Wyatt. “I don’t know why I even said it. I haven’t read the book in years.”
“Hmm,” Wyatt said slowly and brought his cup to the sink. “Must have made an
impression on you.” He stood right next to me.
“Must have.” I answered slowly. Neither of us moved.
“Grace, I’m home,” Matt’s voice called from the living room causing me to jump. He
walked into the kitchen. His eyes narrowed. “Oh, hi Wyatt.”
I smiled. “Wyatt came to check on me because I fell on my date.”
“You fell on your date?” Matt asked.
“I fell from a log while we were hiking.”
“You fell off a log onto your date?” Matt asked slowly.
I shook my head. “You’re the one people trust with their money? I fell off a log, not
onto my date, but while my date and I were hiking.”
“Oh,” he smiled. “Gotcha. So, how was your hike?” He walked to the fridge and
opened it.
“It wasn’t the best, but it was okay. In fact, I’m going again with one of the guys.”
“You are?” both asked in unison.
“Didn’t I mention that?” I asked Wyatt. “Yeah, there were four guys and one was pretty
sweet. He said he’d take me again, since I can’t let the rock beat me.”
The two of them stared at me.
“His name is Ox.” I concluded.
“So, you actually got a second date?” Matt asked.
“What?” I slugged his arm teasingly. “Don’t sound so surprised.”
“No, it’s just that, out of all your dates, you’re going on a second date with a rock
climber? Go figure.”
“Well, it’s not a date date,” I explained, “it’s more like two friends getting together.”
“Where have I heard that before?” Matt asked and looked at Wyatt.
Wyatt looked at the two of us.
“Don’t mind him,” I laughed as I slapped Matt again. “Our parents should have stopped
after one.”
Wyatt nervously laughed with us. “Hey listen, I know your date didn’t go so well, so I
brought something over to make you feel better.” He walked into the living room. Intrigued
Matt and I followed. He reached into his back pack and pulled out a movie.
“I thought a nice quiet evening with a nice relaxing movie might be in order.”
“Oh, that does sound nice.” I agreed. “Which movie?”
“Star Wars!” he exclaimed holding it out for me to see.
“Nice,” Matt said.
“Wouldn’t this be considered a, you know,” I waited to see if he caught on. He didn’t.
“A date?”
“With who?” he asked incredulously.
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“Uh, you?”
“Me?”
I nodded my head slowly.
“I brought the movie over for Matt,” he handed Matt the movie. “He and I are going to
watch it and you are invited to join us or not. Makes no difference to me.”
“Thanks for getting me involved,” Matt mumbled.
“Oh,” I laughed. “Well, I did agree to watch it sometime, might as well be tonight.”
Wyatt laughed. “I didn’t think you’d go for it! So I brought a John Wayne movie just in
case.”
“My choices are Star Wars or a John Wayne movie?” I asked.
“Yeah,” he looked at me.
“Maybe that fireside at the end of the month isn’t such a bad idea.”
CHAPTER 12
The next day at church I felt like a celebrity. That isn’t necessarily a good thing. During
sacrament service, Moroni bore his testimony and I couldn’t help but notice similarities in the
example he used. An “acquaintance” of his couldn’t understand “true art” and he likened it to
people not having the “spiritual eyes” to recognize the gospel. Matt nudged me during his talk
and smiled. After the service, I bumped into Elvis in the hall.
“Hey,” I said, “I watched Star Wars last night.”
“That’s great,” he beamed like a proud father, “which one?”
“What do you mean?”
“Which Star Wars did you watch? The first one made or the first one in the series?”
I looked at him.
His smile faded fast. “Did it have Han Solo and Princess Leia in it?”
“Yes,” I said happily. Actually, I had fallen asleep during it but I had managed to catch
that much.
“Oh,” he nodded his head slowly. “You started with Episode Four.”
“I did?”
“Yeah, but that’s okay,” he leaned closer and whispered, “I actually like the last three
better than the first three in the series.”
I nodded my head like I knew what he was talking about.
“Empire Strikes Back,” he said pointing to me as he backed down the hall. “That’s your
next assignment.”
I nodded my head again and smiled.
As I continued walking down the hallway, I passed Connor.
“Hi Connor,” I said.
“...Grace...” which I took for, ‘Hi Grace, how are you?’ I answered assuming that’s what
he asked, anyway.
When I walked into Sunday School there were only two empty seats left. One next to
Bart and the other next to Darren. Darren nodded to me and smiled. I smiled back but sat next
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to Bart.
“Hey, Bart,” I said while taking out my scriptures. “How’s Sally doing?”
He laughed. “Fine.”
After Sunday School I stood up to stretch and noticed a seat by April Mae was empty.
“Anyone sitting here?” I asked.
“You.” She replied.
I sat down.
“So,” she said, “seems like you’ve had a busy week.”
“You’ve heard about it?” I asked.
“Honey, this is a singles ward. Of course I know about it and I’ve been out of town for a
week. You do realize, everyone knew about it two seconds after you and Wyatt agreed to this...
thing... this...what exactly is it?”
“Arrangement?” was the word that came to mind.
“Right,” she smiled.
“It sounds like a bet,” somebody from behind us said.
“It’s not a bet,” I laughed.
“I just said, it sounds like one, is all.” Her words were short and clipped. I knew who sat
behind me before I even turned around.
I turned my head to see Lexi scowling. “I don’t think we’ve formally met,” I said forcing
myself to smile and be pleasant, “I’m Grace Perkins.”
She smiled back with her mouth. Her eyes were busy telling me something else. “I’m
Lexi Van Cartier.”
In a different setting, perhaps we would have carried this conversation further. But since
we were getting ready for Relief Society, I turned my head to the front of the room.
After the lesson, she got up and left quickly.
“Don’t mind Lexi,” April Mae put her hand on my arm. “Most of us see this as fun.
Most of us are pulling for you.”
“It is just for fun,” I explained. “It’s not really a bet.” I thought about the consequences
of not following through. “Okay, maybe technically it could be considered some form of a bet.
Kinda. I mean, a relative to a bet, maybe. A distant relative. A cousin of a bet. Not a first
cousin, either. A distant, once removed cousin down the line.” We walked out into the hallway.
“Right,” April Mae said slowly. At least she was indulging me. “The kind that could
marry?”
“Yes, exactly!” I said excitedly. “A bet and this arrangement could marry if they wanted
to. That’s how far apart they are.”
“Hey, what are you two talking about?” Wyatt asked coming up behind us.
“I have no idea,” April Mae smiled. “Hey, I have a question for you two that everyone’s
been asking. What are you going to do tonight?” The hallway had become congested and there
was a group of people around us.
“What do you mean?” Wyatt asked. “Together?”
“No,” she laughed. “I mean, today’s Sunday, how are you going on a date on Sunday?”
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Apparently a few people wanted to know because the hallway grew quiet.
“I’m going with Steve O’Shea to the CES Fireside tonight.” I said slowly.
“Steve O’Shea?” someone asked from the crowd. “Man, I think I’m his home teacher,
still. I have never been able to get a hold of him.”
I looked at Wyatt.
“I think,” Wyatt said smiling, “this might be your best date so far.”
Oh, how I am starting to dread those words.
CHAPTER 13
Being a faithful LDS member who has a desire to keep the commandments isn’t
conducive to an experiment requiring one to date every day of the month. Including Sundays.
But Wyatt’s ingenuity to solve the problem impressed me. Attending a singles ward provides
plenty of activities: even on Sundays. Tonight, I was attending the CES Fireside with someone.
The plan: my date would pick me up and drive me to the fireside, we would stay after for
refreshments, and he would bring me home. All the basic elements of a date included. Next
week there were dinner groups and I’m sure Wyatt figured something out for the last two
Sundays.
There was a Break the Fast at five but the fireside started at six o’clock. My date made it
clear, however, he had no desire to attend the Break the Fast. He agreed to go to the fireside,
though, and he told me he’d pick me up a few minutes before six. I was surprised, and a little
annoyed, when my date showed up twenty minutes after six.
“Hey, you Grace?” he asked slowly. He was dressed in casual slacks with a short-sleeved
button up shirt and wore a pair of flip-flops.
“I am,” I said as politely as possible, “you must be Steve.”
“Yeah,” he laughed and I thought he was misplaced living in the Rocky Mountains. He
sounded like he needed salt water and a surf board.
“Well, we’re pretty late, should we go?” I asked closing the apartment door behind me.
“Yeah, sure,” he laughed again. He opened the passenger door to his jeep for me.
“Thanks,” I said politely again.
He climbed in the driver’s side and we were off.
I had to see if my hunch about his living status was right, so I thought I’d fish around.
“So,” I asked casually, “you from Wyoming?”
“Nah,” he laughed. “I was born in Texas originally.”
So I was wrong.
“But I grew up in California.”
So I was right! “Do any surfing?”
“Oh yeah, big time.”
Ha! “So, what brought you to Wyoming?”
“Life, I guess.” we turned a corner and I slid into the door. “Sorry,” he apologized, “not
much to hold onto in Bitty.”
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“Bitty?” I asked.
He tapped the dashboard affectionately. “Bitty.”
I nodded.
“Bitty Bo Jeep,” he smiled.
“Clever,” I said as we turned another corner and I slid toward him. “So you’re friends
with Wyatt?” Since he seemed unwilling to elaborate about his life details, I thought a safe
choice would be to talk about what we had in common. That short list seemed to only have one
topic: Wyatt.
“Yeah,” he drawled. “Wyatt’s a good guy. A real good guy.”
I nodded my head. It was hard to elaborate since I had only known Wyatt myself for
about two weeks.
“Laramie seems like a good place,” I tried again.
He nodded. “Yeah, it’s all right.”
I nodded again. Strike two on the conversation front.

61

31 Days, 31 Dates by Corina Lee
© 2014 ck’s days

We seemed to take the scenic route and the ride to the church building took longer than
normal. By the time we sat down in the chapel, the broadcast only had fifteen minutes left.
We finished watching the broadcast then made our way to the cultural hall for
refreshments. Steve stopped by the wall near the door.
“Don’t you want some cookies, or something?” I asked.
“Nah,” he looked at the crowd around the tables. “You go ahead, I’ll wait here.”
I nodded. “Okay.”
As I stood in line, April Mae came up behind me. “So, is that your date over there?” she
nodded her head toward Steve. I looked over and saw some guy talking to him.
I nodded my head. “You don’t know him?”
“No, but I wish I did,” she said smiling. I looked back over to him and sized him up. His
blond hair was a little longer than most of the guys in the ward and he kept shaking his head to
get the hair out of his eyes. I guessed the day’s growth stubble on his face was probably common
for him.
I looked at her. “Do you want to meet him?”
“Can I?” she asked. “Is that legal? He is your date.”
“Only in the most technical sense.” I laughed. “C’mon, I’ll take you over to meet him.”
We walked over to him. He seemed like he was edging toward the door as the other guy
talked to him.
“So,” the guy talking to him said, “can we come and home teach you on Tuesday?”
“Well, Andrew,” Steve said politely, “like I said, I don’t really follow a schedule. All I
can say is I think I’ll be home on Tuesday. Sorry I can’t give you something better than that.”
“That’s okay,” Andrew said but sounded a little annoyed.
“Here,” I said interrupting. “We didn’t know what you liked, but we brought you one of
everything.”
“Oh thanks,” Steve said smiling. I’m not sure if he appreciated the interruption or the
cookies more.
“Steve, this is my friend, April Mae,” I said.
Steve reached out his hand. “Nice to meet you.”
“You too,” April Mae said in a deep tone of voice I had never heard from her before.
“I’m just asking if you will confirm letting us come Tuesday night. We’ll only stay for a
few minutes.” Andrew pressed.
“Hey Andrew,” April Mae said, “there’s a piano over in the corner without anybody
playing it. Why don’t you play one of the pieces you’ve written? I think everyone in the gym
would like to hear something beautiful.”
“You’re a song writer?” I asked. “I would love to hear one of your songs.”
Andrew looked at April Mae, then at me, then at Steve. He knew he should get a
confirmation for visiting Steve on Tuesday, but the offer to play his own music, especially for
someone who had never been privileged to hear his music seemed tempting.
“Steve will try to be there on Tuesday,” April Mae continued. “Unless something comes
up, right Steve?” she asked looking at Steve.
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“Unless something comes up, I will be home,” Steve smiled.
Satisfied he got somewhat of a confirmation, Andrew left us to play the piano.
I stepped back. April Mae’s powers seemed too strong to stand next to her. Perhaps
Andrew would realize later the assurance April Mae gave held no authority. Maybe he wouldn’t
realize it until he showed up Tuesday night to Steve’s and nobody would be home. But for the
moment, April Mae had provided a peaceful end to the conversation they were having. I
couldn’t help but be impressed.
Suddenly I felt as needed or as wanted as a third sleeve in a shirt. I saw Wyatt by the
punch bowl. “Would you two excuse me?” I asked.
I walked over to Wyatt and bumped his arm playfully as he poured a drink into his glass.
“Watch it,” he said slowly.
I smiled. “Oh sorry, didn’t see you there.”
“I’m pretty sure lying in a church building is worse than just plain ol’ lying,” he said
without looking at me.
I rolled my eyes. “I just came over to say hi.”
“Well, hi back at ya,” he smiled.
I noticed but ignored the second cup he filled up. “I’m also giving my date a chance to
talk to April Mae,” I said proudly.
Wyatt looked over to where the two stood. “Look at you, matchmaker.”
I couldn’t help but smile.
“Oh there you are, Wyatt,” we heard from behind us.
I turned to find Lexi standing there.
“Here I am,” he said. “And here you go.” He handed her the second cup he had filled up.
“Thanks so much, Wyatt,” she touched his arm. “I’m so ready to go whenever you are.”
“You two came together?” I didn’t want to ask but it slipped out.
“Yes,” she said slipping her whole arm through his. “Together.”
I looked at Wyatt. “Well good,” I said, “good for you. You two...” I looked over and
saw April Mae and Steve still talking. “I just came over to say hi, which I did. But I better get
back over to April and Steve.” I grabbed two glasses and filled them quickly with punch.
Wyatt slipped out from Lexi’s hold. “Here let me help you.” He said reaching for a third
glass.
“No that’s okay, I’m not really thirsty so I’m just going to take these over. You can stay
here with...”oh, what was her name? “Thanks anyway.”
I walked quickly to Steve and April. They were still talking when I approached, April
using her BaCall tone. “Here, I thought you two might need something to wash down those
cookies.”
April looked at the cup I handed her and the cup she was already holding in her other
hand. “Oh, of course, I needed a refill.”
“So, how’s everything going over here?” I asked as nonchalantly as possible.
“Is everything all right, Grace?” April Mae asked.
“Of course,” I forced a laugh. No, I want to be home already.
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“You know,” Steve said. “I’m ready to leave whenever you are.”
I’ll race you to the car! I looked at April Mae. “No, I don’t want to interrupt your
conversation.”
“It’s okay,” April Mae smiled. “I’m leaving, too.”
“Well if you’re ready to go,” I said quickly, maybe too quickly.
The three of us walked out together. The two of them were still talking. I felt like Steve
should take April Mae home and I should be the one to leave by myself. But I couldn’t figure
out how to offer to drive April Mae’s car home without being obvious.
“So,” Steve said slowly as we backed out of the parking spot. “That was my first church
thing I’ve been to in years.”
“Really?” I asked glad to have something else to focus on.
“Yeah,” he laughed.
Beginning to feel a bit better about embarrassing myself moments earlier I asked, “So
what did you think?”
“About what?” he laughed again. “The building? The people?”
“The message?” I asked. “Sure, we missed most of it, but we got there in time for the
most important part.”
“The refreshments?”
I smiled. “The testimony?”
“Oh,” he nodded.
“But, what did you think of the people?”
“Andrew?”
I laughed. “He means well. I think.”
He laughed.
“But what about other people? Anybody worth speaking to again?”
“You’re horrible at it,” he said.
“What?”
“Fishing for information.”
“Good,” I smiled. “I’ll keep my day job.”
He smiled, too. We turned a corner and I slid into the door.
“For your information, April Mae and I are going to go see a band together on Friday.”
This must be how cupid feels. “Oh good,” it slipped out.
“Yeah,” he laughed.
“It’s not the Solos, is it?” I asked slowly.
“No, why?” he laughed.
“No reason.” Another corner and I slid toward him.
“You sure you’re okay?” he asked.
“I’m sorry. I guess I’m just tired.”
He nodded and we rode in silence for the rest of the trip.
We pulled into a parking place in front of my apartment.
“Thank you so much for taking me,” I said as I opened the jeep door.
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“No problem,” he said.
I looked at him. “For what it’s worth,” I didn’t want to step on any toes but felt like I
needed to say something. “I’ve been where you are.”
“Excuse me?”
I took a deep breath. “It used to not mean much to me either. But now it does. At least,
it’s starting to.”
He looked straight ahead.
“Sorry,” I squeezed my eyes shut. Open mouth, insert both feet. “It’s just that I went
from it meaning nothing to it meaning everything to me.”
He looked at me.
“Here,” I dug into my purse and pulled out my business card and a pen. “Now you have
my work and cell numbers. You can call me anytime.” I held out the card to him and wasn’t
sure if he would take it.
“Thanks,” he took the card from my hand.
“I did have a good time with you tonight,” I said.
He smiled. “Me too.”
“Hope you and April Mae have fun Friday.”
He looked down. “Me too,” he said again.
I closed the door and watched him pull out.
Matt was watching a movie when I walked in. “How was your date?” he asked.
“Not bad,” I said deciding not to inform him how I embarrassed myself in front of Wyatt.
I sat next to him and took a handful of popcorn. I didn’t stay awake long enough to find out
which movie we were watching.
A knock on our door woke me up. Neither of us moved. Another knock. I looked at
Matt but knew it was useless. He was too stubborn to get the door. Another knock and I said,
“I’ll get it.”
It was Wyatt.
“Oh hello,” I said lamely.
“Hey Grace,” he walked in. “I brought a special treat.” He held out the Empire Strikes
Back movie.
I forced a smile. “Matt’s watching a movie.”
“No, that’s okay,” Matt sat up.
“Well, I’m really tired,” I said coldly.
“Oh,” Wyatt said looking at Matt who shrugged his shoulders. “Is everything all right?”
I didn’t answer.
“Is this about Lexi?” Wyatt asked.
Matt turned off the televison set with the remote control. “I, uh, I need to go to my room
now.” Not the smoothest exit but I appreciated it.
“No,” I answered Wyatt, “I’m really tired and I’d like to just have a quiet evening.”
Wyatt looked around. “Okay, maybe some other time?”
“Maybe,” I snapped. I didn’t mean to, it just came out.
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“See you later,” Wyatt hesitated then backed out the door.
After he was gone, Matt walked out and said, “Grace...”
“I’m just really tired.” I said and went into my room. I closed the door and lay on my
bed. Why should I be so upset about who Wyatt dated? It shouldn’t matter to me. But it did.
Lexi couldn’t have been older than twenty. Why would Wyatt want to date me, if he had
somebody so much younger? Why should I waste my time dating him at all if he was just going
to end up with somebody younger, somebody Lexi’s age. I wasted years of my life dating
someone already, I didn’t need to go through that again. Suddenly, I realized how crazy my
thoughts were. Wyatt and I weren’t even dating.
I said a silent prayer and asked for comfort. The last thing I remember thinking before
falling asleep was that Wyatt was just like Eric.

CHAPTER 14
I woke up to the sun peeking through a hole in my blinds and shining on my face.
Quickly, I sat up and grimaced as I thought of my behavior last night. “Oh,” I moaned as it all
came back to me. Even though I sat alone in my bedroom I could feel my face turn red from
embarrassment. I replayed everything in my head. “There is a chance I overreacted,” I
mumbled. I shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe no one noticed.” I said my morning prayer and
walked out to the kitchen.
The apartment was quiet, Matt had been at work for over an hour. I yawned and opened
the fridge door. Before I could decide on breakfast, my cell phone’s ring tone sounded.
“Hello?” I answered the phone.
“Grace,” Wyatt’s cheerful voice said.
I closed my eyes tight. “Wyatt, I’m glad you called, I’m sorry about last night.”
“Grace,” he said seriously, “Lexi is not my type. She called me and asked if I could give
her a ride to the break the fast and the fireside.”
I smacked my forehead with my left hand. Unfortunately, I was that obvious last night.
“Look, I’m sorry. I am just so tired, and I wasn’t thinking clearly.”
He didn’t respond.
“I mean, you can date who you want. After all, I’m dating all the available guys in the
ward.” I forced a laugh. Please, buy it. I’m not ready to have this discussion with you.
“Well,” he said slowly, “that’s why I’m calling.”
I breathed a sigh of relief.
“Your date tonight is a good guy.”
I nodded. “I’m sure. They’ve all been pretty good guys.” I thought about it. “Well, most
of them, anyway. Well, at least half. Well, some of them have grown on me.”
“Yeah, well...”
I didn’t like the sound of it.
“You see,” he continued, “your date tonight...”
“What?” I asked bracing myself for what was coming.
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“Your date tonight, kinda doesn’t speak much English.”
“Well, how much does he speak?”
He exhaled. “He kinda doesn’t speak any.”
“Oh.”
“He’s a real good guy,” he continued quickly. “I think. I mean, I haven’t really been
able to talk to him.” He laughed. Glad he thought this was funny.
“How does he know he’s going on a date tonight?” I asked slowly.
“Oh, well, Gunter is from Germany, just visiting here.”
Fascinating, but how does he know he has a date tonight?
“He’s visiting the missionary who worked with him.”
Does he know he has a date tonight?
“It’s actually Connor, you remember Connor?”
Connor can speak another language? I wasn’t totally convinced Connor could speak
English.
“Anyway,” he continued, “Connor is our translator, so yes, he does know he has a date
tonight.”
I thought about where to begin. “How will we communicate?”
“Well, that’s why I’m calling you now. He’s going to pick you up at six-thirty.”
“He can drive?”
“Of course he can drive, Grace.”
“But he’s legal to drive in the US? He knows where he’s going?”
There was a moment of silence. “Okay, I’ll get back to you on that. But all you have to
do is attend FHE together and it’s a date.”
“But what will we talk about?”
Another moment of silence. “Do you want Connor to go with you?”
“No,” I said quickly. It wouldn’t do me any good if I couldn’t understand the translator.
“We’ll think of something.”
“Let me call Connor and ask if Gunter can drive here. I’ll call you right back.”

I got home from work close to six. Enough time to grab a bite to eat and drive over to
Connor’s. Turns out, Gunter felt more comfortable having me drive. I knocked on Connor’s
door. A big, as if in muscular big, man with a crew cut opened the door.
“Grace?” he asked smiling.
I took a shot, “Gunter?”
He became excited and nodded his head. “Gunter Heidrickson” He pointed to himself.
“Grace Perkins,” I pointed to myself.
He nodded again and smiled. “We go date?” he asked.
“Yeah, let’s go,” I said relieved he spoke some English.
“We go date,” he said again while grabbing his coat.
“So,” I said while we walked to my car. “You know Connor?”
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“Connor?” he asked smiling.
I nodded.
“We go date,” he said again.
“Right.” I said. I pointed to my Toyota Rav4. “This is me.”
He smiled again.
We climbed in. He was my first passenger in my new automobile. “This is my first
purchase after I moved here,” I explained and rubbed my hand along the dashboard. “My
Oldsmobile served me well but it gave out soon after I arrived.” He smiled and nodded his head.
I smiled back. He didn’t understand a word I just said. Might as well have fun with it,
“It’s cute like me, don’t you think?” I smiled sweetly.
“Cute!” he repeated and my smile disappeared. Did he actually understand what I just
said?
“Gunter,” he smiled and pointed at himself again.
“Grace,” I said and pointed to myself.
“Grace Cute!” he said.
Oh dear. “No, just Grace,” I said emphasizing my name.
He smiled and nodded. “We go date.”
I nodded slowly and started the car. “Grace and Gunter go date,” I said as we pulled out
of the parking lot. “So, how do you like Laramie?” I asked.
“Laramie?” he repeated and spread his hands in circles. He looked at me and smiled.
“Laramie...” he put his thumbs up.
His seemingly never ending smile was contagious. “You’re having fun?” I laughed.
“We go date,” he said again pointing to me.
“Yes, we are on a date,” I said smiling.
“Laramie okay,” he sat back.
I laughed again.
“Aren’t you a charmer?”
“Gunter,” he pointed to himself again.
I nodded.
He looked out the window and seemed to be taking everything in. A couple of times he
pointed at something and nudged me to look also.
We pulled into the church parking lot and walked into the building. We followed the
noise to the Primary room and found a big group of single adults gathered. Connor nodded his
head at us and walked over.
He stooped down closer to me. “Hi...Grace...wait...you...translate...sorry.” he mumbled.
I nodded my head like I understood. “That’s okay.”
Gunter said something to Connor.
“Gunter...beautiful...” Connor told me.
“Oh,” I gushed filling in the blanks of what I could understand. “Thank you.”
Connor looked at me puzzled and told Gunter what I said.
Gunter nodded and said something.
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Connor translated: “...fun...you.”
Again, I tried to fill in the blanks. “I’m having fun with him.”
Connor looked confused but spoke to Gunter.
“Hey, what’s going on?” Wyatt asked bringing me a cup of punch.
I smiled as I took the cup. “Thank you,” I said. “Connor is translating for us.”
Wyatt looked at Connor and Connor shrugged his shoulders.
“That’s great,” Wyatt said.
“...beautiful...fun....” Connor mumbled.
“Oh,” Wyatt said nodding his head. “I’m glad he thinks Laramie is so beautiful.”
I could feel my cheeks begin to burn slightly. “Laramie?” I asked.
“Yeah,” Wyatt said looking at Connor again. Connor shrugged his shoulders again and
walked toward the refreshment table.
“What else did he say?” I asked.
Wyatt looked at me. “He said, there are a lot of fun things to do.”
Well, I feel silly. “Oops,” I said and started to laugh.
“What?” Wyatt asked.
I waved him off. “Eh, I’ll tell you when you’re older.”
He bent his eyebrows.
I looked at Gunter who was still smiling. I put my arm through his, “Let’s go get some
cookies, shall we?”
“We go date, Grace Cute,” he said again.
Why fight it? “We go date, Gunter Handsome.” I replied. We walked toward the
refreshment table and I’m pretty sure we had an audience watching us.
Even though I couldn’t understand a word he said the whole evening, his enthusiasm made the
evening fun. We managed to work out a system of pretend communication. If I stopped talking
with a smile he would smile in return and nod his head. If I laughed, he laughed.
Although, there is a slight chance I may have accepted a wedding proposal toward the
end of the date. Or I just promised to visit Germany. I’m not really sure.
But we both just smiled and nodded our heads. It wasn’t a foolproof communication
method but it worked better than the system I had with Connor.

CHAPTER 15
One week. How long is it? It’s as long as it feels. To someone on vacation, seven days
will fly by. To someone in pain each second is felt. For someone who has gone on seven dates
in one week, it feels somewhere between the two examples. But that is a lot of gray area to
cover.
Seven dates and I already felt like an expert. As I thought of my past seven dates, I
thought for sure I could handle anything now. The last three weeks would fly by because, surely,
I am now prepared for anything. I had to be. I felt as if there was nothing that could surprise
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me. Surely my seven dates have prepared me for anything. Right? Wrong.
My date for Tuesday night called me at work and told me he’d pick me up at seven-thirty.
I tried to hide my disappointment but the previous two nights I was home by then. But I agreed.
I arrived home from work after six and fixed myself some dinner. When Matt walked in,
I was sitting on the couch.
“Hey, whatcha doin’?” he asked tossing the mail onto the coffee table.
“Sitting.” I replied.
He looked at the blank tv set. “I see that.”
“I’m enjoying the quiet.” I said slowly closing my eyes.
“Ah,” he sat down next to me. “One of those kinds of days?”
I opened my eyes. “Oh yeah. I’ve been on my feet all day filming.”
“Maybe you should cancel your date?”
I put my head back. “No, I’m okay.” I thought of Wyatt’s kissing aunt. “I’m hoping we
can go to a movie or do something that requires sitting though. I’m beat.” I thought of the bean
bag chair I laid on while watching the Solos. Something like that would work out really well for
me tonight.
Five minutes after seven, there was a knock on our apartment door. I was still sitting on
the couch. Another knock.
Matt walked in from the kitchen. “I’ll get it.” He opened the door.
“Does Grace live here?” I heard.
I stretched my neck so I could see who was talking.
“You Grace?” he asked and walked in.
“Yeah, I’m Grace.”
“I’m Trevor Redden,” he said like it should mean something to me. “Your date for
tonight?”
“Oh yeah,” I stood up. Please cancel, please cancel.
“I know I’m a little early, but...” he looked at me. Still in my black dress pants and black
blouse from filming, I felt overdressed. He was wearing dirty jeans, a torn t-shirt, an old jacket
and a baseball cap.
“That’s okay,” I said. “C’mon in.”
“Well, we really don’t have time,” he said. “We’re burning daylight.”
A pit formed in my stomach. The daylight had technically already burned out for the
day. “We’re not going hiking, are we?”
“Hiking? Oh no.”
I exhaled slowly. “I’m still in my work clothes though, let me change.”
He clenched his teeth and raised his eyebrows. “Can you hurry?”
“Of course,” I said. I changed clothes as quickly as I could throwing on a pair of jeans
and a sweatshirt. “I’m ready,” I said walking back into the living room.
Trevor checked his watch. “Can you put your shoes on in the car?”
I slipped them on quickly. “I’ll tie them in the car, how’s that?”
He walked out the door and I followed. I stopped before leaving and leaned over to Matt.
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“If I don’t come back tonight, his name is Trevor Redden,” I whispered. “Please find me.”
“Ha, ha, Grace,” Matt said and closed the apartment door behind me. I wasn’t actually
kidding.
“So,” I asked climbing into Trevor’s truck. “Where are we going in such a hurry?”
He already had it running and waited for me to close the door.
“I have to get back to work.”
Say what?
“I work at the Arena-Auditorium as a ground’s keeper and we had some pipes burst last
night.”
“Oh,” I said slowly. “We can reschedule if you need to.”
“Are you kidding?” he asked. “We can use all the help we can get.”
Excuse me?! “Um, I’m not...” Are you nuts?
“We’re almost done, it shouldn’t take us more than an hour, if that,” he said keeping his
eyes on the road. “C’mon, I’ll buy you dinner, afterward.”
I already ate, thank you.
“Besides, you’ll get to see where the Wyoming Cowboys play basketball. I’ll even give
you a tour. Wyatt told me you love basketball?”
I love to play basketball. I love to watch basketball. I want to go home now.
We rode in silence the rest of the way. As soon as he stopped the car, he was out and
walking toward the arena. I had to run to keep up.
“Hey Jim,” he said to an older man standing just inside. “This is Grace and she’s here to
help.”
Jim looked at me and handed me a mop.
Trevor had already disappeared down the hall.
I looked at Jim and shrugged my shoulders. “Where should I go?”
He pointed down the hall and said, “Pick the nearest restroom.”
Oh, no thank you.
I wheeled the mop bucket down the hall until I found the first set of restrooms. Feeling
more comfortable starting with the women’s, I went in there first. About two inches of water
covered the floor. I set my purse on the counter and took my cell phone out. First I dialed my
home number but hung up before it rang. I dialed Wyatt’s number.
“Hello?” he answered.
“Wyatt, do you know where I am?”
“Grace?” he asked.
“Yes, this is Grace. Do you know where I am?” I put it on speaker so I could begin
mopping.
“Grace, you sound upset. What’s going on?”
I slapped the mop down. “Do you know where I am, right now?”
He was silent for a moment. “You mean, your date?”
“Yes!” I said and wrung out the mop.
“I can barely hear you, what are you doing?”
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“Oh,” I said slapping the mop down again. “You tell me.”
Another moment of silence. “Today’s Tuesday so...” he shuffled some papers around,
“you’re with Trevor?”
“In the loosest sense of the word.” I complained.
“What’s going on?” he asked.
“Do you know what I’m doing right now?” I asked slapping the mop down again.
“Well,” he said slowly, “if you’re with Trevor, you’re probably touring the arena. Matt
told said you liked basketball, I thought it would be fun for you. That’s why I asked Trevor.”
I wanted to cry.
“I’m sensing you’re not a big Pokes’ fan?” he asked.
“I’m in the arena, mopping the girls bathroom floor,” I whined.
Another moment of silence. “Did you just say you were mopping the bathroom floor?”
“Yes, the girl’s.” I said as if knowing that detail would make a difference in his sympathy
level.
More silence. “Grace, I’m so sorry. I had no idea...” he stammered and I started feeling
better. At least he didn’t know. “Do you want me to come and get you?” He asked.
I thought about it. Yes, of course.
“No, that’s okay.” I said slowly. Darn honor.
“Grace,” he said, “as far as I’m concerned, you went on a date tonight. You’re not
backing out of our deal if I come and get you.”
“I know,” I said. “Trevor said this would only take about an hour. I can hang in for an
hour. I can’t let this rock beat me.”
“You sure?” Wyatt asked unconvinced.
“Yeah,” I wrung out the mop again. “I feel better just talking to you and venting. Do
you mind if we talk while I work?”
“Absolutely! Let’s talk.” He said.
“Thanks.”
“So, tell me, how are you going to rank this date?”
“Funny.”
The hour at the most actually took almost two hours. Fortunately, Wyatt was willing to
talk with me as I mopped each bathroom until my cell battery went dead.
When Trevor finally took me home, he didn’t even offer to buy me dinner. But by the
looks of him, he had had a pretty miserable day, also. He dropped me off at my apartment and
mumbled a thank you then took off. I was so tired, I wanted to cry. My back ached, my feet
hurt, my knees were stiff, and my head pounded.
I walked into the living room barely moving.
“Grace?” I heard. It was Wyatt.
“Wyatt?” I asked. “I’m not really in the mood for Empire Strikes Back tonight.”
He smiled. “Why don’t you take a nice hot bath, relax, slip into those fancy Eeyores of
yours and when you’re ready, I’ll have a nice cup of hot chocolate waiting for you.”
I wanted to hug him but didn’t think I had enough energy. “You don’t have to...” I
started to say but then I thought about what I had just gone through. “Well, if you insist.”
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CHAPTER 16
The next morning I determined I was getting old. At least, I felt old. The physical labor
the night before forced me to move slowly. My body seemed to complain all day with little
aches and pains. My mind tried to remind my body that it wasn’t my fault. My body didn’t
listen. It still hurt anytime I made any sudden movements.
My date for the evening, Dr. Adam A. Allyn, called me as I pulled into the parking lot at
work and asked what I would like to do. Since he was the first date to ask my opinion, the night
felt promising.
“I don’t know,” I said pacing outside in the parking lot while talking on my cell phone.
“As long as I don’t have to help you work, I’m fine.”
“Excuse me?” he asked.
“Sorry, just a bit of dating humor.”
“I’m a dentist,” he explained. “I don’t think you could help me with work...”
“I was just kidding. Sorry, it was a bad joke.” Hilarious to me, though. “Oh, I haven’t
done a traditional date and go to a movie yet. That sounds...” wonderful, lovely, safe, “perfect.”
A moment of silence.
“Or just dinner sounds nice, too,” I offered.
“No, a movie sounds good.” He said. “How about dinner also?”
“What time do you get off work?”
“I came in early today,” I looked at my empty left wrist as if that would help me figure
time. “So, I should be able to leave about five.”
“Fantastic,” he said. “How about I pick you up at quarter-to-six and we’ll grab a bite to
eat first.”
He didn’t sound like he was really asking my advice, but I agreed anyway.
At a quarter-to-six exactly, Dr. Adam A. Allyn arrived at my door. I opened the door
with a preconceived notion of what my date would look like. Just by the conversation I had
earlier with him, I expected him in a nice, expensive suit, which would be pressed. A well
groomed haircut and I can’t explain it but he sounded short.
What I saw was a well-dressed man who dressed better than me and wore the kind of hair
cut that looked like strategically place morning hair. What surprised me the most was his height.
His voice didn’t seem to match his build.
“You must be Grace,” he said smoothly with a half grin.
“You must be Adam.” I replied looking up at him.
“Shall we go?” he asked and held out his arm.
He seemed so elegant and refined; all I could blurt out was, “Okay.”
Dinner was nice. We went to a restaurant I was unfamiliar with but one he seemed to
know quite well. Our conversation remained rather light since we discovered on the ride to the
restaurant he was more CNN and I was more the Hallmark Channel. But we persevered.
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As we walked up the walk to the theater, his phone started playing a song. I recognized
it, Solo Wannabe. “Dr. Allyn,” he answered.
I stopped before entering the door and waited for him.
“You don’t say?” he asked. “Well, that’s too bad. Tell him I could be there in thirtyminutes... Get him prepped, I’ll be there as soon as I can.” He hung up the phone and looked at
me.
“Sounds like an emergency,” I said.
“Yeah, I’m so sorry. Looks like we’ll have to take a rain-check on the movie.” His
phone vibrated again. He looked at it and read a text message.
“Can I take you home?” he asked.
“If you have somewhere you need to be, I can call for a ride.” I hated to think of what
kind of pain somebody must be in to have an emergency dental procedure at night.
“You are actually on the way to my office, so it’s no problem.”
“Okay, then let’s go.”
We walked quickly back to his car. With each step I took my own mouth began to hurt
as I continued to think of his poor patient’s condition.
About a block from my apartment, we were stopped at a red light when somebody behind
us swerved into the left turning lane. Ignoring the light, it didn’t stop and tried to make a turn. A
car coming from the other direction slammed into it.
“Did you see that?” Adam cried. “He didn’t even slow down.”
Actually, I didn’t see anything. I had been looking out the passenger window and turned
my head after I heard the impact.
“Whoa!” I said.
Adam got out of the car, took off his suit jacket and laid it in the driver’s seat. He joined
a crowd of people gathering around the wreck to offer help. I was about to get out also when his
jacket started singing.
Immediately, I thought of his poor patient getting prepped for dental work. I opened the
door and tried calling to him but it was too noisy. The phone stopped ringing. I searched in his
jacket for it so that I could take it to him and it started ringing again. I looked into the crowd but
he had disappeared.
What to do? Feeling guilty, I decided to answer anyway, “Hello?” I asked.
“Allyn?” a male voice asked.
“No,” I said feeling foolish. “He can’t come to the phone right now, can I take a
message?”
“Who is this?” the voice asked.
“I’m Grace,” I said as if that would explain it all. “Is this his office?”
“No, this is Tad. Can you tell him to bring a ball when he comes?”
I was trying to figure out what kind of medical jargon he was referring to. “A ball?” I
asked.
“Yeah, his basketball. Everybody’s at the gym waiting for him. He is on his way,
right?”
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It took a moment to process the conversation. “He’s on his way to play basketball?” I
asked.
“That’s what I want to know, we’re waiting and we need a ball. If he’s going to be late,
Elvis said he’d run home and get one.”
“Oh,” I said recognizing a name. “Adam might be a little late,” I said as sweetly as
possible. “You might want to send Elvis home to get a ball, and tell him hello for me.”
Silence. “Who is this again?” Tad asked.
“This is Grace, his date.”
“Oh,” he said quickly. “I gotta go.” He hung up.
I smiled and wrote a note to Adam thanking him for a nice time. I couldn’t help it, I
added a PS and wished him good luck playing ball. I got out of the car, and walked home.

CHAPTER 17
“Grace?” I heard Matt ask as he turned on the kitchen light.
I didn’t answer but squinted at him.
“Why are you sitting in the kitchen?” he asked. “In the dark? It’s kind of creepy.”
I smiled. “It’s not creepy,” I defended myself. “It’s...” what is it? “It’s reflective. I’m
being reflective.”
“Oh, reflective,” he mocked and sat down across from me. “Do you even know what
time it is?”
I knew I had been sitting there for quite a while. Since he mentioned it, my backside
started aching a little from the uncomfortable kitchen chair. Not to mention I still felt a little sore
from helping Trevor two nights ago. “No,” I confessed. “I couldn’t sleep and gave up around
one. But I’m not sure what time it is now.”
“Well,” he tapped his fingers absently, “you’ve been sitting here for two hours, then.”
“It’s three?” I asked.
He nodded.
“I should try and get some sleep before I have to get up for work.”
“So?” He pressed.
“So what?”
“How are your dates going this week?”
“You mean, besides going with someone who doesn’t speak English and having
somebody who-might-be-a-nice-guy-but-I-can’t-understand-him for a translator? Or being put
to work as a janitor? Or, my favorite, being ditched for a basketball game? Or...”
It was three o’clock Friday morning. I hadn’t told him about my Thursday night date yet.
“Or?” he asked.
I didn’t really want to tell him anything about this date. “Or my last date.” I tried
covering my tracks.
“What about your date?” My covert cover up didn’t work.
“You mean with Guy?” I asked innocently.
75

31 Days, 31 Dates by Corina Lee
© 2014 ck’s days

“Yeah, you didn’t mention anything about him last night. And you came home so early.”
I nodded. “Well, he’s nice.”
“Nice?” he asked.
I nodded again. “Very nice.”
He sat back and looked at me. I couldn’t meet his eyes.
“It’s just that you came home so early...”
“What? Am I on trial?” I asked standing up.
“No,” he continued to look at me. “It’s because he’s old, isn’t it?”
I sat back down. “Excuse me?”
“It’s because he’s old and pudgy?”
I laughed, relieved. “No, that has nothing to do with it.” I’m not that shallow.
Guy Stone technically shouldn’t have been on the ward roster still. He was in his early
forties but still attended the singles ward. Matt was right describing him as pudgy, Guy was four
inches shorter than me and several inches rounder. His hair had thinned except for one spot
directly above his nose and he had no chin. He breathed through his mouth which meant while
he ate, I could hear him almost gasping for air. But he also only knew one subject: real estate.
When I told him I didn’t know much about real estate, he saw that as an invitation to tell me
everything he knew about it. I can’t remember how we even got to the subject of our common
ancestors, but luckily we did before dessert came. After our discovery, we both sensed the date
had ended and he brought me home.
“Right,” Matt smirked. “You’re telling me, you went out with a ‘nice’ guy and you were
home by seven? What? You like the bad boys, do you?”
I laughed. “Funny.”
He continued to look at me. I had to decide whether to tell him the truth or to let him
think I was vain. The choice was a stumper.
“Fine!” I said. “We ended the date early because...” I had to think of my options again.
He leaned forward as if prompting me.
“You remember Aunt Jerri?”
His head snapped back. “Aunt Jerri?” he asked surprised.
I nodded.
I could see him connecting the dots while our family tree bloomed in his mind. Aunt
Jerri was our great-aunt and our grandpa’s sister. Her daughter, Rebecca, had three children.
Rebecca’s daughter, Liesel, married Robert Stone, they had four children. One they uncreatively
called Guy.
“Oh,” he said quietly. “I guess we should have more family reunions.”
I nodded. “Yeah.”
He thought about it some more. “Huh.”
I nodded again. That seemed to say it all.
“But, you could marry each other right?” Matt asked. “That’s far enough down the line?”
“First of all, we are still related no matter how many digits are in front of the word
cousin.” And maybe I had noticed his age. “Second, he’s really old, and third...” Ok, maybe I am
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a little vain, “ Eww!”
“Aha!” Matt cried and slammed his hand on the table causing me to jump. He pointed to
me, “I was right.”
I opened my mouth to protest but couldn’t. He caught me. I admitted I dated a cousin
and that I was vain all in one conversation. Maybe Matt should be a lawyer.
I pursed my lips together. “Mom and dad really should have stopped at one.”
He couldn’t stop smiling. “What would you do without me, though?”
His smile was infectious and I started laughing.
CHAPTER 18
It was Friday again and I could feel it. Somehow, I had Saturday off from work again
and I was looking forward to it. The only thing I had planned for Saturday was my date and we
were going to a church dance that evening. Which meant I would have the rest of Saturday free.
I felt like I could sleep until noon or later if given the chance. The only thing standing between
me and my bed was my Friday date. He called while I was taking a lunch break and said he’d
pick me up at six-thirty. Sure, he sounded nice enough, but I had grown wary of phone
conversations. A girl just can’t tell what kind of band someone plays in, or if he’s some kind of
weird artist, or if he’s a sore loser, or...well, there’s a lot that can’t be gathered through a phone
conversation. That was one of the many lessons I had learned the past week and a half.
When there was a knock on my door at six-thirty, I almost wanted to hide. I didn’t know
how much more I could take. But, picturing Wyatt’s kissing Aunt Mabel, I forced myself to
open the door.
I was eye level with a torso.
“You Grace?” a deep voice asked.
“Yeah,” My eyes slowly lifted up. Higher and higher until I found a face looking down
at me. “That’s me.” I thought Connor was tall. Connor is tall, I’d seen him have to duck in the
church doorways. This guy, would make Connor look, not short, but average.
“I’m Garret,” he laughed. “Garret Knezovich? We spoke on the phone? I think we have
a date tonight?”
I became aware that he was asking questions. “Yes,” I said finally, “we do. I mean, we
are. Going on a date, I mean.”
He nodded his head.
I grabbed my jacket and closed the door. We walked to the parking lot, or, he walked
and I jogged. “I’m sorry, I don’t remember seeing you in the ward.”
He opened his truck door for me. “Oh, I don’t go to your ward. My brother does.”
Climbing into his truck made me feel like I had slipped into the magical world of giants.
And I was Jack.
“Got it?” he asked as I lifted myself into the passenger seat and turned around so I could
sit.
“Oh yeah,” I said panting a little. “I’m getting pretty good at climbing these days.”
Okay, so I actually didn’t climb the rock with Darren, but I felt like I had accomplished
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something just as big by getting into Garret’s truck.
After he climbed in, which took no effort at all, he started the engine. I’ve never been in
a jet, but I had a feeling his truck could compete decibel for decibel with one.
“Wow,” I yelled over the noise. “That’s loud.”
“What?” he asked.
I waved him off. “Never mind.”
Though we didn’t talk the whole ride to the restaurant, I can’t say it was a quiet ride. I
felt sorry for an older couple stopped at a light. We pulled up and as I looked down at the driver
I could tell Garret’s truck noise was causing some discomfort. The older man even put his hand
to his heart. Oh great, we’re giving this nice old man a heart attack. I wanted to yell down an
apology but knew it was useless.
As we pulled into the parking lot for the restaurant, I could have sworn I saw some of the
buildings rattle. Garret turned off the truck and everything went quiet. Calm quiet. Birds
chirping and even the sirens in the distance never sounded so good.
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“That’s some truck you have there,” I said as I opened the door. The pavement looked so
far down.
“Yeah, my dad and I restored it. It’s pretty much built from scratch.” He said and
jumped out from his side.
I continued to look at the pavement trying to figure out the best way to get out. Thankful
I didn’t wear a dress, I closed my eyes and clumsily jumped. Garret helped me up and closed the
door for me.
“Thanks,” I said.
“That first step can be a doozy,” he smiled and we walked to the restaurant. Again, he
walked and I jogged.
The hostess in the restaurant looked slowly from him to me. I towered over her and he
was at least a foot taller than her. She led us to a booth.
We sat down and Garret had to scrunch to fit. He reminded me of the pop-out snakes in a
can - pre-opening. I thought if anyone took out the table from our booth, Garret would just kind
of pop out.
“So,” I said, “your brother goes to the singles ward?”
He smiled and nodded. “Yeah, his name is Andrew.”
I almost spit out my water. “Andrew’s your brother?”
His grin grew bigger. “Yeah, we get that a lot.”
I thought back to Sunday when Andrew was talking to Steve. He didn’t even top out at
six feet and his hair was light, almost blond. His complexion was more, shall we say, of
someone who spent a lot of time indoors? Garret was tall and his features were dark.
He leaned closer to me and almost whispered. “We’re half-brothers.”
“Oh,” I said as if it was the missing piece to the puzzle. “So, how come you don’t come
to the ward?” I grew serious. “You’re not married are you?” With the way some of my dates
have gone, I was only half joking.
He threw his head back and laughed. “No, not married.”
“Singles ward not for you?” I asked a bit relieved.
“No, I’ll probably go when I get back.”
“Oh, where are you going?” I asked and took a sip of water.
He looked at me. “My mission.”
This time I did spit out my water. “Mission?”
“Yeah,” he grabbed his napkin and helped me clean my mess.
“Are you...” surely he was leaving late, “I mean...you’re...”
He looked at me.
Is there a tactful way to ask this? Nope. “You’re how old?”
“I just turned eighteen.”
Good thing I wasn’t taking another drink or there would have been another mess.
“Eighteen?” My mind raced. Am I dating a minor? Close but no, he was an adult.
“Yeah,” he smiled. “Didn’t Wyatt tell you?”
Nope, must have slipped his mind. “I... don’t think he mentioned it, no.” I stammered.
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Suddenly I became very uncomfortable.
Garret started laughing.
I looked at him. “Are you laughing with me or at me?”
He laughed louder and almost hit his head on the light above us.
“You’re older aren’t you? Are you playing a joke on me?” I asked slowly.
“No,” he said wiping his eyes. “I’m only eighteen.”
I totally missed the joke, then.
He regained his composure and leaned closer to me again. “But if it’s any consolation,
I’m a mature eighteen.”
No kidding. But that really didn’t help matters much. “Wyatt asked you to take me out
tonight?” I asked as I formulated my complaint to Wyatt in my head.
He looked at me. “Not exactly.”
Again, Wyatt was off the hook.
“See, actually he asked Andrew.”
Suddenly I perked up. This date wasn’t so bad.
“But Andrew called Wyatt this morning and told him he couldn’t make it.”
“Did he have to go home teaching?” I mumbled.
“What?”
“Nothing,” I waved my comment off. “So, Wyatt roped you into going?”
“Oh no,” he smiled. “I volunteered.”
I looked at him. “Volunteered? Why?” I laughed.
“I’m entering the MTC in two-and-a-half weeks.”
“Oh,” I raised my water glass to him, “congratulations.”
“You’ll be my last date for two years.”
So glad I didn’t take a drink because we would have had another mess. “I’m your last
date?”
His smile seemed to reach from ear to ear. “You bet. And if you’re still single in two
years...”
“Whoa,” I held my hands out, “never talk about an LDS girl who in her mid-twenties
about still being single in two years. We don’t like that kind of thing.”
He laughed. “Okay, but I’ll still look you up when I get back.”
Oh, he’s a charmer. He almost had me agreeing to wait for him for two years after one
date. Of course, his age seemed to be displayed in a neon flashing sign on his forehead. The
message flashed between ‘Only eighteen’ to ‘Perkins, you were already in school when he was
born.’
I opened the menu. “So, where does the name Knezovich come from?”
He smiled as he opened his menu. “I don’t know, some European country. My mom
knows, though.”
I nodded. “Where are you going on your mission?”
“Germany Frankfurt,” he said proudly.
I nodded my head again. “Do you know any German?”
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He set his menu down. “Oh yeah, I’m an Army brat and my dad was stationed in
Germany for awhile. I learned enough to get by, wouldn’t say I am fluent or anything, but I can
usually understand what people are saying.”
“Where were you five days ago?” I asked.
“What?”
I waved off my comment. “Nothing.” I looked at him. He seemed so eager and so
young. “So, tell me what you’re most looking forward to on your mission.”
He was more than willing to share. Everything he talked about he talked with passion
until he made me excited. By the time he dropped me off at the end of the date, he had me
almost willing to wait two years for him. But then I thought about it, our date, as fun as it was,
reminded me of my babysitting days.
I sighed. He was going to make some lucky girl a fantastic catch.
CHAPTER 19
A dance: ideally a place to gather and pair up. Reality: if you don’t have someone to pair
up with beforehand, you will spend most of the evening dancing in large groups or holding up
the wall. Nobody really ever believes she will meet her eternal companion at a dance, but
hearing the one in a million story of how a couple met at a dance, instinctively gives hope.
I was never a big fan of church dances. In high school, I belonged to the group who
stood like pillars holding the building up. When I dated Eric, dances were a little more fun.
We’d always go together, not always dancing every dance. But knowing I was with somebody
made it easier to ask others to dance and enjoy myself.
My date, Dylan Matlock, picked me up at seven-thirty and we went out to eat first. He
was different from the rest of my dates in that he asked all the questions. I barely got a word in
edgewise. He was one of the ward’s Gospel Doctrine teacher’s and he loved the scriptures. Our
conversation was threaded with “Did you knows...”
“Did you know,” he asked as we waited for our dessert, “the Nephites used a 365 day
calendar?”
“No, I didn’t know that,” I said for the umpteenth time. Mainly because I never really
thought about it.
“Yeah,” he smiled. “Twelve months of thirty days with five days extra. Like a short
month. Similar to the Egyptian calendar.”
I tuned out after he said the word ‘twelve.’ “Really?” I asked for the umpteenth time.
“Do you know who John Bytheway is?”
I realized he was actually waiting for an answer. “Oh yeah,” I said. “I’m from Utah
originally so I’ve heard him speak.”
He looked at me. “Serious?”
I nodded my head.
“He’s like, only my hero!” he laughed. “I want to expound scriptures the same way he
does some day.”
I smiled. I also swallowed because I wanted to mention when John Bytheway talks,
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people tend to want to listen to him. But instead, I smiled bigger. “He is very good, isn’t he?”
Dylan sat back. “You got to listen to him in person?” He seemed to be contemplating
my good fortune. “I’ve watched him on KBYU every time one of his programs come on, but in
person...”
Our waitress brought our desserts to us. I really didn’t want anything else to eat, but
Dylan insisted on it.
“I’m thinking of moving to Utah,” Dylan said as he stared at his Triple Threat Brownie.
I looked at him. “Oh,” I was surprised he mentioned something besides Nephites,
Lamanites, or John Bytheway. “I like it there, but I could be biased.”
“Is it like Zion?” he looked at me.
I looked into his eyes to determine if his question was sincere. “I...it...what do you
mean?” Even I knew it wasn’t the Zion.
“All the church members there, it must be like living in Zion...” he got a faraway look in
his eyes.
“Well,” I smiled. “It’s not Zion Zion. It’s...”
He smiled. “I know it’s not Zion Zion, but having access to what you have access to.
Why live someplace else?”
I tried to put myself in his head to see if I could pick up where his brain wave was taking
him. Of course, I couldn’t.
“Want tickets to General Conference? Here you go!” he said and mimicked handing out
tickets.
“Actually, I think they give more tickets to areas outside of the valley than they do
inside...”
“Want to come listen to firesides given by General Authority’s? Okay!”
“Actually, I think they broadcast all the firesides via satellite now...”
“Want to mix and mingle with the Lord’s representatives? Come on over!”
I had to hold back a laugh with the image of a mix and mingle. “I’ve never actually
crossed paths with...”
“It must be great,” he concluded.
I give up. “Yeah, it’s great,” and took a bite of my melting ice-cream.
“I think I’m definitely going to do it. I’m going to move to Salt Lake.” He took a big
bite of his brownie.
I raised my eyebrows at him and nodded.
“Thanks for talking me into it,” he said looking at me.
I forced a big scoop of ice-cream down my throat. “I didn’t...I ...I think Zion can be
anywhere...you know, attending church, and....” I stammered. The ice-cream gave me a big
brain freeze.
He smiled. “No, I’ve been thinking about this for some time, and you talked me into it.
Thank you.”
“But...” what else could I say? He seemed to have made up his mind. “Maybe we
should get to the dance?”
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“Absolutely!” he said enthusiastically. “I can hardly wait to tell everyone the big news.”
“Maybe you should wait,” I thought I should try and give reason one more attempt to be
heard. “Wait and think about it.”
“No, I’m pretty sure. I thought about it, and prayed about it, and I think you provided the
answer I’ve been waiting for.”
Really? I don’t recall that. “Well, I guess we should get to that dance, then.” I thought
we should leave before I talked him into anything else by accident.
The church dance was typical. If typical was being ditched at the doors so your date
could go and spread the word of his impending move to everyone. It had been quite some time
since I stood alone at a dance.
“Hello friend,” I said to the familiar spot of wall not quite under the basket. “I’ll be
holding you up tonight, I guess.” It was the same spot I had carved out at dances during my high
school days. Of course, the exact spot was in a church building on the other side of the Rockies,
but once inside a church gym, it seemed like the same spot.
After the second song came on I realized how ridiculous it was to just stand in once
place. I could ask someone to dance. First, I had to scope out the situation. I made my way to
the punch bowl and poured a glass for myself. A quick scan of the room and I realized I
actually knew a lot of people. Guys mostly. The first person I recognized was Trevor. He was
already on the dance floor dancing slowly with a girl from the ward.
“Where was she Tuesday night?” I mumbled to myself.
Adam was in the middle of a group of guys talking.
Play any basketball games, lately?
Guy was standing in the spot directly across the floor from where I had been standing.
He was talking to a girl and by the look on her face, I figured he must be discussing real estate
ventures.
Gunter stood close to the dance floor and watched the dancers. A big smile was on his
face as he swayed with the music. Whether a person spoke English or German didn’t really
matter during a dance and I made up my mind to ask him to dance.
“Hey girl,” a familiar voice said behind me. I turned and saw April Mae on the other side
of the table.
“Hey,” I answered and looked back at Gunter just as someone motioned for him to dance
with her.
“You a big church dancer?” April Mae asked as she poured herself a glass of punch.
I shrugged my shoulders. “Not really. I’m on a date.”
She looked behind me. “With who?”
Actually I had forgotten myself until I said something. I scanned the gym. “Dylan
Matlock.”
“Dylan? The Gospel Doctrine teacher?”
I nodded. The missing Gospel Doctrine teacher.
“There he is,” she pointed to the stage.
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He was standing next to Emmet Wade, the DJ.
I nodded. At least he didn’t ditch me, I glanced at Adam and sent my best dirty look his
way.
“How about you?” I asked. “You into these church dances?”
“Not really.” She shrugged her shoulders.
I wanted to ask her how come she was here, but instead asked, “So, how was your date
with Steve last night?”
She looked down, it was too dark to tell if she was blushing or avoiding my eyes. “Fine.”
“So...” I said smiling, “do you think there will be a second date?”
She lifted her head smiling, “Possibly. We’ll see.”
My goodwill-cupid feelings from Sunday resurfaced. “I want to hear all about it...”
Our conversation as well as everybody else’s was interrupted. “Excuse me, brothers and
sisters...” it was Dylan talking into a microphone on stage. “I just want everybody to know, this
will be might last dance here, I’ve decided to move.”
I heard a couple of girls at the snack table whisper to each other. “Who is he?”
“I want to thank everybody for making me feel welcomed here,” Dylan continued.
“Are they going to start the music again?” One of the girls whined.
“But, thanks to Grace,” he pointed to me and I felt like a deer caught in headlights, I
couldn’t move as all eyes turned my direction. “I’ve decided to move to Zion.”
Oh boy.
“I’m moving to Utah!” he said proudly and paused as if waiting for applause. There
wasn’t any so he handed the microphone back to Emmet.
The girls glared at me. “Utah is not Zion.” One muttered.
“Zion is the pure in heart,” the other commented.
Luckily, it didn’t take long before the music started again and people forgot about
Dylan’s farewell speech.
I looked at April. “I think I’m ready to go now.”
“I think I’ll come with ya,” she said and threw her cup away.
We walked quickly to the doors. A couple of dancers asked if I was heading to Zion.
“Grace, Grace,” I heard just as I was walking out the gym doors. “Where are you
going?”
It was Dylan. “I’m going home,” I said putting my hand to my forehead. “I’ve got a
headache.”
“Oh, too bad,” Dylan said. “But how are you getting home?” He looked at me, “I
brought you.”
Oh yeah, I keep forgetting about that.
“Do you need me to take you home?” he asked sincerely.
“No,” April said quickly, “that’s okay. I was just leaving and I’ll take her.”
April just became my most favorite person of all time. “April will take me,” I said in
case he didn’t understand. “You stay and have fun. After all, this is your last dance here.”
He gave me a small hug. “Thanks Grace. Thanks for all your great advice.”
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“No problem,” I said because I didn’t know what else to say. “You take care.”
He nodded and went back to the dance. April and I looked at each other and continued
walking out of the building.
When we got to her car, I thought I should explain. “I didn’t tell him to move to Utah,” I
defended myself as we backed out of the parking space. “And I definitely didn’t tell him Utah
was Zion.”
She laughed. “Oh good, there for a minute I thought I was going to have to explain a few
things.”
I laughed too. “Oh,” I pulled the visor down and looked for a mirror. There wasn’t one
so I put my hands to my face. “I don’t know if I’ve ever been so red.” I thought about the past
two weeks. “I take that back. I don’t know which is worse, being serenaded by a Star Wars
band or being thanked for something I didn’t actually do.”
“You were serenaded by Elvis?” she asked.
“That would have been date number four,” I smiled. “But it was sweet.”
She nodded. “Did he sing the Leia song?”
My smile disappeared. “Yeah.”
“Hate to burst your bubble but, he has sung that to several girls in the ward.”
My mouth dropped open. “Why, isn’t he the little...” what was he? “Charmer.” I settled
on. “And here I felt sorry for him because he dedicated it to me on our first date.”
“I know. But he has actually dated just about every girl in the ward.”
“Really?” I wouldn’t describe Elvis as particularly good looking. Two features stood out
when I thought of him, his nose and his Adam’s apple. They both seemed to compete for
attention. “When you say, every girl...”
She blushed. “Yes, even I have come under the spell of the Leia song.”
“Certainly a busy little singer, isn’t he?” I asked.
We looked at each other and laughed.
When we pulled up to my apartment, I asked, “This whole thing is crazy, isn’t it?”
“What?” she asked.
“This whole arrangement... Sometimes, I’m just so tired of being...”
“Single?” she finished my sentence.
“Well, yeah.” I said indignantly.
April smiled a knowing smile. “I know. It feels like we just played a round of musical
chairs and I’m the slowest one. Now I have to wait until the music starts playing again.”
I laughed. “Exactly!”
After our smiles disappeared, she asked, “What is it?”
“I dated someone for seven years. Seven years, can you believe that?”
“Wow, that’s longer than some marriages.”
“I know!”
She looked straight ahead. “So, what happened?”
I shrugged my shoulders. “Oh you know, same ol’ story. Girl meets guy when she’s
nineteen. They have some fun together. As the years go by she’s sure he’s got to be the one
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because they always seem to get back together. More years go by. Guy meets another nineteen
year old girl and marries her.”
“Ouch.”
“Yeah,” I agreed. “I feel like I wasted the last six years of my life waiting on somebody.
Why didn’t I date other people? Why didn’t I move on?”
“Hey, you didn’t know. Besides, the past six years helped you become who you are...”
“Single?” I asked with a smile.
“No,” she was trying to make a point and didn’t smile, “you. A woman with a testimony.
A woman who can help others through the misfortunes of dating. A woman with experience.”
I sat up straighter. That did it, wherever I went and whatever I did in life I decided I’d
take April Mae with me. I knew I needed to do something grand so that she could understand
what she just did for me. “Thanks,” I said lamely.
She smiled her warm smile.
“Hey, I still want to hear about your date last night, do you want to come in and have
some hot chocolate?”
“I’d love to,” she smiled.
After all the dates I’d been on, it was nice to have a girl’s night.
CHAPTER 20
I woke up Sunday morning in a good mood. I’ll admit it, I was even humming. For
somebody who is musically inclined, humming may be normal. But for somebody like me, who
has no musical sensibility whatsoever, humming only makes you look suspicious.
“Somebody’s in a good mood this morning,” Matt said in what I would consider a kind of
cranky tone.
I smiled at him.
He studied me as I flipped the pancakes. “What’s going on?”
“Nothing. I just thought pancakes sounded good this morning. Want some?”
He continued to look at me. I ignored him and retrieved some orange juice out of the
fridge.
“I think this first batch is ready to go, wanna get a plate?” I asked.
“Who are you?” he asked slowly.
Brothers: nature’s killjoy. “Do you want some or not?” I asked a little irritated. Can’t a
girl hum and make pancakes in the morning?
Matt got a plate out of the cupboard and held it out for me. I put two pancakes on it.
“Wow,” he said, “they’re even round.”
“I know,” I said proudly.
“Are you sure you made these?” he asked softly.
“From scratch. Well,” I said looking at the box of mix on the counter, “as close I’ll get to
scratch.”
He sat down staring at them and poked his fork into one. “They’re real?”
“Just eat!” I said my good mood starting to wane.
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He jumped up and got the syrup and butter out.
By the time he finished eating, I had more ready for him. “Keep eating,” I said, “I think I
made enough batter for eight pancakes. And I’ll only eat two.”
“You want me to eat six pancakes?” he asked.
“Too much?”
“No, I just wanted to make sure I understood.” He rubbed his stomach, “Tryin’ to make
me fat, are ya? Been talking to mom?”
I laughed. Matt never could put on weight. All through school he was barely more than
bone. Mom always tried to get him to eat more. While he served his mission, he finally put on
some weight. Though he was still slender, his face was a little more filled out and if he tried real
hard, he could get some of his gut to stick out. Why he would want to though, I couldn’t say.
Must be a guy thing.
When I finally sat down to eat my pancakes, he still had two left.
“You still in a good mood?” he asked.
I thought about it. “Yeah, guess I am.”
“Hmm,” he said slowly.
“What?” I asked taking a bite.
“It’s just odd. After all these dates with all these guys, the date that puts you in the best
mood is the one with April Mae.”
I almost choked on my bite. “What?” I asked laughing.
“Just an observation.”
I took a big drink of orange juice. “My girl’s night was fun and needed. But I’m just
excited to get to church.” Oops, wrong thing to say.
He looked at me skeptically. “You? Excited for church?”
I nodded and pointed my fork at him. “It’s new me, too.”
He continued to look at me. “Just for church, or could it be somebody at church you’re
excited to see?” he said out loud but not really to me.
I took another bite and tried to avoid his penetrating stare.
“I think it’s wonderful you’re this excited for church, Grace,” he leaned forward. “But I
know you. And though you have experienced a new birth when it comes to church, I’ve only
seen you this excited over...”
Uh oh. When he put it like that, even I began to realize what had put me in such a good
mood. He didn’t need to finish his statement, I had already connected the dots.
“Which date are you excited to see?” he asked sitting back.
I ate quickly.
“Surely not the doctor,” he was toying with me. I could feel it. “Not the minor.
Probably not our cousin.”
“Who are you?” I asked with my mouth full. “Columbo?”
He smiled. “It’s just interesting, that’s all.” He cut the remaining pancakes on his plate
and took big bites while looking at me,
I finished and rinsed my plate off. “I’ve got to get ready for church,” I said and walked
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quickly out of the kitchen without looking at him.
In the bathroom, I leaned against the door. “This is ridiculous,” I said softly. “I’m just
excited to see a friend I haven’t seen in a few days. Leave it to Matt to make a big issue of it.”
Even though my visit to the dance last night had been brief, there was one person I missed
seeing. I shrugged my shoulders to get the thought out of my head and turned on the water for
the shower. “Smarty pants,” I said referring to Matt. “Mom and dad really should have stopped
after one kid.”
****************
During Sacrament Service, I may have spent time covertly scanning the chapel. Though I
did see many familiar faces, I didn’t see the face I searched for. So I scanned again during the
announcements. I might have casually searched during the Sacrament hymn. Perhaps once
during each talk and again during the closing hymn.
Disappointed I walked to Sunday School class. I sat down next to April.
“Hey friend,” she said warmly.
“Hey,” I said but my good mood from the morning was languishing.
“Welcome to class,” Dylan said from the front of the room. There were two Gospel
Doctrine classes and the teachers alternated rooms. Most of the ward members would try to get
to the Relief Society room first because of the soft chairs. The rest, and of course the teacher’s
friends, would have to go to the Primary room with the hard metal chairs.
When I heard his voice, I wanted to go to the Primary room. But the doors were closed
to the Relief Society room and I had to determine which was worse, getting up and making my
way to the door now, or to possibly be singled out by Dylan again. If he misquoted me again
about Zion, I wasn’t so sure I wouldn’t be stoned.
“We have a great lesson today,” he said and opened his scriptures. “Let’s first start with
prayer. Can I get a volunteer?” He scanned the class. No one raised a hand.
“Grace?” he asked as I slid down in my chair.
Hiding didn’t work.
“Would you mind?” he asked.
During the prayer, I mentioned how thankful we were to meet as brothers and sisters in
Zion. I was hesitant to use the word Zion in case that reminded him of his move to Utah, but I
wanted people to know my feelings on the subject. When I finished, I sat down quickly.
He thanked me and we jumped into the lesson. To my relief, he didn’t mention Zion or
Utah, or worse, use them together in a sentence, once. I had to admit, he may have been a bad
date, but he was pretty good at teaching.
After Sunday School and before Relief Society, April Mae and I were talking to each
other.
“Hey Carol,” one of the counselors called out to the Relief Society President. “Do you
have a copy of the roll?”
“No,” Carol said while straightening the table cloth. “Lexi has it.”
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“Lexi’s not here today,” the counselor said.
“Oh,” Carol put a centerpiece on the table. “Just send a paper around and have everyone
sign it.”
I actually stopped listening after I found out Lexi wasn’t there. Lexi was gone also? I’m
sure it was a coincidence. Suddenly, the chair I was sitting in became uncomfortable. My good
mood from the morning - completely gone. I found it hard to pay attention during the lesson.
After the closing prayer, April Mae asked while we walked down the hallway, “So,
who’s your date for the dinner groups?”
“Peter Dry.” I said glad to have something else to focus on.
A girl in front of us stopped and turned. If looks could kill, I think I would have been
dead and buried. “It’s not a real date, you know.”
I didn’t realize she was talking to me at first. “Excuse me?”
“Your date with Peter, it’s not a real date.”
She couldn’t have been more than five feet tall and I looked like a giant next to her. But I
think she could have taken me in a fight. “I know. It’s just for fun.” I smiled hoping to make
her face soften. It didn’t work.
“I think it’s silly.”
“It is silly. It’s fun silly.” Please smile.
She glared at me.
“It doesn’t mean anything,” I continued. Please don’t hit me.
She turned and walked off.
I breathed a sigh of relief. “Who is that?”
“Amanda Petrelli,” April Mae said.
“Why does she hate me?” I asked.
April Mae shook her head. “I don’t know. Maybe her and Peter are dating?”
“But that’s one of the rules. They’re not supposed to be dating anyone. I mean, I don’t
think it was said verbally, but it seems like a rule that would be perfectly understood.”
“Well, that looked like a girl defending her territory.”
I had to agree, but why would Wyatt fix me up on a date with someone who was in a
relationship? Oh, where was Wyatt at?
*************
Dinner Groups started at five-thirty. The concept is to have several host houses. Each
person is assigned to meet at a different house and bring potluck. I forgot about the potluck part
until Matt reminded me. My assignment was to bring a vegetable. At five-twenty I found two
cans of peas I heated in the microwave. I chose not to think about how old the peas were since I
couldn’t remember ever buying a can.
As soon as the microwave beeped, there was a knock on the door. Matt had already left
for his dinner group so I opened the door.
“Hi Peter,” I said warmly. “I just need to get my peas before we go.”
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He nodded. “I’ll, um, I’ll wait for you in the car.” He ran his fingers through his hair.
“It’s that one over there.” He pointed to a black sedan.
“Okay, I’ll meet you there.” Please don’t let Amanda Petrelli be at our dinner group,
please don’t let Amanda Petrelli be at our dinner group.
A few minutes later, we were pulling out of the parking lot.
“So,” I decided to try to start a conversation since it didn’t seem like Peter was going to
say anything, “this is my first dinner group in this ward.”
He nodded his head.
“Are they people friendly?” It was a lame question. I knew it. But it felt like a safe
topic.
“Guess so.”
It was my turn to nod my head. “I’m not sure whose house we’re going to. I think the
sign-up sheet said Kara Sneddon.” No response. “I don’t think I’ve met her.”
“Kara’s nice,” finally some conversation. “She has a couple of roommates.”
Call it what you will, but a pit formed in my stomach.
“Elizabeth Snow and...”
You’re about to say Amanda Petrelli, aren’t you? When you do, just stop the car and let
me out. Wyatt’s kissing aunt doesn’t scare me half as much as Amanda Petrelli.
“Ally Peters.”
I was so focused on getting out at the next light, I almost didn’t understand what he said.
“Kara and Elizabeth and Ally are roommates?” I asked to clarify. Maybe I can get through this
evening after all. “That’s great!”
He raised his eyebrows at me. I chose to ignore his look. Maybe silence was a good
thing.
Peter dropped me off in front of the house and drove his car down the road to find a
parking space. I knocked on the door while balancing the bowl of peas in my other hand. The
door was opened by none other than Amanda Petrelli.
I wanted to say, ‘Please don’t hurt me.’ But I smiled instead and said, “I brought peas.”
She looked into the bowl as if contact with them would poison her. “Take it to the
kitchen.”
I nodded and walked quickly past her. Sure, I didn’t know where the kitchen was, but
there was no way I was going to ask her for directions. There were enough people in the house, I
followed the groups. The first group was gathered in the living room, mainly the guys with a
couple of girls. I followed the sound of another group and found the kitchen filled with girls and
one guy. Everyone stopped their conversation when I walked in.
“I brought peas,” I explained.
“Great,” a petite blond said. “Let’s put them on the counter, here.” She pushed a few
other bowls out of the way to make room. I obeyed. “That looks great,” she said
encouragingly. “By the way, I’m Ally.”
I smiled. “I’m Grace.”
“You’re Grace?” someone else asked.
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I nodded slowly.
“The dating Grace?”
I nodded again. “Guess so.”
“Isn’t that interesting!” Ally said. “I guess we’ll have to hear all about it during dinner,
won’t we?”
Despite Ally’s cheerfulness, I sensed not everyone in the kitchen found it interesting.
“Is there anything I can do?” I asked.
Ally shook her head, “I think we’ve got everything under control. We’re just waiting for
everyone to show up, then we’ll have prayer. If you’d like to sit, there might be some room in
the living room.”
I looked around the kitchen and decided I’d rather sit. “I guess I’ll go to the living
room.”
“It’s just down this hall and to your left,” Ally pointed down the hallway.
“Thanks,” I said and backed out of the kitchen. I walked down the long narrow hallway
to the living room. One thing I forgot - Amanda Petrelli was in the living room. After I reached
the room, I wanted to turn and head back to the kitchen. Suddenly, the kitchen seemed friendly
enough. I hesitated, trying to decide what to do.
“Hey Grace,” I heard from the couch. It was Darren. “There’s room here if you want to
sit.” My three choices: sit next to Darren, go back to the kitchen where the warmest thing was
the stove, or go visit with somebody who was at the very moment, giving me a glance that
suggested she wanted to physically hurt me. What to do?
I chose to sit next to Darren.
At that moment, Peter walked into the living room. He looked at me, then at Amanda
sitting on a chair, then back at me. Unless he wanted to sit on the arm of the chair, the only place
left to sit was right next to me. I was hoping he would sit on the arm of the chair but instead he
sat next to me. The room stayed quiet.
“Climb any good rocks lately?” I asked Darren while trying to avoid the icey stare I felt
coming from across the room.
“Yeah, you know, yesterday,” he laughed.
“How’s Ox, Dave, and...” I forced myself to finish, “Payne?”
“They’re great,” he laughed again. “You know, Ox has asked about you.”
“He has?” I forced a smile as I noticed the room temperature seemed to drop a few
degrees. “I’ll have to give him a call.” I said loudly for the eavesdroppers’ benefit. I don’t need
to go out with Peter Dry, I’ve got options. “In fact,” I continued boldly, “do you have his
number?”
Amanda changed position in the chair.
“Yeah, you know, I have it right here.” He pulled out his cell phone and I programmed
Ox’s number into mine.
“Thanks.” Can we please get this dinner on the road? “I don’t think I heated those peas
enough,” I said to no one in particular. “I better go check on them.” I stood up and hurried
down the hall hoping Amanda would take the vacant spot on the couch. But I had no desire to
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actually go into the kitchen again. Halfway down the hall, there was a bedroom door. Normally,
I would have walked by it. Today, I opened the door and went in. I left the door open a crack so
I could hear when dinner was ready and sat on the bed. I could hear a mixture of conversation
from both groups. The women in the kitchen were laughing about the guys in the ward and the
guys in the living room were discussing March Madness.
It was my intent to hide out in the bedroom until I knew supper was actually going to be
served. I tried to devise a plan to sneak my dinner plate into the room so that I could eat alone,
but couldn’t come up with anything. Suddenly, one of the women’s voices was louder than the
rest. It was louder because it was closer. Right outside the room closer. I panicked as I watched
the door slowly open. It was Ally and seeing me sitting on her bed caused her to jump.
“I’m so sorry,” I stood up. “I know I should have asked before I came in here, it’s just
that...” how can I politely say ‘everyone was being mean to me’? “I needed a place to rest for a
moment?” It came out as a question because I wanted to know if she’d buy it.
She looked at me and smiled warmly. “That’s okay, make yourself at home.”
I started breathing again.
“But, I think it would be better if you came out into the living room while we say a prayer
on the food.”
Finally.
“Come out and get to know everyone,” she guided me out the door.
But everyone hates me.
We walked into the living room where both groups had combined. Actually, she walked
into the living room, I hung back and stayed in the hallway trying to stay out of sight. I focused
on a plaque hanging on the wall that read, ‘I’d quit eating chocolate, but I’m no quitter.’
“Okay,” she said, “looks like everyone is here now. Let’s go ahead and say a prayer on
the food and then everyone just help yourself to the food in the kitchen.”
“Sorry there’s not more places to sit,” Elizabeth chimed in.
“But we have plenty of pillows so feel free to sit on those,” another girl finished. I
assumed it was Kara.
“Darren has volunteered to say our prayer,” Ally said.
After the prayer most of the guys stood up. The group started making its way to the
kitchen. I felt like I was in front of a stampede so I stepped to the side by a huge house plant to
let everyone pass. After the last few stragglers, I slowly walked down the hall to the kitchen.
Unfortunately, by that time, the hallway was getting full of people returning with plates of food.
My two goals were to stay out of the way and to be the last one in line.
When I finally got to the food in the kitchen, there was only one piece of chicken left.
Most of the salads were gone. I went through the line, and picked at the scraps. There seemed to
be almost a full bowl of peas left so I loaded my plate with them. Even though they didn’t even
look green anymore. Everybody had made their way to the living room. I looked around and
decided to clear a spot at the kitchen table.
I sat down and took out my cell phone. First I dialed Matt’s cell number. No answer.
Then I dialed Wyatt’s. No answer. I dialed April Mae’s. No answer. “What good is a cell
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phone if you don’t have it on, people?” I asked. I tapped my cell phone to my lips as I thought.
Who else can I call for a ride home? I dialed Tameka’s number. No answer. Again, I went
through a list of people I knew well enough to call. It was a short list. I tried calling Wyatt
again, it went straight to voice mail. “Hey Wyatt, this is Grace, I was just wondering if
everything’s okay. I missed you at church today. I really need a ride home. Call me when you
get this.” The message even made me squirm. Luckily, his voice mail had the option to redo the
message. “Hey Wyatt, this is Grace,” I tried to sound upbeat and light, “I noticed you weren’t at
church today and I just wanted to make sure you’re okay. Talk to you later, bye.” Even though
at that moment, he wasn’t on my favorite people list.
I was just getting ready to call Ox when Ally popped her head into the kitchen. “There
you are.”
“I just needed to make a phone call,” I held up my phone as proof.
“Uh huh,” she said warmly and sat down next to me.
I felt like a dorky teenager and the cool girl just sat at my table during lunch. “Okay,
maybe I’m hiding again.”
“I sensed that,” she laughed. “Don’t worry though, I made sure Amanda and Peter are
sitting next to each other.”
I could feel my eyes widen. “You know about that?”
“It’s a singles ward,” she looked into my eyes, “everyone knows about that.”
I laughed. “I had no idea he was dating anyone.” I needed somebody to understand I
wasn’t purposely dating other girl’s boyfriends.
“They’ve only been dating since the dance last night.”
“Last night?” I asked.
She nodded.
I thought about it. Things were starting to fall into place. “Peter called me yesterday
morning,” I said slowly. Wyatt didn’t ask someone in a relationship to take me out. Again, he
was off the hook. At least about the date. I still didn’t have warm feelings about Lexi and him
being gone on the same day. But that was a silly notion that I tried to bury.
“But I hear they’re already talking marriage,” she looked at me straight faced.
“I’m from Utah,” I said cracking a smile, “that doesn’t surprise me.”
We both laughed.
“I feel so much better,” I said starting to relax.
“Why don’t you come into the living room with the rest of us?” she asked standing up.
“I don’t know,” I said remembering the kitchen crowd.
“We don’t bite,” she said reassuringly.
I nodded my head. “As long as Amanda doesn’t want to beat me up, I guess I can handle
it.”
“Amanda?” she smiled. “She’s barely five feet. You’re not really afraid of her, are
you?”
“You bet. She could have taken me.”
She laughed. “I don’t want to be on her bad side either. I feel the same way.”
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I followed her into the living room where several different conversations were going on.
We grabbed two pillows and sat on the floor as far away from Peter and Amanda as we could
get. For the rest of the meal, I was able to stay in my corner and join in a few conversations.
Mostly with the guys. No one asked me about my dates, or why I was going on all the dates.
Afterwards, I took a deep breath walked over to the couch where Peter had his arm
around Amanda. “Hey, I just wanted to say thanks for bringing me.” Amanda’s eyes started to
become smaller as I talked so I talked quicker. “But, Darren has agreed to take me home.” He
was standing by the door waiting for me. When I asked him for a ride, he quickly agreed. I
think he saw this as his ‘redo.’ “So,” I looked at the couple again. “It was nice meeting you
both,” I lied. “Have a great night.”
Neither one said anything to me but I was pretty sure they watched me leave.
Darren talked non-stop all the way to my place. Mainly about rock climbing. If this truly
was his redo, I don’t think it would have improved his grade any.
He dropped me off and sped off.
My head began to throb as I thought about my day. The thing that kept creeping in to nag
me the most was Wyatt and Lexi both being gone at the same time. “Don’t be silly.” I said to
myself as I walked into my apartment. I tried to shake the thought out of my head. It didn’t
work.
Chapter 21
My track record for dates involving church activities did not look promising. The dinner
group, or as I now refer to it, the fiasco, was probably the most uncomfortable date I’d ever been
on. To be honest, I was a bit reluctant to use any more church activities as dates. But, my date
for Monday night was insistent we go to FHE. He picked me up ten minutes before seven. The
ride to the church was pretty silent so I thought I’d use some of the excellent conversational
skills I had picked up the past couple of weeks to get the ball rolling.
“Marc Anthony?” I asked. I didn’t want to continue with the question but the silence was
getting to me. “Have you seen Cleopatra lately?” I wanted to sound light and fun.
“1,012,” he said.
“Excuse me?”
“You’re the 1,012th person who has made a Cleopatra reference to me since,” he thought
about it, “I was in the seventh grade.”
There was no reply for a statement like that. “Get that a lot, then?” Obviously.
“If you consider 1,012 times a lot.”
Silence is good. Silence is my friend.
“So, tell me Grace, what do you do for a living?” he condescended to speak to me.
“I work at an in-house video production place.”
Silence.
“I film weddings and dance recitals and then edit them. I also edit montages using
photographs. That kind of thing,” I looked out the passenger window.
“Don’t you find that depressing?” he laughed.
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Usually when I tell people what I do for a living, there’s an air of excitement about it.
His question threw me off. “Excuse me?”
“Filming weddings? The couples and the togetherness. The families. It seems kind of
depressing for a single girl.”
I swallowed slowly. Perhaps I was trying to swallow my tongue before I said something
I’d regret such as: There are worse things than being single. I could be married to you.
“I didn’t hurt your feelings did I?” he asked but his tone was more mocking than concern.
I forced a smile. “No, I can see your view point.” I missed the silence.
We pulled into the church parking lot not a moment too soon.
“I just don’t get it.” He said as he turned off the ignition.
Should I satisfy his statement by asking the question he obviously wanted me to ask, or
do I run? Decisions, decisions.
I’m not the brightest. “What don’t you get?”
“Why you’re going on all these dates? You’re a real knockout,” it was a compliment but
coming from him, it just made my stomach tighten. “Can’t you get your own dates?”
My tongue was too big to swallow anymore. “I don’t know, can’t you get your own?” I
got out of the car and walked to the church doors. Zero for three with the church activity dates.
I followed the sound of voices to the Relief Society room and slipped in. This was the
last place I wanted to be. Marc walked through the doorway on the other side of the room and
sat down. Great, another place I was stuck at unless I found somebody to give me a ride home. I
scanned the back of people’s heads looking for someone familiar.
“Hey friend,” I heard someone say next to me.
I turned and there was April Mae. I wanted to hug her. Instead I smiled and said, “Hi,
my best friend of all time.”
She smiled. “Okay.”
Someone at the front of the room was trying to get everyone’s attention so the lesson
could begin.
April Mae pointed to a couple of empty seats and we sat down. “So,” she whispered,
“how was your date with Amanda’s boyfriend last night?”
“Well,” in my mind I placed Peter and Marc on a scale to see which date was worse. “I
thought it was horrible, but I’d rather be on it again than the one I’m on now.”
It was time for the opening hymn and prayer.
During the announcements, April whispered, “Who is your date tonight?”
I looked around to make sure Marc was still on the other side of the room. “Marc
Anthony,” I said as quietly as possible.
“Who?” she asked.
The announcements were finished and Elizabeth stood up in front of the room. “Thank
you all for coming tonight, I’m going to give a short lesson on recognizing our eternal
companions.” There were slight groans as she handed some paper and pens to the people on the
ends of the row. “Please, pass these down and make sure everyone gets a piece of paper and a
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pen.”
“Marc Anthony,” I whispered to April again a little louder.
She shook her head.
When I got a piece of paper, I wrote his name down and showed it to her.
“Oh,” she said slowly.
Elizabeth continued, “I want you to write names down of potential spouses. It doesn’t
have to be someone you’re dating, just someone with traits you admire.”
April Mae wrote on her piece of paper, ‘I wonder why Wyatt fixed you up with him?’
Finally, somebody on my side. ‘Thank you,’ I wrote back.
She let out a laugh but quickly controlled it. ‘For what?’
I waved it off.
Elizabeth must have sensed the lack of attention to her lesson. “This will work!” she
promised. “I had an institute teacher do this once and the results were awesome.”
“Then why is she still in our ward?” someone in front of me whispered and a group of us
laughed. Big mistake.
Elizabeth looked in our direction. Unfortunately, we made eye contact. “Grace, will you
come up here and help me out?”
No, thank you. I looked around to make sure there wasn’t another Grace she was talking
to. Nobody else stood up.
“Please? I won’t bite,” she tried to hide the slight irritation in her voice. I made my way
to the front of the room as she introduced me, “For everyone who doesn’t know, this is Grace
Perkins. She’s been doing something kind of fun this month...”
My cue to run. But it was too late, everybody looked at me.
“I’ll let her tell you about it.” She smiled at me.
I looked around the room and saw Darren lean forward in his chair. “It’s nothing really.
I’ve just been going on a few dates.”
“You’ve gone out with somebody different every night this month, haven’t you?” she
asked in her best Oprah voice.
“So far,” I forced a laugh. No one laughed with me.
She nodded. “How’s it going for you?”
Darren slid down in his chair.
“Oh, you know...” I forced another laugh. “It’s been fun.”
Elizabeth nodded her head again and studied me. “How do you think this will help in
your quest for an eternal companion?”
Did I hear that right? “My quest for...”
A hand shot up from our audience.
“Oh, we have a question,” Elizabeth became excited.
The hand belonged to Lexi. “Yes, I was just wondering...”
Oh no.
“Who is on her list?” she smiled smugly.
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I looked down at the piece of paper I was holding and looked at Marc’s name.
Elizabeth became excited again. “Oh, you’ve written something down? Would you
mind sharing, just so we can all get an idea?”
I’d rather be pushed from a fifty-story building into a vat of snakes and shimmied
through a long, narrow pipe to a pit with hideous bugs. “No...” there seemed to be no way out of
this.
“Well,” Elizabeth said, “Just to give us a general idea will do. Is it somebody famous?”
Why can’t I think of one famous person’s name to say at the moment? There was no way
I was going to read the name on my so-called list. “You know,” I decided it was time to change
the subject, “I’ve learned a lot by going on all these dates.”
Darren snuck out as quietly as possible.
Elizabeth seemed a bit disappointed. “Does it have anything to do with what you have
written down?”
Might as well go for dramatic. I crumbled the paper. “The main thing I’ve learned is...”
what have I learned? I looked around the room and recognized faces. Bart was leaning forward
in his chair. Connor leaned back in his seat and Gunter sat next to him. Peter and Amanda were
sitting next to each other and I didn’t dare look at them long. Trevor had his head down and a
girl next to him rubbed his back. Moroni looked bored. Elvis was moving his head to a tune only
he heard. “I’ve learned about myself, mainly.”
Elizabeth looked at me. “About yourself?”
“Yeah you know,” I looked at everybody again. “I think I’m learning how to be a friend.
At least, I hope that’s what I’m learning. The kind of spouse I want to be.” The room was quiet.
Almost an eerily quiet. That’s when I saw him. Wyatt was standing in the same doorway April
and I had come in and leaning against the post. My heart started beating rapidly - only because
of my impromptu speech, I’m sure. He smiled at me.
“I’ve also learned, dating is hard work,” I laughed and a ripple of laughter went through
the classroom. I took that as my cue to end things and looked at Elizabeth.
“Well, thank you Grace, for sharing what you’ve learned.” She looked at her notes for
her lesson but gave up on it. “I guess we’ll go ahead and have a prayer on the refreshments and
there will be volleyball in the gym.”
After the prayer, April and I waited for the room to empty before standing up.
“Good save,” April Mae smiled at me.
“Thanks, there was no way I was going to read Marc’s name to everyone.” I looked
around at the empty room. “Why did Lexi even bring it up anyway? How could she have
known his name was on there?”
April Mae looked at me as if I had just rambled something in a foreign language. “I
don’t think it was his name she was expecting to hear.”
“What do you mean?”
She continued to look at me as if we were sharing a joke. Trouble was, I didn’t know the
punch-line.
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“Hey you two,” we heard a familiar voice from the doorway.
I turned and was happy to see Wyatt. “Hey Stranger,” I said smiling.
“Can’t imagine who Lexi had in mind,” April mumbled.
I wanted to nonchalantly find out where Wyatt had been. How could I tactfully find out?
“So, where have you been?” Tact has never been a talent of mine.
He smiled. “My sister had her babies on Friday so I’ve been in Idaho.”
“You were,” I was suddenly very happy. “Did you go by yourself?”
He bent his eyebrows. “Yeah, of course.”
So the fact he and Lexi were both gone at the same time was just a coincidence.
“Excuse me,” April Mae said, “did you say, babies?”
He smiled. “Twins. Like us.”
“Oh, the poor girl. I thought that was supposed to skip a generation,” she said and put
her hand on his arm. “Congratulations on being an uncle, anyway.”
He laughed. “Thanks.”
“If you don’t mind, I have a phone call to make,” she waved her cell phone at us to prove
she was going to use it. “I can give you a ride whenever you’re ready. If you still need one.”
She winked at me as she walked out the door.
“So,” I said quickly hoping Wyatt didn’t see the wink, “Idaho?”
He laughed. “Yeah, an uncle for the fourth time.”
“Two in one shot,” I laughed. “She just doubled her numbers like that.” I snapped my
fingers for emphasis.
“I know,” he laughed again.
We looked at each other.
“So, how are the dates going?” he asked.
Awful. “Fine,” I stretched it to two syllables.
He studied my face for a moment and I tried to look innocent like Puss N’Boots from
Shrek. “Right,” he said slowly.
“Tonight’s date, I happen to be choosing an alternate form of transportation home,” just
like the past two dates, “but other than that...”
“Who is your date tonight?”
I bit my bottom lip. “Marc Anthony.”
He looked down at the ground. “Huh, I don’t remember asking him. Somebody must
have switched, sorry about that.”
Off the hook again.
“No problem,” now, “April Mae is going to take me home.”
“Yeah, I heard,” he used his thumb to point out the doorway.
Nothing like an awkward pause to fill in the gaps. “So, I’m pretty tired, I think I’ll go
find April Mae and see if she’s ready to go.”
“Oh yeah,” he said quickly. “I’m beat, too. It was a fast weekend but it was a long
drive.”
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“So, I’ll see you around?” What were we? Leaving after summer camp?
“Definitely,” he walked out with me.
April Mae was sitting on a couch in the foyer talking on her cell phone. She saw us and
held her index finger up.
“So, how is your sister doing?” I asked.
“Great, fine. She’s doing great.” he nodded.
“That’s good,” it was my turn to nod my head. “You know, I drove off our Sunday
School teacher.”
He smiled. “Which one?”
“Dylan.”
“How did you do that?” he laughed. “Wait, wasn’t he one of your dates?”
April Mae joined us.
“Yes, he was,” I answered. “He’s moving to Utah.”
He laughed louder. “He went out with you once, and he’s moving?”
April Mae started laughing, also.
“It’s a talent of mine.” I said straight faced. “I date ‘em and they leave. But, he is going
to Zion.”
“Zion?” he asked.
“Glad I can amuse you.” A flicker of smile crossed my lips.
“You did,” he said controlling his laughter.
“I think we’ll be going now,” I said pretending to be hurt.
“Did Marc runaway, too?” he asked as his parting shot.
“Well,” I looked around, “I haven’t seen him since we got here, so you might want to
check on that.”
He nodded his head mocking seriousness. “I will.”
April Mae looked at me. “Ready when you are.”
******************************
Later that night, Wyatt was staring at his computer screen. Unfortunately, that was all he
was doing. He glanced at the calendar. To stay on schedule, he needed to have the next part of
his presentation done by tonight. But he couldn’t concentrate. The trip to his sister’s had been
good, he was able to step away from his daily life for a few days. He thought for sure when he’d
return, his focus would be sharp and he’d be able to crank out his presentation in just a few days.
But his conversation with Wynonna, on Sunday morning kept coming to mind.
He’d been sitting in the corner of the hospital room holding his youngest nephew, Tyson.
Wynonna held Taralee and both were sleeping in the bed. She opened her eyes and noticed she
had company.
“How long have you been here?” Wynonna asked closing her eyes again.
“Not long,” Wyatt said. “I had breakfast at mom and dad’s before I came over.” He
looked at Tyson. “You done good, sis.”
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She smiled and looked at Taralee. “Aren’t they fantastic?” she asked. “I’m so glad I got
a boy and a girl. Just like us.”
“Yeah,” he smiled. “I think mom is happy, too. Something about knowing what she
went through...”
“Hey,” Wynonna laughed. “I was the good one, you were the problem one, remember?”
Wyatt mocked being offended. “I wasn’t a problem. I was just...”
“Trouble. Annoying?” she offered.
“Active.”
She laughed. “Right.” She tried sitting up.
“Here, let me help you,” Wyatt stood up and laid Tyson in a bayonet. He walked over
and scooped up Taralee in his arms and sat down on the chair again.
“Thanks,” Wynonna said and adjusted herself in bed. She looked at Wyatt holding
Taralee. “Except now, I want to hold one of my babies.”
He stood up and laid Taralee in her bayonet and handed Tyson to Wynonna, “There you
go, momma.” He picked Taralee again and sat down.
“Thanks,”Wynonna smiled. “I know I’m a lot of trouble.”
“Eh,” he shrugged his shoulders. “You’re worth the trouble.”
“Oh, don’t be so mushy,” she held back tears. “I’m still hormonal, you know.”
He laughed.
“By the way,” she looked at Tyson. “I hope he can be a great man, like his uncle.”
“Hey,” Wyatt said, “now look who’s being mushy?”
“I know, I know,” she said quickly and looked at Wyatt. “So, what’s troubling you?”
Twins 101: despite words, they can sense the others feelings to a point.
“What makes you think something is troubling me?” he smiled but avoided looking into
her eyes.
“Oh, I don’t know,” she said in a tone of voice that suggested she did know what she was
talking about. “Maybe it’s because you’ve been pretty quiet since you’ve been here.”
He nodded. “You were sleeping.”
She smiled. “You know what I mean.” She continued to look at him waiting for him to
respond. He concentrated on Taralee’s face. “Let’s see...”
Wyatt sat up and felt like they were starting a game of Battleship.
“Work’s going great for you,” she said.
Miss.
“You seem to be enjoying your church calling...” she continued.
Another miss but he could sense his ship was threatened.
“It must be about...” she smiled. “A girl.”
Hit.
“Romeo, the only girl you’ve talked about all month is the girl you set up on all those
dates.”
Another hit.
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“I’m going to guess your Juliette’s name is Grace.”
“What?” he asked. “That’s crazy. We’re just friends. I’m helping her out.”
She looked at him. “But she is the one on your mind, isn’t she?”
Direct hit right in the middle of the ship.
“Sis,” he said, “you sunk my battleship.”
“Aha,” she said excitedly and caused Tyson to stir. “You like her, don’t you?”
He shifted in the chair.
She continued to look at him.
“You know, Taralee looks a lot like her mother,” he looked at his niece.
Wynonna stuck her tongue in her cheek and smiled.
“Let’s hope she’s nicer than her mother, though,” Wyatt said with a sly grin.
Wynonna laughed. “I am nice. I’m truthful, but nice.”
Wyatt shrugged his shoulders. “You may be right, but this ‘Juliette’ has made it clear she
doesn’t want to date me again.”
She nodded her head slowly. “How do you know for sure?”
“Well,” he stood up and rocked Tyson. “She’s going on 31 dates just so she won’t have
to date me again.”
Wynonna looked at him and started laughing. “That does seem to make a point.”
He nodded. “Yeah.”
“But,” she said slowly, “I wouldn’t be so sure.”
He rolled his eyes.
The door to the room opened and Wynonna’s two older children ran in. “Mommy,
mommy,” cried Joy excitedly. “Daddy let us have ice-cream for breakfast!”
Her husband, Ron, walked in at that moment carrying Payton. “Joy, what did we say
about secrets?”
“Nice,” Wynonna smiled. “At least when they’re on a sugar high today, you’ll be the one
hanging out with them.”
“Yeah, well,” he said sheepishly and kissed her. “I thought they’d like to spend time
with their Uncle Wyatt today.”
“Oh nice,” Wyatt laughed. “Don’t bring me into this.”
“Guess what?” Wynonna smiled. “Wyatt has a girlfriend.”
“What else is new?” Ron asked.
“He’s actually gone out with this one,” she looked at Wyatt, “how many times?”
“A couple of times.”
“Wow,” Ron said. “This sounds serious.”
“Funny.” Wyatt said. “This family is filled with comedians.” He handed Tyson to Ron.
It was time for a change of conversation. “Hey, Joy, want to come with Uncle Wyatt down to
the gift shop?”
“Yeah!” she cried and grabbed hold of his leg.
“How many scoops did you give her?” he asked Ron.
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Ron looked at Wynonna. “I don’t think that’s important.”
Wyatt looked at Wynonna then at Ron. “Right. Well, we’ll be right back.” He held his
hand out for Joy to take and she took it and started swinging their arms. If nothing else, Joy
could prove to be the distraction he needed.

CHAPTER 22
I had only been home an hour when my cell phone rang. “Hello?” I answered.
“Is this Grace?” a squeaky, albeit energetic voice asked.
Why didn’t I let it go to voicemail? “Yes, it is.”
“Fantastic,” he said with such enthusiasm it made me smile. “This is Tom and I was
wondering if you wanted to go out tomorrow night?”
“That sounds great,” I tried to force myself to be as excited as he sounded.
“Fantastic,” he said again. “How about I pick you up around, say, five-ish?”
What else could I say? “Fantastic,” I answered though I regretted it after I said it. I felt
like I let the word down since I couldn’t put as much pep into as he had.
“Fantastic,” he answered as if to demonstrate the proper energy the word needed. “I’m
looking forward to seeing you tomorrow night.”
I decided not to mock the word anymore with my low energy level. “Great.”
After I hung up the phone I looked at a wall mirror in the living room. “Fantastic,” I said
trying to say it with as much enthusiasm as Tom did. “Fantastic,” I tried again this time while
pointing my index fingers at the mirror. “Fantas...”
Just then Matt opened the front door. He looked at me and nodded his head. “What ya
doin?”
“Nothing,” I tried to recover gracefully.
“Right,” he smiled and closed the door.
“How was your day?” I decided to change the subject.
“Not bad, how was yours?”
“Fine.” I sat down on the couch and tucked my knees under my chin. “My date’s name
for tomorrow night is Tom.”
“Which Tom?” he asked as he disappeared down the hallway.
“I don’t know,” I yelled so he could hear me. “But he thinks our date will be fantastic.”
Matt reappeared from the hall “Oh,” he said in a tone that made me wary. “I think
tomorrow will be your best date so far.”
Oh boy.
********
Turns out five-ish was twenty minutes before five. I’m not sure what I was expecting
when I opened the door, but it definitely wasn’t what was waiting for me. Fantastic Tom stood a
few inches shorter than me with red hair and faded freckles on his face.
102

31 Days, 31 Dates by Corina Lee
© 2014 ck’s days

He smiled at me. “You’re Grace, right?”
“That’s me,” I said.
“Fantastic,” I didn’t think it was possible, but his smile grew even bigger. “Are you
ready to go?”
“I am,” I grabbed my jacket as I closed the door. “Where to?”
“We are going to eat and then, I’ve got a surprise.”
“Surprise?” I no longer liked surprises. A surprise led to me mopping a bathroom floor.
“What kind of surprise?”
“You’ll see,” he said laughing. He thought my apprehensiveness was cute. It wasn’t
cute, it was a defense mechanism.
“Great,” I forced a laugh.
He opened the door to his Lexus for me and I slid in. Please, don’t let the surprise
involve a mop or a bathroom.
We drove for a few minutes in silence. “So,” I thought I’d try it again, “when you say
surprise, does it involve a mop?” The direct approach always seems to work best.
“No.”
“A band?”
“No.”
“A rock?”
“No.”
“You’re not getting ready to serve a mission, are you?”
He laughed. “Nope, already served one.”
“Not already dating someone, are you?”
“Not that I know of.”
I thought about it. “We’re not going to a ranch, or going to be around any pregnant farm
animals are we?”
“Those are some of the most random questions I’ve ever been asked.”
“Not if you’ve had the month, I’ve had,” I mumbled.
He laughed again.
It was obvious he wasn’t going to let me know what the surprise was. “So Tom, what do
you do for a living?”
“I’m a motivational speaker.”
“Serious?” I asked.
“Yep,” he said proudly.
“That sounds interesting,” I said absently. I was still dreading what the surprise was
going to be.
“Tell that to my father,” he said while turning a corner without using the brakes.
I clutched the arm rest. “Your father doesn’t like what you do?”
He smiled again, but not the big smile as before. “He wants me to go into the family
business.” Tom darted into the other lane and cut off a car. It honked loudly to let us know.
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“What’s the family business?” I asked while holding my breath while we maneuvered
between two vehicles.
He looked at me. Which I thought was pretty risky since we were tailgating the car ahead
of us. “My father works at Kruse Kontrol.”
His words weren’t really registering. I figured one of us should be concentrating on the
road. In fact, my thoughts consisted of one word over and over again, death, death, death. My
only comfort was the handle on the door which I clutched as if that could save my life.
When we pulled up to a stop light, I let out a sigh of relief to be stopped. “Kruse
Kontrol?” I asked. Where have I heard that name before?
He nodded. “It’s a distribution chain.”
The name sounded familiar to me. I looked out the passenger window and noticed a big
truck next to us. It was nice that it wasn’t moving and I stared at it. The words “Kruse Kontrol
Distribution” jumped out at me. I pointed at the truck. “Kruse Kontrol Distribution?” I asked
again.
He leaned over me to look at what I was pointing at. “Yeah, that’s where my dad wants
my future.”
I knew where I had seen that name before. Everywhere. Not just in Laramie, but I saw
them when I lived in Utah. The trucks are all over.
Unfortunately the light turned green and we were off again. I felt like a speed car racer
zipping in and out of traffic. Car sickness had never affected me but I think with each weave I
grew closer to experiencing it. For the rest of the ride I tried to keep my eyes and my mouth
closed as much as possible. My eyes to block things out, my mouth to keep things in.
When we finally pulled up to the restaurant and the valet opened my door, I wanted to
kiss the ground. Instead, I forced myself to stand on shaky legs. The restaurant was one I had
only heard about before and I was thankful I was wearing a dress. Even so, my Sunday dress felt
frumpy compared to all the other elegant dresses the women who were entering were wearing.
The maître d’ smiled as we entered. “Ah, Mr. Kruse, how are you this fine evening?” I
was disappointed. My first maître d’ and he didn’t have a French accent. Then I realized what
he had said. Mr. Kruse? Tom’s family wasn’t a part of Kruse Kontrol, they were Kruse
Kontrol! Which led to my second realization: I was on a date with Tom Kruse.
We were led to our table. Tom seemed to know almost everyone in the restaurant. Other
patrons smiled and greeted him. One older gentleman stopped us and asked how Tom’s dad was
doing. Tom replied his father was doing fantastic.
When we finally sat at our private table I looked at him. “Tom Kruse?” I asked.
He nodded his head. “Didn’t I mention my last name?”
I shook my head slowly. “Don’t recall that you did, no.”
“Hmm,” he opened his menu. “That’s odd, that’s usually the first thing I tell people. Hi,
I’m Tom Kruse. Not the actor, but the good looking one.” He grinned.
“Don’t you have a middle name you could use?”
“Yeah, but I choose not to.” He set the menu down.
“Why?” What could be worse than going through life explaining you’re not Tom Cruise
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but Tom Kruse?
He leaned forward and whispered. “It’s Penelope.”
I looked at him. His face broke into another grin and we started laughing.
“Well, that would be worse,” I agreed.
Tom waved his hand. “Nah, I don’t have a middle name. I could change my name but,
I’m actually a junior.”
I nodded my head slowly. “Oh. So looks like you’re going to stay Tom Kruse.”
“Looks like it,” he smiled.
“Of the Kruse family empire.”
He sighed. “Looks like it.” He said again.
I studied him. For somebody who could afford all the comforts of life, he seemed almost
like a prisoner. Somebody without any control of his future. He knew eventually he would take
over the company like his father wanted, and he knew that time was soon coming.
“So,” I said again, “a motivational speaker?”
His face lit up again. I sensed there was another ‘fantastic’ waiting to come out.
“I don’t think I’ve ever met one before. What exactly do you do?”
He seemed to be in his element again. His enthusiasm rose as he talked about the
different organizations that invite him to speak. Mainly schools. He really liked working with
the youth and helping them to understand the consequences of their actions.
“In fact,” he said while we ate dessert. “I’m leaving for Africa in two weeks.”
“Africa?” I asked.
“I’m going to volunteer there for a month working with the youth.”
Color me impressed. I had never volunteered my services outside of church, let alone the
continent.
“After that,” his smile disappeared for the first time since we’d been talking about his
volunteer efforts. “I’ve agreed to take over the family business.”
My heart dropped for him. “Sorry.”
He shrugged his shoulders. “It’ll be good.” It sounded like he was convincing himself.
He looked at his watch. “We better hurry if we want to get to the surprise on time.”
“What?” I asked looking around me. “I thought this was the surprise.”
“This?” he laughed. “This was dinner.” My face must have looked pretty pathetic
because he took pity on me. “Do you really want to know what the surprise is?”
“Oh yes, please,” I realized it came out close to begging.
He laughed again. “We’re going to the opera in Denver. I happen to be a pilot and we
will fly down.”
“The opera?” I think he was expecting a different reaction. Maybe a ‘fantastic’ or
something close to it. I forced a smile. “Great.”
I had actually been to an opera once. When I was twelve, my grandma thought I needed
some culture. An opera happened to be passing through Salt Lake and she purchased tickets for
the two of us. It was a big deal. My mom bought a new dress and I got to get my hair done the
105

31 Days, 31 Dates by Corina Lee
© 2014 ck’s days

day before.
First, my grandma took me out to eat. I felt so grown up sitting in my fancy dress at the
restaurant. She let me order anything I wanted. Unfortunately, what I wanted didn’t sit well with
a nervous stomach. By the time we entered the auditorium and took our seats, I was nauseous. I
sat in my seat hoping the performance would begin so that it would be over and we could go
home. The curtains finally went up, and I looked at my grandma. I hadn’t told her anything
because I didn’t want to ruin her day. Five minutes into the first act, I had to run out and find a
restroom, barely making it before I got sick. My grandma came looking for me and we were in
the restroom until she thought I could make it home. That was the end of my cultural learning.
That was fifteen years ago. Surely, I was more mature and ready for the opera now.
Tom and I made it to the airport and climbed aboard a tiny plane. The type of plane that didn’t
fly smoothly. Let’s just say, I could feel every speed bump in the sky.
Have you ever watched a movie with a guy flying a plane and he asks his date if she
wants to fly the plane for a bit? It seems so romantic, doesn’t it? Such a lovely gesture. If
you’re like me, you watch a scene like that in a movie and wish it would happen to you.
Well, it did happen to me. Tom asked if I wanted to fly the plane in the ultimate
romantic gesture. And what do you think I said?
“Uh,” my stomach was starting to do flips. “No, thank you.”
It surprised us both. But at that moment, I just wanted everything to stop spinning. And
I really, really wanted to keep dinner inside me.
After the plane ride, Tom drove us to the venue and we made good time. Too good of
time. The car ride to the venue was the last straw. When we sat in our assigned seats, I tried to
focus on the seat in front of me, and made my brain take note I wasn’t moving, I’d be okay.
I was wrong. Five minutes before the performance, I had to excuse myself to the
restroom. During intermission I was rinsing my face at the sink. An older lady walked in and
asked, “Is there a Grace Perkins in here?”
I looked at her. “That’s me.”
“Oh dear.” She looked at a piece of paper in her hand and read, “Tom says he is waiting
for you in the lobby and he’ll take you home now, if you want to go.”
Yes, I wanted to go. No, I didn’t want him to take me.
I smiled weakly. “Thanks.” I dried my face off with a towel and walked out. It was
going to be a long ride home.

CHAPTER 23
I wasn’t taking any chances on the ride home and kept my eyes closed for the whole trip.
I only peaked when I had to board the plane and then when I had to get back into the car. Tom
was pretty attentive during the trip and kept asking about my wellbeing. I apologized profusely
for ruining the evening. He shrugged it off and smiled.
Matt was lying on the couch when I trudged into our apartment.
“Hey,” I said weakly.
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“Hey,” he answered not taking his eyes off the television set. “How was your date with
Tom?”
I didn’t feel like talking about it. The only thing I wanted to do was sit in a motionless
room and wait for my stomach to arrive. I flopped down on the couch and on his legs.
“Hey,” he said again this time complaining. “We do have other furniture, you know.”
We both looked at the chair which was clear across the room but I stayed where I was at.
“At least let me move my legs,” he slid his legs out from under me. “Not your best
date?” he asked with a hint of attitude.
“The date was fine...” I mumbled.
He looked at me for the first time. “Are you all right? You don’t look so well...”
I looked at him. Before I could answer my phone rang in the kitchen where I had left it.
The dreaded phone. It brought only bad news into our home.
Matt reached over to answer it for me.
“I’ll give you ten-thousand dollars not to answer it.” I said.
He nodded his head. “That would be tempting if I knew you had ten-thousand dollars.”
“One hundred dollars?” I offered. He continued walking to the kitchen. I quickly
calculated how much money I had in my purse. “Ten dollars?” Oh wait, I used that for lunch
today. “One dollar and some change?”
“Hello?” he answered the phone. He looked at me, “It’s for you.”
I rolled my eyes as he handed me the phone. I took a deep breath, “Hello?”
“Hi Grace, this is Jake Hill and I was wondering if you wanted to go out with me
tomorrow night. On a date that is...” he clarified quickly.
“Sure,” I said with as much enthusiasm as I could muster. Which wasn’t any.
“Oh,” he said a bit nervous, “great.”
There was a moment of silence.
“Listen,” he continued nervously, “I’m not much of a dater. Would it be all right if we
just went to a movie?”
I perked up. A movie? That sounds so... normal. “That sounds great,” I said this time
with a bit more enthusiasm.
“Okay,” he said sounding encouraged. “I’ll pick you up at six-thirty?”
Is it too soon to tell you I love you? “Great, I’ll see you then.” Finally, a normal date.

The next night after my date, I laid on the couch in the dark. My plan was to let the
darkness consume me. It might have worked if Matt hadn’t come home and turned on the light.
“Bright light,” I complained.
“Oh sorry,” Matt flipped the switch again and let darkness fill the room. “Grace,” he said
slowly.
“Yeah?” I said as slow.
“Whatcha doin?”
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I had to be honest. “Wallowing.”
The only sound I could hear was him fumbling in the dark. Suddenly there was a dull
thud and he screamed, “Ouch!” I heard him fall onto the chair.
He’ll get used to the dark - eventually.
“Grace, this is ridiculous, can we please turn on the light?”
I didn’t answer.
“Please, I could be bleeding,” he begged.
It didn’t sound like a noise that would have produced any blood. I remained silent.
“I think I lost a toe,” he continued.
I laughed. “Probably not an important toe.”
“Oh, that’s just mean,” he complained and I heard him stand up. “You are heartless,” he
said as he found his way to the lamp. He turned on the light and saw me sitting right next to it.
“I was just joking before, but you are kinda mean.”
“Sorry,” I said softening a little. “But I’m trying to hide.”
He nodded his head as if it made sense. But then he looked around the apartment. “Who
are you hiding from? If it’s me, you’re not very good at it.”
I laughed again. “Not you.”
He waited for an answer.
“From life. I’m hiding from life for awhile.” The master interrogator had pulled the truth
out of me again.
“Oh,” he said and looked down.
The truth was, April Mae was out of town again visiting family. Which left me alone to
analyze my date. And it wasn’t pretty.
“Date didn’t go so well?” he asked.
“We were going to a movie, a movie, I like movies. Doesn’t that sound harmless?” I
rambled.
He bit his bottom lip and looked in the direction of his room.
“I thought after all the crazy dates I’ve had, this one seemed like it was going to be
different. I thought for sure I had found my soul mate.”
Matt coughed to cover a laugh.
“I know, I know, but this date sounded so...”
He waited for me to finish.
“Normal.”
He wasn’t sure how to proceed. I could sense that he was getting uncomfortable the
closer we got to “girls talk” but he knew I needed help. “What movie did you go to?”
I sighed. “It was a Three Stooges marathon.”
He nodded his head. “That was bad?” Despite his efforts, he was not April Mae.
“Three Stooges?” I asked. “I’m not a Three Stooges fan.”
“How can you not like the Three Stooges?” he asked. “Their Americana at its best.”
I looked at him. “That’s what America has to offer the world? Abusing your friends to
get some cheap laughs?”
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“Why I oughta...nyuk, nyuk, nyuk.”
It wasn’t convincing me.
He then proceeded to demonstrate, via a one man show, the best of the Three Stooges. I
knew the conversation had ended and I still didn’t appreciate the Three Stooges. But I did
appreciate the One Stooge who was trying hard to make me laugh.
It worked for a few minutes.
When he could sense I had lightened up a bit, he sat down next to me on the couch. “So
you didn’t find your soul mate on this date, big deal. The Three Stooges isn’t a deal maker
anyway.”
Oh yeah, tonight’s date. “It wasn’t the Three Stooges fault,” I explained. “I tried to like
the Three Stooges, I really did. But then my date...”
“What?” he asked.
I really didn’t want to say this out loud.
“What happened?” he asked seriously.
“Then he...” the word felt like a one-ton melon trying to squeeze out a one-inch hole.
“What did he do?” he asked again.
I closed my eyes. “He laughed.”
Matt let the words sink in. “He laughed?”
“My date laughed and...” how can I put this tactfully? “And he sounded like a siren
playing backwards. Or some long forgotten animal dying a slow, painful death. Everybody
looked at us and a couple of people asked if he needed medical attention.”
Matt listened intently. “Was your date with Jake Hill?”
“Yes!”
“Oh yeah, nice guy but, don’t get him laughing.”
“That would have been good to know, I don’t know, about three or four hours ago!”
“The siren description,” he continued waving me off, “that’s pretty good.” He did his
best impression, which was close, but nothing could compare to the real thing.
“Stop!” I laughed. “That’s mean.” Albeit true.
“Don’t worry about it,” he stood up. “So Jake isn’t your soul mate, you’ve still got...” he
counted on his fingers, “at least fifteen more dates to find him. He’s out there, don’t give up.”
And that concluded his portion of girl talk. Unfortunately, we hadn’t gotten to the real reason I
was wallowing. It looked like I was going to have to wait until April Mae got back into town
before I could talk about it. That night, I had a restless sleep. The only dream I could remember
involved Jake and I being the only two people left on earth. And I sent him to live in Africa.

Blame it on the restless sleep. Whatever was the cause, I woke up in a bad mood the next
morning. I didn’t feel like going to work. When I got to work, I wasn’t happy with the fact I
had two weddings to edit. Tameka called in sick, so I still didn’t get any girl talk in. The
morning dragged on, I was very much aware of each passing second. Marc Anthony’s words
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kept bouncing around in my thoughts. A single girl, editing weddings, how depressing!
When lunch time rolled around, I was more than ready. I grabbed my purse and headed
out the side door. Maybe I had too much on my mind, but I opened the door and let it swing
without stopping it. It flew open and swung wide but instead of crashing into the building, it
stopped short and swung back quickly to me. I stopped it with my hands which caused it to
bounce back. My heart sank. It should have hit the wall, but it didn’t. I had a feeling I knew
what stopped it and I grabbed it. I didn’t want to look what was on the other side. Or rather, as I
could feel it in my heart, who was on the other side. Images of a little old lady or man lying
sprawled on the ground came to my mind. I closed my eyes and peeked around. Sure enough,
someone was doubled over holding his nose. Slowly I realized, it was Wyatt.
“Oh my...” I said quickly and shut the door behind me. “Are you okay?” I put my arm
around him and helped him sit on the pavement.
“Ow,” he said rather calmly considering his nose was bleeding.
Ew, gross. “Let me run and get something for this,” I said quickly. I ran back inside the
building and grabbed some toilet paper and paper towel. When I got back outside, my boss,
Leslie, was talking to Wyatt. “Here you go,” I offered the wad of toilet paper to Wyatt first.
“Grace,” my boss said in his squeaky voice. “How many times have I told you to be
careful opening that door?”
“Normally I am careful,” I was just busy wallowing in self-pity though.
“We need to practice safety first. Safety at all times.” Before Leslie opened her own
video production place, she worked for ten years as a local manager at a national retail store.
“Id wadn’t her fauld,” Wyatt tried to defend me while holding the toilet paper to his nose.
“I wad comin to turprize der.” He looked at me and tried to smile, “Turprize!”
Leslie wasn’t impressed. “Grace, maybe you should take him to the hospital.”
I nodded. “I better get some more toilet paper.” I went back inside and Leslie followed
me.
“So,” Leslie said, “he’s your friend.?”
I nodded as I looked through our cabinets for a roll of toilet paper.
“Has he ever sued anyone before?”
“Not that I know of.”
She nodded her head and opened a locked cabinet. She pulled out two rolls of toilet
paper and handed them to me. “Maybe you should take the rest of the day off, and make sure
he’s okay.”
“If you think that’s best.” I walked out and helped Wyatt stand up. His blood had
already soaked through the toilet paper I had given him earlier. “Ew,” I said. “Here’s some
more. Are you all right?”
He took the paper and tipped his head back. “Oh yeah, jut a tentitive node.”
I nodded. “I think I’ll take you to the hospital.”
“I’d apprediate dat.”
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Spending my afternoon in the emergency room was not how I had anticipated spending
my afternoon. Unfortunately, a nose bleed was not considered a high emergency. We had to
wait.
“Toe,” Wyatt asked while holding his head back and holding the toilet paper to his nose
tightly, “howt ture dates?”
“Fine,” I lied.
“Whod tue go wif lat nite?”
“Jake Hill,” I said.
“Oh,” he said trying hard not to smile, “howt wat dat?”
“Fine,” I lied again.
“Really?” he asked and looked at me. Which was a mistake and he had to quickly tilt his
head back again.
“No,” I said.
“Yeah, he’d a nide guy, but hid laugh...”
“It’s not him, it’s me.” I said looking straight ahead.
“Wad do tue mean?” he tried tipping his head so he could look at me.
“I realized, I’m...” I looked around and buried my face in my hands. “I’m fallow.”
“Tuer fallow?” he asked.
I couldn’t help but laugh. I lifted my head up. “I’m shallow, all right. I’m a shallow girl.
Matt was right about me.”
“Tuer tallow?” he repeated.
“Yes, I will never get married because I’m waiting for perfection which doesn’t exist.”
There, I said it out loud.
He looked at me the best he could, and said. “Tuer nod tallow. Tuer...”
I looked at him. “Picky isn’t any better.”
“Pardiculah.”
“Particular?” That was pretty much the same as picky.
He nodded. “Dats a good ding. Ader all, tuer nod marrying dor time, bud for edernidy.”
The weight on my shoulders slipped off.
“And,” he continued, “id tuer goin by Jake Till, hed a nide guy, bud, he id twendy-nine
and dill dingle. Id nod tue.”
Was I ever worried? He was pretty good at this girl talk for being a guy. I hugged him,
gross, bloody shirt and all. Even though he couldn’t completely hug me back while holding his
toilet paper on his nose, it was still a better hug than even April Mae’s.
I sat back and looked at him. He looked kind of pathetic with the toilet paper crammed to
his nose. “I am really sorry about this.”
“Ah,” he waved me off.
“My boss gave me the rest of the day off, so I’m yours for the rest of the day.”
He raised his eyebrows at me.
“To help you.” I added quickly.
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Just then, a nurse came and called his name.
“I’ll wait for you here.” I said as the nurse helped him back. He used his free hand to
give me a thumb’s up sign.
CHAPTER 24
It turned out, Wyatt’s nose wasn’t too sensitive. It was broken. Which made me feel
even worse. After the hospital, I drove him to his apartment. The nurse had given him some
pain medication and although he tried to carry on a conversation with me, after a few minutes, he
was sleeping soundly. I didn’t want to leave him alone, so I went into his living room and
flipped on his television. The room smelled like new furniture and I opened a window to get
some fresh air. But the noise from the traffic drowned out the television. It was a beautiful day
outside so I decided to keep the window open just a crack, it wasn’t like I was watching anything
important anyway.
I noticed he had some magazines on his coffee table and I glanced through them. Most
were about Web Designing and I ended up flipping through them quickly. About four o’clock I
dozed off on his couch and had a weird dream which involved Wyatt, me and a game of hockey.
I kept knocking him around making his nose bleed. Around the third quarter a familiar song
started to play, and wouldn’t shut up. I realized I knew the song, it was the same as my ring-tone
on my phone.
I woke up to a start and answered my phone. “Hello?” I asked realizing I wasn’t really
playing hockey.
“Grace?” A smooth voice said. “This is Kirt.”
“Who?” I asked.
I could tell I was on speaker phone. “Kirt Patrick, your date for tonight.” He sounded a
bit annoyed to have to explain.
I had forgotten I hadn’t had a date set for tonight yet.
“Listen,” he continued. “I’ll be a bit late picking you up tonight, things are a bit hectic
here in the office...no, I don’t want that copy, I told you it wasn’t any good...”
“Excuse me?” I asked feeling a bit lost with the whole conversation.
“Talking to Marjorie, my secretary,” he explained smoothly.
“No, I understood that,” not really, “but what plans do we have for tonight?” I racked my
brain for any remembrance of talking to a Kirt Patrick yesterday and discussing a date.
He was silent for a moment. I could hear a couple of clicks and could tell he picked up
the receiver. “So sorry, I meant to have Marjorie call you yesterday with the details and just
realized I forgot to leave her a note. Poor girl, can’t read my mind.” He laughed a controlled,
forced way that made Jake Hill’s sound...human. “Listen, I don’t have time to talk, this
conversation should have ended two minutes ago...”
“Excuse me?”
“I’ll pick you up for dinner at seven-thirty sharp.”
I believed him when he said sharp. “Fine, but...”
“Great, see you then.” He hung up.
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I looked at the phone hoping he could feel my dirty look through it. “See you at seventhirty sharp.” I repeated. It was only four-thirty. I decided I should stay with Wyatt for as long
as possible. Besides, if I had to make Mr. Seven-thirty Sharp wait, I didn’t really mind.
Wyatt slept straight through. At six-thirty I decided to head home so I could change for
my date. I wasn’t sure, but I had a feeling wherever Mr. Sharp was taking me, my jeans
probably wouldn’t do. I was still hesitant to leave Wyatt, but he sleept pretty soundly. I grabbed
his keys and wrote a short note, in case he did wake up.
I was ready for the date when my door-bell rang at seven-thirty sharp. “Hi,” I said
opening the door hoping my first impression was rushed.
“Hello,” he drawled looking bored. He checked his watch. “Shall we go?”
I bit my top lip and followed him to his car. He opened the car door for me at least, and I
could see he checked his watch again as he walked to his door.
“Listen,” I said when he got in. “My friend, well, actually Wyatt, you know Wyatt,
right?”
He sighed and looked at me as he started the car.
“Anyway,” I continued, “he had a bit of an accident and I was wondering if we could
stop and pick up his car for him on the way. See,” for some reason, I decided rambling was
annoying Kirt so I kept going, “he came by work today and well, I gave him a bloody nose.”
Kirt looked at me.
“Not on purpose, see, there was this door...” I felt like a teenager relating the latest
drama.
“We don’t have time,” he answered shortly as he pulled into traffic.
“Excuse me?” I asked.
“We have dinner reservations at eight and then I have to go back to work.”
Was he actually telling me no to a good deed? “Well, I just want to get his car back to
him.” I looked out the window. “Couldn’t we go and get it then, I don’t know, just go to
McDonald’s after?”
Kirt let out a snort. “McDonald’s? I haven’t eaten there in fifteen years.”
I bit my top lip again as we rode in silence. “Listen,” I said slowly and softly as if we
had eavesdroppers. “How about if you drop me off at work, and we can go our separate ways.
No one has to know.”
He was silent for a moment. “No one has to know?”
“I won’t tell if you won’t,” just let me out of this car, please!
He sighed. “Where do you want me to,” he emphasized the last few words, “drop you off
at?”
I smiled and gave him the address.
When we pulled into the parking lot, he looked at his watch again. “I can still probably
make dinner,” he said more to himself.
I didn’t mention the fact that we could have still gone together, in separate cars. Instead I
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got out, and thanked him for a wonderful time.
He might have picked up the sarcasm because he sped off before I even got to Wyatt’s
car. “Nice,” I said to the cool night. “Chivalry just dried up and died.”
I walked to Wyatt’s car mumbling. “This day just keeps getting better,” I complained out
loud. My only consolation was the fact it was almost over. What else could possibly go wrong?
I unlocked the car door and climbed in. That’s when I remembered, Wyatt’s car was a standard.
I laid my head back on the seat. “You’ve got to be kidding me.”
I learned how to drive a stick shift. Ten years ago. Quickly I tried remembering the
basics. “Okay, clutch in, start the car...” so far so good. “Let off the clutch, push on the gas.”
The car jerked forward. “Too much,” I said undeterred and started the car again. For the most
part it came back to me, once I got it into first, the rest was fairly easy. As long as I didn’t have
to put it into reverse. It died a couple of times at stop lights, but all in all, I was quite proud of
myself when I pulled into Wyatt’s parking garage at eight-thirty.
The note was still where I had left it and so was he. I put the keys on the counter and
called Matt. No answer. I was so anxious to get away from Kirt I hadn’t thought the plan
through completely. April Mae was still out of town and my only other contact was fast asleep
on his bed. How was I going to get home? I called Matt’s cell phone. No answer. I looked
through my contacts on my cell phone. The little list seemed pathetic. I thought about calling
Tameka but remembered she was filming a wedding reception. I kept scrolling through the list
of names as if expecting one of them to call out, “Choose me, choose me.”
Finally, I hovered over Steve’s number. Was it considered proper etiquette to call
someone you dated once for a ride? Somehow I doubted it, but I was desperate. Being the
fiscally retentive soul that I am, I really didn’t want to pay for a taxi. I scanned through the other
numbers to make sure I didn’t overlook an obvious choice. I looked around Wyatt’s apartment
as if looking for more clues. There weren’t any.
I took a deep breath and pushed the send button. If he never answered his phone for
Andrew, he probably wouldn’t answer for me.
“Hello?” he answered causing me to jump.
“Steve?” I said quickly.
“Yeah, this is me,” he said slowly.
“This is Grace, Grace Perkins. We went out, well, not really out, but went together to
Break the Fast, well, no not really, we actually only made it to the Fireside. Not the whole
fireside, just the end of it.”
“Grace,” he said mercifully interrupting me. “I know who you are, I saw you on my
caller ID.”
“Oh right,” I answered and sat down on the couch. This conversation was already
exhausting me. “I’m a friend of April Mae’s.” Since I was about to ask a huge favor, I thought
it couldn’t hurt to throw that in there.
“I know,” he laughed, “I remember.”
“Well,” I squeezed my eyes shut. “The thing is, I’m at Wyatt’s and he broke his nose.
Actually, I kind of broke his nose. Anyway, his nose is broken and he’s sleeping, but my date
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wouldn’t let me drop off his car, so he, my date that is, dropped me off and I drove Wyatt’s car
but I don’t have a way to get home.” It came out in one breath and even I couldn’t understand
what I had just said. “But I tried calling my brother for a ride, but he’s not answering and April
Mae is out of town...” I couldn’t bring myself to actually ask for a ride.
“Grace,” he said slowly.” “Do you need a ride?”
“Oh yes, please.” Oh yes, please? What am I? In first grade?
“You’re at Wyatt’s?”
“Yes,” I thought it best to stick to one word answers.
“I’ll be right there.” He hung up and I tried to determine if he sounded put out at all. He
didn’t seem to be, but I couldn’t tell for sure.
Fifteen minutes later, he knocked on the door.
“Thank you so much for coming.”
“No problem,” he smiled. Even his eyes twinkled which made me relax a little.
“Wyatt is still knocked out. I hate to leave him alone for the night...”
“Don’t worry, I’ll drop you off and then come back and stay the night with him.”
I felt like a huge load had been lifted off my shoulders. “Oh thank you,” I moved closer
to hug him.
“Whoa,” he held his arms up to stop me. “I don’t want my nose broken.”
It took a moment for his words to register. I smiled. “I didn’t physically break his nose.”
I mimicked punching him. “It was actually the door that broke his nose. I just...facilitated it.”
“Ah,” he said as if it made perfect sense.
I filled in the details much more coherently on the ride to my home.
“So,” I said after filling him in with the complete story, “how long have you known
Wyatt?”
“Wyatty?” he asked. “We go way back. His dad served a mission with my dad.”
“Oh, your dad served a mission?” I asked as I slid toward him during a turn.
“Yeah,” I could tell he was smiling. “I’m the bad apple that rolled away from the tree.”
“No,” I said quickly, “I just meant...” but that’s exactly what I had meant.
“It’s okay. Even I wonder how a stellar LDS couple like the O’Sheas ended up with me.”
We drove in silence for a moment. “See, my parents moved here when I was a senior in high
school. I hated it. But they were both killed in a car wreck a couple of years ago and now I just
can’t seem to leave.”
“I’m sorry about your parents,” I said slowly as I slid into the door.
“Okay, wasn’t your fault,” he smiled. “I don’t know what I would have done without
Wyatt.”
“Wyatt?”
“Yeah, he really helped me pull through. If he hadn’t been around, I hate to think what
would have happened to me.”
I grimaced at the thought also.
“I don’t believe all the stuff Wyatt does, or what my parents did. But sometimes I wish I
did.”
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“What do you mean?” I asked as we pulled into the parking lot for my apartment.
“All your,” he waved his hands in the air, “beliefs don’t mean much to me. But it means
everything to Wyatt. And it meant everything to my parents”
I nodded.
“I wish I felt the same, that’s all.” He stopped the jeep.
I wanted to say something profound. “Thank you for the ride. I appreciate it. I’ll call
Wyatt tomorrow and see how he’s feeling.” I opened the door and got out. Before I shut the
door I leaned over the seat toward him. “If it means anything, it seemed like I couldn’t feel
anything.”
He nodded. “So what did you do?”
I smiled. “Prayed and read.”
Steve laughed. “Primary answers.”
“Yeah, but there’s a reason they’re primary answers.” I closed the door and watched him
pull away. Quickly I said a silent prayer I had said the right thing.
CHAPTER 25
After breaking somebody’s nose, my next date turned out to be quite boring. In fact, I
was in the process of trying to rest my eyes one eye at a time when I realized my date was
watching me closely. A little too closely. Creepy closely. I could feel my cheeks turn red and
concentrated on my dinner plate. Unfortunately, my date had ordered our plates at a political
convention weeks in advance. Which means, I didn’t have a choice. Which means the smell of
fish wafted up to me. It was making me nauseous.
“You’re not eating,” my date observed.
“Guess I’m not that hungry,” I lied. Since the room was crowded and very noisy I took a
chance he wouldn’t hear my stomach complaining with hunger.
He nodded slowly still watching me.
Maybe he had super human hearing and could hear my stomach.
“So Grace,” he said.
“So...” I would have said his name but the truth was, I wasn’t sure what his name was.
For the entire time we were on the date, I had been trying to remember what he said last night on
the phone. It was either Porter Parker or Parker Porter. We were in a room among his people
and everyone seemed to know him. Unfortunately, some called him Parker and others Porter. I
bit my top lip. “Thanks for inviting me to this,” I waved my hand around the room to
demonstrate what I was talking about. “It’s...” What I wanted to say was, so boring I would
rather be watching a lamb be born again. Which translated roughly into, “Fantastic.”
He smiled. “It’s boring as all get out,” he said confidentially.
I looked at him to make sure I understood what he had just said.
“What can I say,” he straightened a napkin on the table. “It’s part of my job.”
“Your job?” I asked and leaned forward a little. “What do you do?”
His eyes darted down and looked like I had just let some air out of him. “I work for the
newspaper here in town.”
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I sucked on my top lip. To be honest, I’m not much of a newspaper person. I don’t think
I had looked at the local newspaper once since moving here. Matt always had it on the kitchen
table, and occasionally I would look at the comics or try to work the crossword puzzle. By PP’s
look, I could tell I should have known the answer but after 18 dates, I was feeling a tad
bit...ornery. So, instead of keeping quiet, I pressed on. “What do you do there?”
He let out a short laugh. “I’m a reporter.”
“Oh,” I said forgetting what was on my plate and putting a fork full of fish in my mouth.
As soon as the fish hit my tongue, I realized what I had done. My taste buds started revolting.
“Don’t like fish?” he asked.
“It’s fine,” I said without swallowing. Actually, there are two things I never liked the
taste of: fish and cherries.
“Parker,” somebody came up to our table and took my date’s attention away from me.
While they engaged in conversation, I had to think fast. My stomach was hungry enough
to take the fish, but my tongue would not let it pass. I coughed into my cloth napkin and spit the
fish into it. Just as Parker’s friend walked off. I rolled the napkin into a ball and stuck it on my
plate to remind me not to eat anymore.
Parker looked at my napkin then at me.
“So,” I tried to look innocent. “Do you like your job?”
“It has its moments.” He leaned closer to me as if he were about to whisper something
confidentially. “I realize it’s a podunk paper, in a podunk town. My goal is to get on at the
Denver Post.”
“Oh,” I nodded feeling like I had just received some privileged information.
“In fact,” he leaned back in his chair. “I’m working on a story that just might help me get
there.”
“Great!” I said as enthusiastically as I could. “Some big scoop, huh?” I started to reach
for my fork but saw the napkin on my plate and took a drink of water instead.
“You could say that,” he smiled. It wasn’t a warm smile. It reminded me of a
politician’s smile who was trying to get what he wanted.
I nodded again, but chills went up my back.
“Cold?” he asked and took off his sports jacket. Before I could answer, he had it
wrapped around me.
“Thank you,” I said. The jacket didn’t make me feel any warmer.
“But that’s enough about me, I want to know all about you.”
I took another drink of water. “What about me?”
“This bet you and Wyatt have going, how did that come about?”
I didn’t want to do it, but his voice was so soothing and he was such a good listener. It
was easy to open up to him. He asked questions that made me think and I didn’t realize how
much I was talking.
Until I walked into the kitchen the next morning and found Matt reading the paper.
“Good morning,” I said groggily as I sat down in the chair opposite him.
He bent the paper to look at me but didn’t say anything.
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I reached for the cereal and took some flakes out with my hand.
“So,” he said. “How was your date last night?”
I shrugged. “The date was kind of boring but my date was...” he seemed nice, but there
was something preventing me from describing Parker or Porter as nice. “All right, I guess.”
Matt put the paper down and turned it to face me. “Look.”
I leaned forward and familiarity caught my attention first. “It is Porter Parker!” I said
relieved as if I had just remembered a long forgotten song lyric. Then my eyes made their way
to the big print above his name. “Mormon Girl Seeks to Reverse Tradition.” I sat back in my
chair and took some more cereal flakes from the box. “He said he was working on a big story, I
wonder if that’s it.” I popped some cereal in my mouth. “Gee, I wonder if it’s anyone we
know?”
Matt stared at me.
Suddenly, the dots connected. And I didn’t like the picture they made. “Me?” I
exclaimed and leaned forward to look at the article again. “He’s talking about me?” I scanned
the article quickly. Words like, multiple dates, can’t decide, and playing jumped out at me. “Oh,
this is bad.” I skipped to the end. “In a tradition that accepted multiple wives, perhaps this
modern Mormon girl is trying have multiple husbands.” I felt sick.
“Why did you go out with Porter Parker?” Matt asked.
“He called and asked for a date. “Isn’t he LDS?”
Matt sighed. “His name is on the rolls, but that’s about it. I’ve never seen him at church
or an activity.”
I wanted to hide. “Why would Wyatt ask him to date me?” I put my forehead in my hand.
My phone rang. Matt answered it as I looked at the paper again.
“It’s Wyatt.”
At first, I didn’t want to speak to him. But I grabbed the phone. I wanted to tell him off
and to tell him the whole thing was off. It came out as a weak, “Hello?”
“Grace,” he said quickly. “I just saw the paper. Why did you go out with Porter
Parker?”
“Excuse me?” I snapped. “You are the one who fixing me up with all these dates,
remember?”
“I never,” he raised his voice, “never fixed you up with Porter Parker.”
Even though I didn’t like his tone, a wave of relief swept over me. “He called and asked
me for a date, I assumed he was one of your guys.”
Wyatt was silent for a moment. “Ok.” He sighed. “I don’t know how this happened but
let me make some calls. Can I come over about one?”
“That would be great.”
When Wyatt showed up at one, he brought some answers. He also sported a white
bandage over his nose still. I couldn’t help but feel guilty every time I looked at him. This is
what we pieced together: he had fixed me up with a guy from the ward named Emmett Starks.
Emmett is a local DJ who moonlighted by DJ’ing at private parties. He had gotten a job and
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couldn’t make it on the date. His roommate was supposed to go in his place, but decided he
didn’t want to go on a blind date. Apparently, his roommate’s cousin, Porter Parker, was
intrigued by the idea of my dating situation and offered to go. His whole intent was to write a
story that he could use for his portfolio. Up until that time, he had only gone to city council
meetings and wrote the minutes for the paper. He saw this as an opportunity and took it.
“It’s just a small Wyoming paper,” I said after hours of fuming. “Who will read it?”
“And it wasn’t even that well written,” Wyatt joined in.
“It will probably be forgotten in no time.” Matt offered.
“In no time,” I repeated. But I was pretty sure the next couple of days were going to be
miserable.
CHAPTER 26
I thought the newspaper was a dying medium. Who still reads the paper when the
internet was so much handier? By the time I went to meet my next date that afternoon, I had
almost convinced myself no one would have read the article. After all, if Matt hadn’t pointed it
out to me, I wouldn’t have read it. I was wrong.
The first thing I learned that day was people in a small town still very much read the
paper. The second thing I learned was the game of “Telephone” must have been invented in a
small town.
My date for the day was Doogan O’Hara. He was throwing a Bar-B-Que for the ward
members at his house so I agreed to meet him there. I had seen him a couple of times at church
but had never really gotten to know him.
I showed up a few minutes early so that I could meet him without having the whole ward
watch us. He answered the door wearing a large floral print shirt with long shorts and flip flops
on. His hair was receding and I felt sorry for him. He seemed too young to lose his hair. His
smile was warm and inviting and he invited me in.
He led me through his house and into his backyard where he already had the grill on.
“Would you mind helping me?” he asked sincerely.
“Sure, what do you want me to do?” I started walking toward the grill and he quickly
stepped in front of me.
“I’ll grill,” he said a little too quickly. Then realizing how he must of sounded, he
smiled, “Would you mind bringing the meat out?”
I nodded. “Sure, no problem.” I went back into the kitchen and found a plate of meat in
the fridge. While I was in the kitchen his doorbell rang.
“Grace, would you mind getting that?” he called to me.
“Sure,” I set the meat down and walked into the living room. When I answered the door
a group of ward members stared at me.
“Grace,” one of them said awkwardly. The memory of the news article came rushing
back to me.
“C’mon in,” I tried to force warmth, “Doogan is in the back.”
They stared at me as they walked past me.
119

31 Days, 31 Dates by Corina Lee
© 2014 ck’s days

I bit my top lip. Now would be a good time to run. I could leave and no one would even
know. The doorbell rang again.
“Grace,” Doogan called out.
“Got it,” I said and answered the door.
Lexi Van Cartier was with Darren.
“Hi,” I said ignoring both their sudden seriousness. “Bar-B-Que’s out back,” I pointed.
Darren gave me a fleeting smile as they walked past.
Before I shut the door, more guests came. Finally, I found a piece of paper and some
tape in the kitchen and stuck a note on the door telling everyone to come to the back yard. By
the time I made it to the backyard myself, the party was in full swing. Somebody had brought
the meat out for Doogan and he seemed to be in his element at the grill. Everyone was having a
good time. When I walked out, the whole yard became quiet.
“You know,” I heard a familiar voice behind me say, “I always say you can’t believe
everything you read.”
I couldn’t help but smile as I turned. There was Wyatt.
“I’ve heard that, too,” I said.
He smiled then nodded his head to the party.
“Sure, why not?” I said as bravely as I could. I couldn’t help myself, I held onto his arm
as we walked through the party goers. After a few moments, the awkwardness subsided like
someone letting air out of an air mattress. Everyone started their conversations again.
“Doogan,” Wyatt said. “Great party.”
It felt a little awkward to be talking to my date while hanging on to another guy. I let
Wyatt’s arm go.
“Thanks,” Doogan said smiling. “Is Matt coming?”
“He’ll be a bit late,” I said watching the patties cook. “He’s not really into the BBQ
scene.” I had to agree with Matt on this one. Despite Doogan’s insistence, it was still March in
Wyoming. I wrapped my coat tighter around me and stuck my cold nose in the collar.
“Serious?” Doogan asked looking at me. He shrugged as if Matt was some species he
just couldn’t understand. “Want a burger?” Doogan asked to both Wyatt and me.
“You bet,” Wyatt nodded enthusiastically. “I’m starving.”
“I’ll take one, too,” I said starting to relax a little.
“Great,” Doogan said flipping two patties. “It will be just a sec.”
“I want one, too,” a voice said on the other side of the grill. It was Lexi.
“Sure thing,” Doogan smiled. But this smile was different than the ones he shared with
me. His mouth smiled the same, but his eyes almost danced out of his head. His dancing eyes
were so focused on Lexi as she walked up to us that he dropped our two burgers.
He looked at us and his face became red. He hesitated a moment as if he was going to
give us the dropped patties. “Sorry about that,” he said quickly and put two more patties on the
grill. “It will be just a second.”
“No problem,” Wyatt said but he had a hint of disappointment in his voice.
Somehow in the confusion of the dropped patties, Lexi had managed to squeeze in
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between Wyatt and me. I was now off to the side of the grill where the smoke was blowing. She
put her hand on Wyatt’s arm, the same arm I had been holding, and squeezed it. “Guess you’ll
just have to wait with me.” She giggled a high school girl giggle. I was quickly losing my
appetite.
Doogan clenched the spatula and forgot to watch our burgers. They started smoking.
“Um,” I said pointing to my burger, “I think mine’s ready to flip.”
He ignored me. “Been to the gym lately, Wyatt?” he asked scratching his arm and
causing his sleeve to raise so we could see what he must have thought was pure muscle.
“No, can’t say that I have,” Wyatt was watching his burger smoke also.
“Yeah,” Doogan said as nonchalantly as possible. “250.” He pointed to his bicep.
“Impressive.” Wyatt said without thinking. He licked his lips. “Do you think those are
ready to flip?”
Doogan flipped two of them and pushed the third one down on the grill more. I was
hoping that one was Wyatt’s.
“Gives it extra flavor,” he told Wyatt.
“So Doogan,” I thought I would try to help Wyatt out. “What are you studying in
school?”
The rest of the group looked at me and smiled. Although Lexi’s looked more like a
sneer.
“School?” he asked and seemed to relax a little. He flipped Wyatt’s burger. “I haven’t
been in school for about ten years.”
“Oh,” I said feeling stupid. I didn’t want him to think I was one of those snobbish people
who treated non-college goers as less than.
“I got my doctorate’s about ten years ago.”
I nodded. “Oh, a doctor? Could I call you Dr. Doogie?”
Wyatt laughed. Doogan shrugged his shoulders. Lexi looked confused.
But then I did some quick math. If he received his doctorate’s ten years ago, that would
make him...way too old to still be attending a single’s ward! I bit my cheek instead of saying
anything.
“Here you go, Lexi,” he said and put a burger on her plate. My burger. I sucked my top
lip.
“Thanks,” she said smiling sweetly but not letting go of Wyatt’s arm. “But I think that’s
Grace’s burger.”
Doogan turned red. “Sure,” he said and went to drop the burger on my plate. He missed.
“Sorry,” he mumbled and threw the burger away. He dropped pattie number three on the grill.
“It looks like mine and Wyatt’s are done,” Lexi smiled sweetly.
“Grace, why don’t you take mine?” Wyatt asked. Lexi’s smile disappeared and Doogan
dropped the burger.
“Looks like we’re tied,” I said trying to lighten the mood. Actually, the only mood that
needed lightening was mine. Doogan just became another Eric to me. An old, single bachelor
having fun and then marrying some fresh out of school chick. Which is what Lexi was, a fresh
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from the farm, Barbie Chick. Which is exactly what Eric married after dating me for nine years.
“Here you go, Lexi,” Doogan said and put a burger on her plate. “Just pick any place to
sit.” He waved his spatula to point at various sitting places and splattered Wyatt with grease.
“Sorry,” he said but his eyes twinkled.
“No problem,” Wyatt said his patience wearing thin. “Looks like our burgers are ready
to flip.”
Doogan flipped the burgers. “So Lexi,” he said regaining his confidence by the
successful flips, “when are we going on our date?”
Lexi turned red. “I never said yes.” She tried to make her words come out as playful but
they hissed instead. “Wyatt, when are we going on our date, you promised?”
Wyatt was one of them. He was just like Doogan and Eric.
Wyatt smiled. He looked like a kid caught in the cookie jar and tried to use cute to get
out of trouble. “I...”
“My burger’s done,” I said looking down at the grill. It still looked a bit red.
“You sure?” Doogan asked quietly.
“I’ll take it.”
He dropped the burger on my plate and I walked off. Trouble was, I was walking away
from my only friend at the party. There was no way I was going to eat the burger, my appetite
was completely gone. I dropped the paper plate with the burger in the garbage on the way out. I
could walk home.
CHAPTER 27
When I got home I felt like somebody had been using a brillo pad on my soul. My
emotions felt awakened like a bear after hibernation and I didn’t like the sensation. I tried
cleaning the kitchen, but that just got me a very clean sink. I tried doing laundry but again, all I
got was very clean clothes. There was restlessness inside me I couldn’t seem to quench. So, I
did what I normally do when I try to block everything out. I closed the shades and turned the TV
on. If anything, the TV would numb my heightened emotions and with any luck, bury them
again.
At least, that was the plan. The trouble with roommates though is they have a tendency
to intrude on solitude.
“Grace,” Matt said as he walked into the dark living room.
By the tone of his voice, I could tell he knew the story. As much of the story as everyone
saw, anyway.
I chose to ignore him and flipped the channel.
“You okay?” he asked.
“Fine,” I lied. It wasn’t really a lie but more of a hopeful idea. As an old friend used to
say, fake it till you make it.
“Right,” he said and opened the shades. I was surprised there was still sunlight waiting to
pour in.
I glared at him and changed the channel.
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He walked over to the television set and turned it off.
I leaned over so the remote could turn it back on.
“This,” he said pointing to the TV and turning it off again, “isn’t going to help.”
“Thank you, Dr. Phil,” I said as sarcastically as possible and turned the TV back on.
“Nice,” he said, “real mature.”
“Excuse me?” I said and unfortunately could feel the tears coming. “Hello Kettle!”
“What’s that supposed to mean?” he asked his voice raised.
I sighed. “I don’t expect you to understand.” I turned the channel. “You’re one of
them.” Thankfully, I gained control and kept the tears at bay.
“Who?”
“Them.” I said as if it was obvious. “A guy.”
Since it was a fact, he wasn’t sure if that was a put-down or a compliment. “Yeah,” he
said slowly.
“You’d marry one of them, too, wouldn’t you?”
He looked at me as if I had been speaking a foreign language. “A guy?” he asked
worried.
“No,” I said and suddenly my mood lifted. “A spring chicken.”
Matt sucked in his top lip as he seemed to consider his answer. “I promise I will not
marry a chicken. Eat - yes. Marry - no.”
I laughed. “Thanks, that makes me feel better.”
Matt sat down on the couch. “You know, not all the guys are Eric.”
I turned off the TV. “I know, it’s just when I saw ole Doogan making a play for lil Lexi,
I kind of lost it. I might have overreacted a bit.”
Matt nodded.
I closed my eyes tight afraid to ask the next question. “What did you hear anyway?”
He bit his bottom lip. “Oh, you know, the usual.”
I held my breath trying to figure out what that meant until I saw him smile.
I used the pillow to hit him. “Nice.”
“Nothing really,” he started spinning the pillow with his fingers. “Wyatt just told me you
left in a hurry. Threw away a perfectly good hamburger, so I knew you must be upset.”
“It wasn’t perfectly good,” I defended myself, “it was still too pink.”
“Oh,” he continued to spin the pillow until it fell. “Seriously, you okay?”
“I thought I was but then seeing Doogan and Lexi, plus that article from Parker...”
“Porter.”
“Porter,” I corrected myself. “I guess I was a little edgy.”
“That’s understandable.” He stood up. “But seriously, this,” he pointed to the TV, “isn’t
going to help.”
When do little brothers become so wise? And why do they think they need to share their
wisdom with their older sisters?
“I’ve got to get ready,” he said walking to the kitchen door, “I’ve have a date with Kara
tonight.” He looked at me before disappearing down the hall. “Don’t worry, no spring chickens
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tonight.”
The room seemed very quiet and still after he left. I held the remote and looked at it.
Matt was right, burying my emotions wasn’t going to help. In fact, I needed to do the opposite
with them. Let them out and free them. I went to my room and knelt by my bed and for the
second time in a month, said a very sincere prayer.
CHAPTER 28
My anger and hurt dissipated with the morning sun. I fell asleep while praying but
somehow managed to flop onto my bed during the night. It was an awkward position and my
neck let me know I did not sleep comfortably. Other than my neck, I felt better. More peaceful
and calm. I wanted to spend a quiet, reflective day to myself. But it was Sunday. Church is
designed for fellowshipping and friendliness - not letting someone sneak in and out unnoticed.
Plus, I had a date afterward. Or, sort-of a date anyway. We were riding to the Bishop’s house
for a fireside.
The good news was April Mae was supposed to have gotten back late last night. I hoped
she’d be in church.
I wasn’t angry anymore. But I still wasn’t ready to talk to Wyatt. That was the biggest
problem to figure out. How to avoid Doogan and Lexi didn’t seem too complicated. Although
Lexi had a way of popping up in places like a bad penny or an Adam Sandler movie. Avoiding
Wyatt was going to be trickier especially since we’d be at the same places almost all day long.
Technically, it was not on purpose I walked in late for sacrament service. But it worked
to my advantage to walk in after opening prayer. I promise I had a legitimate reason to go to the
restroom right before closing prayer. I wouldn’t call it hiding when I lingered in the mother’s
room until after Sunday School started. Unfortunately, since I walked in late, I had to sit up
front, but I kept my eyes down and didn’t look at anybody.
Honestly, my throat became so dry I needed a drink right before the closing prayer. I
thought I had heard the water was cooler and tasted better at the drinking fountains on the other
side of the building.
It was the first time I had been on the other side of the building and the bulletin board for
the family ward caught my attention. I read every flyer and every notice. Plus, there were some
missionary plaques hanging on the wall. As I read them, I wondered if I should become a
missionary.
By the time I made it back to class, the announcements for Relief Society were being
read. Again, I had to sit up front. This time I was brave enough to scan the room. Much to my
disappointment, no April Mae.
Right before closing prayer, I remembered I hadn’t taken any meat out of the freezer for
supper. I slipped out as quietly as possible and walked down the empty hallway. The exit doors
felt like miles away as I held my breath all the way to them.
Once outside, I exhaled and smiled to myself. Not one person had talked to me the entire
three hours. My smile quickly disappeared as I realized this wasn’t my finest accomplishment.
But I stopped in my tracks completely when I saw someone was leaning against my car waiting
124

31 Days, 31 Dates by Corina Lee
© 2014 ck’s days

for me.
“Grace,” Wyatt said slowly.
I sucked my top lip in. “Wyatt.”
“Is something wrong?” he asked still leaning against the door of my car.
“Excuse me?” I asked trying to figure out how I could get around him and into my car.
“Is something wrong?” he repeated.
I could feel my face turn red. “Just tired,” I mumbled. “Excuse me,” I said again this
time referring to my door.
He moved so that I could get in. He walked to the church door as I slid in my car. My
heart beat so fast and my palms had become sweaty. I looked at the church doors Wyatt
disappeared into. I took a deep breath and pulled out of the parking lot.
CHAPTER 29
My date for the fireside, Alberto Rodriguez, was quiet. We met at the bishop’s house and
talked to each other just long enough to count it as a date. I chose not to stay for the
refreshments after, and went home.
Finally, I was getting my quiet, reflective day. My solitude was interrupted by a knock
on the door. It was April Mae. I couldn’t help myself and hugged her.
She laughed. “Whoa, you’re not a hugger, remember?”
I smiled. “But you don’t understand. You’re not one of them.”
Her eyebrows cocked.
“You’re not a guy.”
She laughed again. “Sounds like you have some stories to tell.”
I nodded. “C’mon in, and make yourself comfortable.” It didn’t take long to get her
caught up with the events of my life. When it came time to tell her about yesterday’s BBQ, I
tried to make it sound light and humorous.
When I finished, she stared at me. “So now, why did you leave the BBQ?” she asked.
I had downplayed it so much that she had been laughing about all the dropped burgers. It
wasn’t until I hesitatingly mentioned my encounter with Wyatt today that she started to grasp the
seriousness of my emotion.
I sucked my top lip. “I just thought...well, you see...” I didn’t want to say it out loud.
But finally took a deep breath and said, “I thought Doogan...” I emphasized his name, “and
maybe Wyatt reminded me of...”my voice became soft and I finished in a whisper, “Eric.” I was
hoping she didn’t hear.
“Eric?” She heard.
I nodded.
“Wyatt reminds you of Eric?”
It sounded silly when she said it. I nodded again, ready to change topics.
“I thought,” she continued, “you were over Eric.”
“I am!” I said a little too quickly. “It’s just when I saw Ole Doogan, with his receding
hair line,” I felt a little ashamed for hitting below the belt with the comment, “falling all over Lil
125

31 Days, 31 Dates by Corina Lee
© 2014 ck’s days

Lexi, I may have...”
“Overreacted?” she offered.
“Snapped,” I corrected her defensively.
She nodded.
“I am over Eric,” I said more to myself. “It’s just that six years is a long time. I may
have experienced a…”
“A ?” she questioned.
“A setback of sorts.”
“You just have to let it go,” she said while following a crease in the couch with her
finger.
I nodded in agreement. “How exactly do I do that?”
She looked at me. “I have no idea.”
We both smiled. “But that’s what you need to do,” she said.
After a few moments, she looked around the room. “You know, when my brother was
dumped on his mission he had a Dear John party.”
I raised my eyebrows. “Your brother had a party on his mission?”
“Not a real party, a Dear John party.”
“What is that?” I smiled. “We wear black and shred pictures?”
“Oh, I think what we are wearing is fine,” she ignored my sarcasm. “Let’s burn them!”
Her eyes sparkled.
“Burn?” I asked. What are we, nineteen year old boys?
She let out a tsk tsk .
“I think I already got rid of all our pictures.” I lied. I still had photo albums in my
bedroom. Those pictures represented six years of my life and I didn’t want to destroy six years
of my life.
“You sure?” she looked at me.
I tried to ignore her look but couldn’t. “There might be one or two somewhere.”
I went to my bedroom and closed the door part way in case she decided to sneak up on
me. There was a picture I had in mind and thumbed through a photo album quickly to find it. It
was one Eric’s brother had taken before I was ready so Eric looked charming and I had a goofy
look on my face.
I handed it to April Mae.
“Hmm,” she mumbled.
“What?” I asked innocently.
“These kind of pictures are usually the first to go. Not last.”
I shrugged. She wasn’t going to get a confession out of me.
“Let’s burn it!” she said excitedly.
“Okay,” I agreed and laughed at her excitement. “What are you, a pyromaniac?”
“I’ve never done this before,” she smiled. “Let’s see, we can put it in a garbage can and
light it?”
“All our garbage cans are plastic.”
126

31 Days, 31 Dates by Corina Lee
© 2014 ck’s days

“Then we’ll put it in the sink.” She walked to the kitchen and I followed.
“Matches?” she asked.
“Mormon.” I said pointing to myself.
“What about to light candles or a grill?”
“Candles aren’t safe and grills make Matt nervous since the BBQ incident of ‘04.”
She stopped looking around the kitchen and raised an eyebrow.
“Let’s just say, Matt found out eyebrow hair doesn’t grow as quick as he thought.”
“Huh,” she nodded. “The stove.” She turned the front burner on high and handed the
picture to me.
I felt a little childish. Here we were, two grown women having a Dear John party. What
good would it do? I held the picture over the burner. First, Eric’s face began to melt then the
picture burst into a flame. “Whoa,” I said and put the picture in the sink. April Mae turned the
faucet on and I watched as ashes of Eric and I washed down the sink.
I looked at April Mae. “That felt good.”
She nodded in agreement. “Good.”
“Wait here,” I said and went to my room. I retrieved all three of my photo albums out
and dropped them on the kitchen table.
“One or two pictures, eh?” April Mae smiled.
I wasn’t listening and opened the first one. There was a picture of Eric smiling at me. I
took it and held it over the burner. This time I let the flame burn it a little more before I dropped
it in the sink. It felt cathartic.
I grabbed another one. This was our first Thanksgiving. He insisted we spend time with
his grandma, who never liked me, instead of hanging out with my family. I watched our smiles
burn and then flung it into the sink.
“Whoa, careful,” April Mae said nervously.
But I was on a roll. “Our first Christmas,” I announced. “I got him a jacket he had
mentioned he liked and he got me a gift certificate to Target. A gift certificate.” Again I flung
the flaming photo into the sink.
I wasn’t paying attention but I thought April Mae asked about a fire extinguisher. I
pointed in the general direction.
“Our first Valentine’s Day,” I held the photo up to inspect it. “He took me skiing.”
“That sounds fun,” April Mae was getting the extinguisher prepared.
“I don’t ski.” I flung it to the sink and watched the ashes go down.
With each photo I became a little angrier and my flings to the sink became more
pronounced. April Mae sat at the kitchen table with the extinguisher ready.
“Our one year anniversary.” I showed a picture of Eric and me in a hot air balloon. “I
hate heights but he said it would be therapeutic.” I looked at April Mae. “It wasn’t.” My fling
to the sink was a little off and I missed. The picture landed just below the curtains and in two
seconds the curtains were in flames.
“Oh,” was all I could say.
“I got this,” April Mae stood up and quickly sprayed the curtains with the extinguisher.
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Since she was prepared, she stopped the flame from spreading. But the curtains were gone, the
rod was broken and the foam from the extinguisher was all over the window, sink and floor.
“Thanks,” I said awkwardly.
We looked at the damage.
“Your fire alarm never went off,” she said nodding at the alarm above the kitchen door.
“Are you kidding? A fire alarm in the kitchen? We took the batteries out when I moved
in.”
I told her she didn’t have to stay and help me clean up, but she did anyway. Her help was
appreciated. Even after we finished, the smell of burnt hung in the air. I cracked the window
slightly to help air out the smell.
We went into the living room and sat down to rest.
“You know,” I said, “I think Dear John parties are kind of dangerous.”
“I agree.” she said tiredly.
I didn’t realize it that night but I think I finally let all the prayers I’ve ever said about my
broken heart work. The pieces of my heart came together again and became whole.
CHAPTER 30
Despite nearly burning my home down, I slept fairly well. Although, I did have a dream
I was stuck in an all glass building with 31 men. None of the men noticed me, they were all
watching “spring chicks” on the outside. So, I tried to set the place on fire. I woke up before I
succeeded in my dream and was a little disappointed.
At work, Tameka asked how I was doing. Hesitatingly, she told me our coworkers had
seen Porter Parker’s article in the paper. Then she showed me a pool my co-workers had started
to see how long I’d make it on my dates. I noticed she had me going to the 31st. It was a little
boost of confidence until I found out she had two dates picked. Her other pick was for
tomorrow.
Other than finding out my life had been reduced to a gambling event, work was quiet.
The last thing I wanted to do that night was go on a date. Two minutes before we were
supposed to meet at the restaurant, I was still sitting on my couch. I thought if I concentrated
hard enough, I could get to the restaurant without moving. It didn’t work.
A knock on the door made me come back to reality.
I was surprised to see Matt on the other side of the door. “Did you lock yourself out?” I
asked trying to remember if the door had been locked.
He smiled and held out some flowers he had behind his back.
I looked at him. “Oh, those are pretty. Who are they for?”
“You.”
I wondered if there was something to Invasion of the Body Snatchers. “Me?”
His smile grew bigger. “I’m your date.”
I think sometimes when you hear the unexpected, your hearing plays tricks on you. All I
heard was, “Blah blah blate.”
“I am your date for the night,” he repeated slowly.
And I thought it was weird dating my cousin. Surely, he was joking. I looked past him
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to make sure no one else was coming.
“Seriously,” he blocked my view. “I’m your date.”
“What kind of family does Wyatt think we are?” I asked slowly.
He laughed. “Wyatt didn’t ask me, your original date had to cancel.”
“And he didn’t know, you know, that we share parents?”
“He asked his friend but he had to cancel also.”
“Oh,” I said suddenly feeling like a can of pop at a high school speech and debate
tournament.
“He asked his neighbor.”
“Who had to cancel?” I felt lousy.
“Who called me at work. I figured you could use a break anyway.” He smiled trying to
cheer me up.
I felt like something Bart would find on his stable floor. Sure, eventually somebody has
to touch it to get rid of it, but nobody wants to.
“C’mon,” he coaxed me. “My treat.”
Those were the magic words. “Fine, if you want to be seen with cootie girl.”
He laughed again. “C’mon.” He held his arm out to me like a gentleman.
“Oh, a gentleman,” I said as I pulled the door closed and locked it. “I forgot what you
look like.”
We went to the only semi-Italian, small town knock-off of the Olive Garden, the town
had. I ordered my usual, stuffed ravioli, and sat back listening to the ambience music.
Matt adjusted his place-mat. “So, how does this compare with your other dates?”
“Probably my best one.” I took a drink of water. “Sad, isn’t it?”
“What?” he looked at me.
“My best date is with my brother. What does that say about me?”
He laughed. I wasn’t trying to be funny. “Why don’t you just quit?”
I looked at him. “Now? I’m more than halfway done!”
He looked down. “You’re not having fun.”
“I didn’t say I wasn’t having fun,” I tried to explain. “It’s been fun. Funish. I’ve
definitely met more people this past month than I ever did in my last ward.”
He leaned back slowly.
“It’s been challenging, that’s for sure,” I said while playing with the salt shaker. “But
educational.”
“Is that why you’re doing it?” he asked.
Oh, good question. How to explain something I was just beginning to understand? “No,
not at first,” I said slowly.
“It’s not because of the bet, is it?”
I thought of Wyatt’s aunt and shuddered at the thought of being kissed by some strange,
old lady. “Not really,” I answered but knew it was at least a small motivator.
“That’s good,” he tapped his fingers on the table. “I’d hate to tell mom you’ve become a
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gambler.”
I thought of the pool at work. “Yeah,” I forced a laugh and took another drink.
“So,” he said leaning forward, “why are you doing this?”
“Because,” I raised my voice a little. “I don’t know, I just, I wanted to see, you know,” I
could feel my face become hot and knew it was as red as the table cloth. “I wanted to see what
my options are.” I held my breath while I waited for his reaction.
“You’re options?” he finally asked.
I exhaled. “I dated Eric for six years. My only other date in my life was my prom date. I
wanted to see what was out there.” Which was true.
He processed the information. “That makes sense,” he said slowly and I hoped he’d
leave it at that. I didn’t want to confess to the deeper, hidden meaning I was just beginning to
discover.
Our food came and I hoped a change of topics, too.
“So,” he said turning his plate to how he wanted it. “Can you date anyone, or does it
have to be someone Wyatt fixes you up with?”
So much for the change of topic. “It can be with anyone. Wyatt just knows more, you
know, guys.” His question made me a little nervous.
“Hmm,” he took a bite. “How about squeezing an old friend into your schedule?”
I narrowed my eyes waiting for him to continue.
“You remember Mac Donaldson?” He avoided my eyes.
“Mac Donaldson?” It seems everyone was talking about Mac these days. First mom, now
Matt. Oh. “Are you in league with mom?”
“In league?” he forced a slightly nervous laugh and started cutting his food vigorously.
“What made you think of Mac?” I pressed but I already knew the answer. All I wanted
was a confession.
He looked at me. “Fine. I may have talked to mom and we figured if you were going on
all these dates anyway...”
Flag on the play! “You discussed my dating life with,” I gulped, “Mom?” I could feel
the color drain from my face.
He sighed. “I figured since you were going on all these dates anyway, you might as well
give Mac a chance.”
I exhaled slowly. “So, you and mom have discussed my dates?” I needed precise
clarification.
“No,” he took a bite of meat, which was still hot and had to quickly wash it down with
half a glass of water.
“Hot?” I smiled. Served him right.
He wiped his mouth with his napkin. “So, what do you say?”
“Careful, it’s hot?” I decided to play.
His eyes narrowed a bit. “I mean about Mac.” He glanced at his watch.
“You need to be somewhere?” I decided to avoid answering as long as possible.
“I just need to be home by ten,” he waved me off.
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“Why? You got a hot date with Kara?”
“No, but what about you? Will you go out with Mac?”
I took a bite so that I could think about it. “MacDonald Donaldson.” I said as if his name
would help me decide. “You remember what we used to call him?”
“Old McDonald?”
“Yeah, and we’d sing the song.”
Matt bit his bottom lip. “I remember. Kids can be so cruel.”
“You were the one who started it.”
He turned slightly pink. “I know.”
“That being the case, I’m pretty sure he won’t want to go out with me.”
Matt nodded. “So, no?”
“If he called and asked me, I’d probably say yes.” I took a bite. “I’m trying to say yes
more often to new opportunities.”
Matt breathed a sigh of relief. He looked like somebody who had just finished an
assigned, yet unpleasant task.
“What was in it for you?” I asked.
“What?” he asked innocently.
I continued to look at him.
“Well, maybe mom won’t give me grief about Kara being from California for awhile.”
“How long?”
“A month.”
I nodded. “Totally worth it.”
He agreed.
CHAPTER 31
Cleverness was my name. Better than that, I owned it. To please my mother, I agreed to
go out with Mac. But I inserted a “if he called me clause.” I was pretty sure that would never
happen. So sure, I forgot all about Mac - again - by the time Matt and I returned home.
At ten, Matt turned the TV on and turned the station to the Cheyenne news. Normally, he
watched the Casper news. I just entered the living room to get my scriptures off the couch and
remarked, “This is your hot date?”
The promo for the news team came on. “And now,” a deep, soothing voice announced,
“your ten o’clock news team with Sky Baker and Lisa Moneefe.” I drowned out the rest of the
team member names until I got to the kitchen and heard, “And Mac Donaldson with weather.”
I looked at the tv quickly to see a well built, dark haired man smile at the camera. I could
have sworn his teeth sparkled. “Whoa,” I said suddenly becoming interested in the news.
“Yeah, yeah,” Matt muttered. “He’s not that good looking.” I looked at Matt as if he had
wrapped a towel around himself and introduced himself as Ghandi.
“No, you’re right.” I agreed as if soothing an ill-tempered child. Then added quickly,
“Unless you’re into the classic Cary Grant type.” Since I wasn’t looking at Matt, I couldn’t be
positive but I’m pretty sure he rolled his eyes.
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“Guess we’re watching the news tonight,” he said.
I decided to ignore him. Instead, I focused all my energy on the tv. Why couldn’t they
just skip to the weather? “I don’t remember seeing him before.” Maybe if the ‘Get Grace a
Date’ home edition had shown me this sooner, I would have been willing to call him. Or email.
Or drop by his home. Whoa, I just turned stalker.
“First of all,” I heard Matt ramble, “your source of news is People Magazine. Second,
he’s actually the weekend weatherman. He’s just filling in for the regular guy.”
That caught my attention. “You just happened to turn on this station tonight?”
Something smelled fishy. I don’t like fish.
Matt started spinning a throw pillow with his fingers. It conveniently hid his face. “A
little birdie might have told me he was going to be on tonight.”
Never, and I mean never, underestimate the power of mom. “She is good,” I leaned back
on the couch as I went over her plan in my head.
“You have no idea,” he tossed the pillow down.
As much fun as it was for Matt to hear, “When is the weather coming on?” every five
minutes, he opted for bed. So I sat alone when Mac came on. He had grown and filled out since
the last time I saw him. I wouldn’t be surprised if he had played football. His deep voice was
soothing and slightly hypnotic. I wanted to listen to him all night. Unfortunately, his segment
seemed rather short and the newscast ended. I turned off the tv and looked at the blank screen.
“All right,” I said to the furniture in the room, “I’ll make the sacrifice and go on a date with old
MacD…” I caught myself “with Mac.” The furniture in the room agreed it was a wise choice.
CHAPTER 32
The next day, my phone didn’t ring. I know because I was staring at it. It sat dormant on
my kitchen table.
I wasn’t expecting it to ring. I was trying to be brave enough to make a phone call.
Mom’s very strategic plan worked. I saw Mac on tv and was interested in meeting him. Very
interested. I just wasn’t courageous enough to initiate the date.
It was more than calling a guy for a date. It was calling a guy I hadn’t seen in ten years,
and asking for a date. What if he didn’t remember me? Or worse, what if he did remember me?
My last memory of him involved me laughing with the other kids at his expense. Probably not a
good way to re-introduce myself.
I pushed the phone away. No, I would have to forget about him. I couldn’t bring myself
to do it. I sighed and stood up. “Sorry, mom,” I said out loud, “not gonna happen.”
I walked out of the kitchen and the phone rang. Slowly, I peeked around the corner and
looked at it. The caller id listed “unknown.” “It couldn’t be,” I said.
It wasn’t. It was Ox, Darren’s friend.
“Oh hi,” I said surprised and a little disappointed.
“I was wondering when you were going to take me up on my offer?” he asked.
“Excuse me?”
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“When are we going to go climbing again?” he clarified.
My mind went to my rock climbing experience. My memory of the date didn’t tempt me
to return. “To tell you the truth, I think I’ve retired my ropes.”
He laughed. “Oh no, I called you too late!”
“I won’t be returning anytime soon,” or ever, “I guess the mountain beat me.”
“Remember, you can’t let the rock beat you.”
Suddenly, I didn’t want the rock to beat me. I wanted to conquer that rock and all the
other mountains in my life. The feeling surprised me.
“Sure,” I said and surprised us both. “When are we going?”
“How about Saturday?” he asked quickly.
“Perfect.” I wanted to climb it right now. Bring that mountain to me!
“Pick you up at 7:30?”
Did 7:30 exist on a Saturday morning? “Sure,” I said boldly. Of course I sounded bold.
I was going to conquer a mountain. Just the idea gave me a surge of fleeting confidence. But I
know myself. I knew when I had time to think about it, I’d falter. But right now, I could
conquer anything in my way. Whether it be a mountain, or 31 dates.
“Okay,” he laughed. “I’ll see you then.”
I hung up the phone and continued to stare at it. It took a few moments for me to process
what just happened. One, I had just been asked on a date. A real date. And two, I was going
mountain climbing again. I knew I needed to get busy doing something so that I wouldn’t think
about what I had just done.
Unfortunately, I was only helping in the store today which meant I didn’t go into work
until noon. I looked around at the kitchen. The sink area was still a charred from the fire.
Thanks to April Mae’s preparedness, it was nothing some soap and water and a fresh coat of
paint wouldn’t fix.
April Mae was going to drop by and visit teach me at eleven, so I left the front door
unlocked. I filled a bucket with soapy water and decided to jump in. A portable radio kept me
company.
Above the window was a bit awkward to reach. I had to stand on the cupboard,
straddling the sink.
“Hello?” I heard a deep, soothing voice ask.
I jumped and looked at the doorway. Cary Grant stood in my kitchen! I lost my
precarious balance and fell. Oh great, death by cleaning! I knew it.
Before I hit the floor, I felt someone’s arms catch me. It hurt a little bit, but not as much
as the floor would have. I looked at the face of my rescuer. It wasn’t Cary Grant. It was
Superman.
“Careful,” he laughed. “You don’t want to die cleaning.”
I giggled like a school girl.
He smiled and his teeth actually sparkled. Or maybe, my near death experience made me
see stars. “Thank you,” I purred.
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It was a perfect moment. We looked at each other and I made no effort to move. I
figured he could hold me forever. I had nothing better to do.
His expression changed. “You hurt?”
“No, I’m fine.” I was getting ready to snuggle in for eternity.
He began moving and I realized he was helping me to my feet. I guess he had other
things to do than to hold me forever. Too bad. Once on my feet, the moment was gone. With
the exit of the perfect moment came the rude entering of realization. I was talking to Superman
in my kitchen. The better part of the morning had been spent cleaning the room we were
standing in. Which meant, I was in an inverse proportion to the cleanliness of the room. The
cleaner the room became, the dirtier I had become.
I didn’t even start off that well. I had put on an old pair of green sweat shorts with a pink
“Viva Mexico” shirt. My hair had once been pulled into a pony tail but now many strands had
escaped the confines of the twister. I wondered if I could discreetly run to the bathroom and
hide.
Suddenly, I took courage. There was nothing I could do about my appearance. But I
could be charming and witty. After all, I was a woman that wasn’t going to let a mountain beat
her. I could handle this. I could conquer this situation, also.
It was going to take charm. “Hi.” I said.
“You sure you’re okay?” he asked putting his hand on my arm and looked into my eyes.
“Fine,” I said hoping he was looking for more than signs of a concussion.
“You seem a bit dazed, you sure?”
I really needed that charm to kick in. “I’m fine,” I said and walked to the radio to prove
it. I turned off the music.
“Sorry to barge in like that,” he pointed his thumb to the door. “I knocked but I guess
you didn’t hear me. I usually don’t make a practice of entering people’s homes but I heard the
radio on and figured somebody was here.”
My body was slowly starting to feel the effects of the fall.
“So I barged in.”
I smiled. “I’m glad you did.”
He smiled. “Grace, it’s so good to see you again.” He quickly walked over and gave me
a bear hug.
He smelled good. Which made me very conscious that I did not. I pulled away. “You
too, Mac.”
He didn’t seem to notice my effort to step back and pulled me tighter. Apparently, he
was a hugger. I did the three-pat release signal on his back. He didn’t budge. If I didn’t feel
such a contrast between his cleanliness and my general ickiness, I would have enjoyed the
moment. But I kept waiting for him to ask what that smell was. Then I’d have to slowly raise
my hand and admit it was me.
I was in this dilemma when I heard someone clear her throat. It was April Mae. Mac
broke the hug quickly like a teenage boy being caught by his date’s father.
“Hi April Mae,” I said glad to force myself away from Mac.
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“Hi,” she smiled.
“This is my friend Mac, Mac this is my friend April Mae,” I said quickly.
She continued to smile.
“April Mae?” he asked.
April and I both waited for the rest of the joke.
“June Ju-lied ‘bout August.”
April Mae looked at him. “Well, that’s a new one.”
“Mac is an old friend,” I felt slightly ashamed using the word friend when I thought of
how I had treated him when we were younger.
“Oh, just visiting?” April Mae asked.
“From Cheyenne. You may recognize me. I’m the weatherman,” he stood as if waiting
for a picture to be taken. “Out of Cheyenne?”
“Oh,” April Mae said without a spark of recognition.
“He is the weekend weather guy,” I said proud that I could help him out.
April nodded her head. “Right on.” She decided to look at me. “Grace, when do you
have to go to work?”
Work? “Twelve.”
“Hon, it’s 11:30.”
I looked at her. Was she trying to tell me something? I followed her eyes down to my
shirt. “Oh!” I exclaimed. “I need to get ready because this isn’t how I look,” I explained to Mac.
“I mean, obviously I look like this, only cleaner.” So much for the charm and wit.
April Mae interrupted mercifully. “I’ll keep him company.”
“Right,” I said. “I’ll be right back.” For some reason, I felt that was deceitful
advertising. “Well, not right back.”
“We’ll be here,” April Mae reassured.
Reluctantly, I disappeared into the bathroom.
According to the clock, I’m sure I set a record for speed. But I felt like I moved in slow
motion.
When I finished, I decided to open the door as quick as possible. My hope was that I
could generate a breeze to blow through my hair like in the movies. But my foot was in the way.
I ended up stubbing my toe. Luckily, my guests were not in the living room so they didn’t see
my failed attempt at coolness.
“Grace?” April Mae called out. “We’re in the kitchen.”
I swallowed my scream of pain. “‘K, be right there.” I hopped around on one foot until
the pain subsided.
When I made my way to the kitchen, I could smell food.
“Hope you don’t mind,” April Mae said, “I thought I’d fix us lunch.” She looked at me.
“Are you okay?”
I cleared my throat. “Yeah, fine.”
She nodded. “We heard a funny noise...”
“That’s just the bathroom door. Sometimes it gets stuck on things,” like toes. “Just the
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joys of apartment living.”
“Do you want something before you go?” she asked.
“Go?”
“To work?”
Oh yeah, I keep forgetting about that. I realized I’d have to leave Mac. “I have to go to
work,” I explained to Mac.
He was in the middle of chewing and nodded. “Yeah, but just till six, right?”
I looked at April Mae. It was like having my own personal secretary.
“Then we can get together?” he asked.
“Of course!” I was relieved this was working out.
“Grace,” April Mae interrupted.
“So, I’ll see you at six?” I felt compelled to clarify.
“Sounds great.”
It does sound great. “You can call me when I get home. I mean, I’ll call you when I get
home. But I need your number. Or better yet, you can just wait here.”
“Cool. Then I won’t have to go back to Cheyenne.”
“Grace,” April Mae interrupted again, this time louder.
I looked at her. “Just don’t forget to cancel your previous plans.”
“I’m sorry,” Mac said. “Do you already have plans?”
I can’t think of any. “No.”
“Yes,” April Mae corrected.
I mentally went through my social calendar. There was work, dinner, a date. A date?
Oh. “Oh yeah, my...” I didn’t want to use the word date in front of my date. “Standing
engagement.”
“Standing engagement?” Mac asked. “Sounds serious.”
I laughed. “Oh, it’s nothing. I will cancel at work. Speaking of which, I better get there,
to work, I mean.” I grabbed a banana off the counter and backed out of the doorway. As soon as
Mac looked at his plate, I mouthed ‘thank-you’ to April Mae. She was much better than a
personal secretary.
CHAPTER 33
I was fortunate enough - some might call it smart enough - to surround myself with good
people. When I had what could only be described as a “brain meltdown,” April Mae had the
good sense to remember my social calendar.
I now had the unpleasant task of calling and canceling my pre-arranged date. All because
I had received a better offer. Luckily, my date, Jo, had called my cell phone the night before so I
didn’t have to track down his number. I tried to tactfully tell him his “services were no longer
needed.” But I know I’m not a tactful person.
He seemed a bit confused. I couldn’t blame him. In the history of my dating history which had become quite extensive - he was the only one I ever had to cancel on. I wanted to
mention there was no need to tell Wyatt. The last thing I wanted to do was explain to Wyatt the
136

31 Days, 31 Dates by Corina Lee
© 2014 ck’s days

change of events. But Jo had a hard enough time understanding there would be no date for us
that night. So, I hoped Jo could keep his mouth shut.
He couldn’t. Less than fifteen minutes after we hung up, Wyatt called. At first, his voice
had a tinge of triumph to it. He didn’t know why I had cancelled, only that I had.
As I explained my reason though, his voice became deflated. I kept my explanation brief
and hung up the phone as quickly as possible. My spirits were too high and I didn’t want
anything to bring them down.
Six o’clock took its sweet time arriving. Only a few customers came in which made it
seem even longer. Finally, I was able to close and head home. As I headed home, I wondered if
Mac really wanted to go on a date with me. What if his mom insisted on it? What if he saw me
and decided I didn’t clean up all that well? A whole bunch of troubling thoughts tumbled
through my mind. I almost didn’t want to open my front door and find out if those annoying
thoughts were right.
But, I couldn’t look at the door all night. I took a deep breath and opened the door. The
tv was on. Matt and Mac were sat on the couch and both turned as I walked in.
“Hi,” I said as nonchalantly as possible. “You’re here .”
“You said I could wait here, remember?” Mac asked with his brows furrowed. He
reminded me of someone. I couldn’t figure out who. Since I saw him on tv last night, I figured
it was probably him.
“Of course. I just meant…” you didn’t run away after seeing me this morning “I’m glad
you’re here.”
He relaxed and smiled.
“Hi,” Matt said and stood up. “Mac and I are getting reacquainted.” He sounded
uncomfortable.
I was so focused on calling Jo, I forgot to call Matt and tell him the news. “Mac
surprised me...” I tried to explain.
“He told me,” Matt interrupted. “We had a lot of time to catch up,” his voice was tinted
with annoyance.
I nodded and looked at Mac. He seemed unaware of Matt’s voice inflection. “Let me
change and we can go.” I thought it best to get him out of the apartment. Away from Matt.
“Don’t change,” he said and I stopped. “I like you just the way you are.” His eyes
twinkled.
Matt rolled his eyes.
I nodded. “Where are we going?”
“You decide. Do you know of any Italian places?”
Next month I am so going to have to diet!
CHAPTER 34
After the day’s anticipation, I was finally on my date with Mac. Our first date, but it
didn’t feel like it. It felt like we were an old married couple. But in a good way. I felt
comfortable.
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Terry was our waiter. He brought menus and I waved mine off. “Thanks, I know what
I’m going to get.”
Recognition flashed on his face. “I bet you do.”
They really need to hire new help.
“You’ve been here before?” Mac asked.
Terry coughed.
I shrugged my shoulders. “Small town.”
Mac looked at his menu. “So, what’s good here?”
“I like the stuffed ravioli.”
He continued to look at his menu.
“Should I come back?” Terry asked.
“No, that won’t be necessary.” Mac continued to look at the menu. Terry shifted his feet
and looked around the room. A family sat down a few booths away from us.
“I’ll be right back,” Terry said and started to walk toward the family.
“I’m ready to order,” Mac put his menu down.
Terry stopped and pulled out his pad. “Okay.”
“The lady will have the stuffed ravioli,” Mac said and winked at me. “I’ll have the steak,
medium-rare with mashed potatoes, no gravy. I want salad with the dressing on the side.”
“What kind of dressing?” Terry asked.
“Italian.”
“Sorry, we don’t have Italian dressing.”
Mac looked at him as if he were some novelty. “You don’t have Italian dressing?”
Terry shook his head.
“You have the Italian flag on your walls...”
Terry nodded his head.
“You have an Italy influenced decor...”
Terry looked around the room.
“And you have an Italian-American singing from your speakers.”
I wanted to sink into the seat. So much for feeling comfortable.
“What kind of dressing do you serve?” Mac asked, his voice had a little edge to it.
“Ranch, Thousand Island, and French,” Terry sighed.
Mac looked at him and started laughing. “I guess I’ll have French dressing, then.”
Terry took our drink orders and scooted away.
“So,” I said relieved the ordering was done. “What have you been up to since we last
saw each other?”
“This morning?”
“No, I mean...” I started to explain but saw he was grinning. “Nice. What have you been
up to since you moved?”
“My family moved to Buffalo, Wyoming.”
“Culture shock?”
“What? Moving from Utah to Wyoming?” He smoothed a crease in the tablecloth with
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his finger.
I nodded.
“It wasn’t too bad, actually.” I seemed to fit in with the Wyoming Mormons better than
the Utah Mormons.”
Warning, approaching uncomfortable topic!
“But that’s why I wanted to get together with you,” he said. My heart dropped. Was he
planning some kind of revenge? “You were the only one who was nice to me.”
I really need to get my hearing checked. “Excuse me?”
“Everyone used to tease me and I remember you.”
I quickly forced my memories of when we were younger. The main one that kept coming
to mind was when a group of us were laughing at “Old McDonald.”
“Remember?” he asked hopefully. “My first church dance and you asked me to dance?”
Using his reference point, I was able to remember. But my memory was different than
his. I never liked dances - probably another reason I’m still single. His first church dance was
my second one. My first dance was an uncomfortable experience. More than a wall flower, I
never moved from the chair for three hours. I never wanted to go to another one. My dad made
me and told me I couldn’t come home till I danced three dances. If I waited for the guys to ask,
I’d still be there waiting. So, I asked three guys to dance. To make sure I didn’t get rejected, I
picked three fellow wall-flowers. My plan worked and I was able to leave in a half-an-hour. I
didn’t go to another church dance until I dated Eric. “We didn’t even talk to each other,” I said
finally.
“I know. That was my fault. I was shy and awkward.”
And I was focused on leaving...
“But it was that act of kindness that saved me. It was a turning point in my life. My
family moved shortly after, but I always remembered you, Grace. What a fitting name!”
The more he talked, the worse I felt.
“I told your story so many times on my mission. I bet if you met anyone from Japan they
would feel like they knew you already.”
Oh, I doubt it. My throat was so dry I couldn’t swallow. I would have preferred him
condemning me or carrying out some kind of revenge. It was false praise I received. I knew I
didn’t deserve it. “I remember things differently,” I said weakly.
“Oh?” he looked at me. His look was so sincere, I couldn’t tell him the truth.
“Just different. That’s all.”
“When I heard you were here, I knew I had to see you. I’ve wanted this opportunity for a
long time.”
I took a drink of water and wondered what Jo was doing at that moment.
“I’m glad I wasn’t disappointed.” Coming from someone else, it would have been a rude,
kind of creepy comment. But he said it with such charm I felt flattered.
Our food came. He made Terry stand by our table until he inspected his meat. It wasn’t
the best, but it was passable.
As soon as Terry was permitted to leave, Mac said smugly, “Can’t really expect much
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from a small town, can you?” I couldn’t help but think if he wanted a steak, we could have gone
to a steakhouse instead of to the semi-Italian restaurant.
I shrugged. “So,” I now had two topics I wanted to avoid: food and our younger days.
“A weather man? What made you decide on that?”
That turned out to be the safest topic - himself. He eagerly jumped on the boat. I was
finally able to relax again as I heard about how he decided to move to Cheyenne. It was a
stepping stone to what he hoped would lead to a much bigger pond. He had his eye on Denver to
start with. Then a national market. However, he liked to reminisce. His second favorite topic
after his career ambitions focused on the good old days. When he started going back, first to his
college days and then to his mission, I quickly steered him to the present. We didn’t need to
discuss any earlier than his mission. I didn’t want to make any more appearances in his stories.
“And what brings you here?” he asked me during dessert.
I paused. “Work,” I replied. “And I wanted to live closer to Matty. After my parents left
Utah there was really no point in me staying.”
He nodded.
I didn’t realize until later that evening, while I discussed my date with April Mae, that I
didn’t mention Eric. It wasn’t on purpose. I was not trying to hide something. For the first time,
I felt like I was done discussing him. There was nothing more to tell. April Mae and I both
concluded Dear John Parties are awesome. They should be more of a thing.
When the check came, I thought I knew Mac pretty well. “I’m sorry,” he said to Terry,
“How much do I owe?”
“No charge,” Terry smiled and winked at me. It was the first good news he delivered all
night.
“No charge?” Mac asked smiling.
“Not for our resident celebrity,” Terry’s dad said joining the conversation.
Mac dabbed the corners of his mouth with a napkin. “My agent said this would happen.”
He was not trying too hard to hide his grin. “Would you like my autograph, also?” he asked
magnanimously,
The owner’s smile disappeared. “Not you. Her.”
His words caught me mid-bit of my brownie. “Excuse me?” I asked with my mouth full.
“You’re the 31 days, 31 dates girl.”
Uh oh.
“If you bring your dates here, it’s good publicity.”
Maybe I should have squeezed in a mention of my dating situation during dinner.
“What?” Mac asked forcing a laugh.
“Yeah, uh, thank you.” I said to the owner. He and Terry walked off talking about their
brush with the famous. More like infamous at the moment.
“Thirty-one dates?” Mac asked.
I took a deep breath hoping when I exhaled the right words would come. It didn’t work.
I cleared my throat. “See, there’s a guy in my ward. He, well, he kind of fixed me up with 31
dates this month.” The last part of the sentence my voice raised so it sounded like a question.
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Could we leave it at that?
Nope.
“Why?” he asked.
“Well,” I said slowly, “it’s an arrangement we have.”
His eyes got big. “An arrangement?”
I forced a laugh to try and make it sound light and fun. “It’s just this thing we’re doing.
I go on 31 dates...”
“In 31 days...”
“And it’s just for fun.”
“For fun?”
“Yeah.”
He thought about it for a moment. “What’s in it for you?”
“Well,” I was really hoping that question wouldn’t come up. “If I don’t succeed, I’ll
have to go with Wyatt, the guy who arranged the dates, to a family reunion and meet his Aunt
Mabel. She’s a kisser.”
It sounded rather silly whenever I say it out loud.
He processed the information. “So, it’s a bet?”
“No,” I said quickly. “It’s an arrangement.”
“But there’s a winner and a loser?”
Sure, okay. I nodded my head.
“So, it’s a game?”
Why hadn’t I thought of that sooner? “Yes!”
“Huh,” he said. “What these small towns do for fun.”
I sucked my bottom lip in and nodded.
“Well, at least we got a free meal out of it.”
It was a fairly quiet ride to my apartment. Mac pulled into a parking stall and turned off
the car but didn’t move. “So, Grace, I’ve been thinking,” he said.
I remained quiet.
“Do you need to date 31 different men, or just go on 31 dates?”
“Just 31 dates.”
“So, it can be with the same guy?”
I thought about it. “Yeah, it can be. I just haven’t really met anyone I wanted to date
more than once.”
“Until now,” he laughed.
I turned red.
“How many dates do you have left?”
“What’s today?” The whole month seemed to blend together.
“The 22nd.”
I quickly added up my days. “Then I only have nine more dates left.”
“Okay,” he nodded his head. “I want them to be with me.”
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“Really?” I asked.
“Yeah, it will be fun. And I want you to win your non-bet game.”
I thought about it. “But what about work?”
“It’s not that far, I’ll come up after work.” He thought about it. “Except for Saturday
and Sunday, when I’m on the air.”
I remembered my conversation with Ox. “That’s okay, I’m going mountain climbing on
Saturday.”
“Mountain climbing?”
“Yeah,” I didn’t want to tell him that it was a real date, too.
“So, good. It all works out then,” he turned and faced the steering wheel. “Is there
somebody I need to call? Do I need to talk to this Wyatt guy?”
“No,” I said a little too quickly. “I’ll take care of it.”
It was dark but by the light of the street lamp I could see his eyes were sparkling and his
dimples were set.
“Great,” he said and got out of the car. He walked around to my door and opened it. “I’ll
see you tomorrow night, then?”
I responded how any woman who wasn’t going to let a mountain beat her would.
“Absolutely.”
CHAPTER 35
Everything was working out for the best. Mac, surprisingly, did not seem upset his date
was busy dating 31 other men. He even wanted to be my date for the rest of the month. Except
for Saturday and Sunday, but I had managed to get a date on my own for Saturday. So, except
for Sunday, I no longer needed to date the guys Wyatt fixed up for me. It was a bit of relief.
Kind of like graduating from school. Sure, there were certain things I was going to miss, but not
all of it. And the way my dates had been going, not most of it. Now, all I had to do was to let
Wyatt know.
I could have called him when I got home from my date with Mac. I should have. But I
decided to finish cleaning the kitchen first. By the time I finished, I was sure it was too late to
call. Even though I had a suspicion he would still be up I talked myself out of it. That night I
dreamt of 31 men chasing me. I ran away from them in a wedding dress. Seeing myself in a
wedding dress woke me up before my alarm clocks went off in their synchronized pattern.
I still hadn’t called Wyatt at four o’clock in the afternoon. My phone started ringing
while I edited a wedding video. “Hello?”
“Grace, this is Logan Anderson. I’m your date for tonight.”
Oh yeah.
“I was wondering what you wanted to do?”
Now someone asks for my opinion?
“Logan, I’m sorry. I should have called sooner.” I bit my bottom lip and took a deep
breath. “I already have a date for tonight.”
“Oh,” he said quickly. “I’m sorry, I thought Wyatt told me tonight. I’ve been out of
142

31 Days, 31 Dates by Corina Lee
© 2014 ck’s days

town on a photo shoot and must have mixed up the days.”
Now a photographer? Really? “No, it’s my fault. Someone asked me out and I said
yes.” Okay, that was the lamest explanation I’ve given. “Anyway,” I said quickly hoping he
didn’t hear the last part. “I forgot to call Wyatt and cancel. I’m sorry.”
Logan was silent for a moment. “Oh,” he sounded disappointed. “That’s too bad. I
heard you worked as a video editor, I thought we’d have a lot in common.”
No kidding! Where was Wyatt hiding him all this time?
“Maybe some other time?” he asked politely.
“That sounds wonderful.” I knew I’d never hear from him again.
I hung up the phone and tapped it on my forehead. “Where was he a couple of dates
ago?” My phone rang again. “Hello?” I said without looking at the caller ID.
“Grace?”
“Wyatt?” I sat up.
“Yeah, Logan just text me. You’re not going out with him either?”
I took a deep breath. This is why I should learn not to put things off. “Yeah. See here’s
the thing. I kinda, well, I need to cancel the rest of my dates.”
Silence.
“Mac,” I plunged on. “You remember I told you about him? Anyway, we reconnected
last night and had a nice time.” I tried to shake the feeling like I was in trouble. “So, he’s going
to take me out for the rest of the month.”
“You’re dating him for the rest of the month?”
I hesitated. “Except for Saturday and Sunday.”
“Except for Saturday?” He seemed to be in a repeating mode.
“Yeah, on Saturday I have a date with Ox… then.”
“Ox?”
“You remember him. He’s Darren’s friend. Anyway, he doesn’t want the rock to beat
me.” I forced the most unnatural laugh. It even scared me.
“So, I don’t need any more dates except for Sunday. Because that’s when Mac works.
On the weekends. He’s the weekend weatherman.”
There was so much silence, I thought the call dropped.
“So,” Wyatt finally said. “You’re dating Mac till the end of the month. Except for
Saturday when you will be out with Ox. And Sunday.”
Huh, I explained it pretty well. “Because, Ox doesn’t...”
“Doesn’t want the rock to beat you.” He finished.
More silence. “So,” he cleared his throat. “Where are you going tonight?”
“I don’t know. We haven’t decided.”
“Okay, I hope you have a good time.” He said it light and friendly. “I better go, I have
work to do.”
“Yeah, okay,” I said before he hung up. I exhaled. At least that was over, now I could
concentrate on my date with Mac tonight. But the sound of Wyatt’s voice kept crowding out my
daydreams of Mac.
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CHAPTER 36
Mac sat on my front step when I got home from work. “I’m sorry,” I said. “Have you
been waiting long?”
“All my life,” he said with a grin.
“C’mon in,” I smiled and unlocked the door. “Let me just change.”
“But I like you the way you are,” he laughed.
I nodded and chose not to respond. “Where are we going tonight?”
“Your town, you decide,” he started looking at photos on the entertainment stand.
I thought about our date last night. “There’s a great steakhouse...”
He scrunched his nose.
“Or Mexican...”
“Had that for lunch. How about the place we went to last night?”
“No,” I said quickly. “I could use something different.”
He shrugged his shoulders. “Can’t beat a free meal.”
“We could get burgers...”
He continued to look at the pictures.
“Burgers and we could go to the park. It’s nice enough for a picnic.” I decided.
He didn’t respond.
“Sound good?”
He shrugged his shoulders in a non-caring manner.
“Great, I’ll just change,” he opened his mouth and I quickly added, “my clothes.”
As I changed into jeans and a grey t-shirt, I couldn’t help but wonder what we would do
for entertainment. Since this was only our second date, I didn’t feel comfortable enough to tell
him the truth of why I asked him to dance so long ago. In fact, I was hoping it wouldn’t come up
again. But that meant I needed something for a distraction. I grabbed a Frisbee from the living
room closet because I couldn’t think of anything else.
“Where do you want to go for burgers?” I asked as we walked down the front step to the
parking lot.
Mac shrugged his shoulders again.
“Okay,” I sighed. We decided to take my vehicle since it was my town and supposedly I
knew where to go.
“I’ll follow you anywhere,” he said.
I was glad he was walking behind me so that I could roll my eyes unseen. Something had
made me a little sour and I thought maybe it had something to do with my conversation with
Wyatt. I shook my head and forced myself to forget the phone call. Forget Wyatt. Tonight I’m
with Superman, aka Mac.
“Are you serious?” Mac asked as we pulled up to the drive thru.
“I like the dollar menu,” I said. Funds were getting a little tight for the month. Plus, I
figured if we went to the drive thru he wouldn’t be able to fuss about his food until we were long
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gone. I could be eating while he inspected his food.
“McDonalds?” he asked.
I clenched the steering wheel and my cheeks became hot.
He continued to look at me.
If you don’t like McDonalds...” Oh, I just caught up. So he does remember all the teasing
we gave him when we were younger. Oh, how much does he remember? “Ah,” I said regaining
my composure. “I didn’t mean anything by it, other than saving money.”
He put his tongue in his cheek.
“We can go someplace else if this brings back bad memories.” I offered.
He narrowed his eyes at me. I was getting ready to pull out of line when his face broke
into a smile showcasing his dimples. “I’m only messing with you.”
“Funny,” I said not matching the intensity of his smile. “So, we can order?”
“Seriously, do you remember Super-Size Me?”
I waited to see if there were any signs of jest on his face. None appeared. “Well, we
won’t eat here for 30 days, just one.” I pulled up to the mic.
We ordered and went to the park. The park wasn’t too crowded and we found a picnic
table and sat down. As I ate, I read the names carved into the vandalized table.
“So, Grace,” Mac asked. “You said you came here for work but it seems like there’s
more of a market in Utah for your line of work.”
Astute man.
“What really brought you here, of all places?”
I swallowed my mouthful slowly. “Change of scenery. And Matty.”
“Oh,’ he said and took his first bite. “Change from what?”
I took a drink. “I just needed to get out of Utah.” I really didn’t want to discuss Eric ever
again.
“Oh,” he opened his bun to look at his meat again. “So you came here?”
My eyes narrowed. “Why not?”
He laughed. “Sorry, no offense. You don’t have to be so defensive.” He put his burger
together again and took a bite. “I can hardly wait to get out of here.”
I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s been good to me.”
He laughed again. “It’s a very nice place. Just not for me.”
“It takes a special person to live here,” I agreed, half in jest.
He looked at me, his eyes twinkling. “You wouldn’t leave Wyoming?”
I thought about it. “I could. If the right offer came along.”
He took his burger apart again and inspected the tomato. “Good to know.”
I felt like we were heading for the deep end of the dating pool. Too deep for a second
date. So I decided to head back to the shallow end with safer topics. “Let’s throw the Frisbee.” I
said.
“Great,” he said looking around.
“I’m done with my burger and let’s face it, you’re never going to finish yours,” I scooped
up his burger and threw it away with my wrappers.
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“Hey,” he said indignantly.
“Really?” I asked.
He looked at me and smiled. “You’re right.”
I showed him the Frisbee and pulled him to his feet. “Let’s play!”
We played Frisbee until I got hit in the nose with it. That’s when we decided it was too
dark to throw it anymore. I was fine, other than a dull ache on the bridge of my nose. But Mac
insisted he drive to my place. Since I was getting a bit of a headache also, I let him.
When we walked into my apartment, Matt sat in the dark watching a movie.
“What happened?” he asked noticing my silhouette against the open door holding my
nose.
I turned on the lamp and pointed to myself with my free hand. “Poster child for the
dangers of playing Frisbee at dusk.”
“Ouch,” Matt said.
I waved it off. “A couple of Tylenol and I’ll be fine.”
All of a sudden, Wyatt walked in from the kitchen.
“Hi,” I said turning a little red. “What brings you here?”
“Came to watch a movie...” he pointed to the television set.
“Oh,” I naively said. “I think Mac has to head back...”
“With Matt.” Wyatt finished.
“Oh,” I looked at the television screen. “Is this Star Wars again?”
“Empire Strikes Back,” all three of them said in unison.
“Oh, sorry,” I wanted to take the Tylenol and go to bed. “I don’t think you two have met.
Mac this is Wyatt.” Suddenly, Mac took a keen interest in Wyatt.
Wyatt adjusted the baseball cap on his head. The two stood toe to toe. Wyatt stood only
an inch or two taller than me, but next to Mac’s 6'3" frame, he looked small. Since Wyatt had
the privilege of working for himself, his attire was more relaxed in jeans and a t-shirt. He
obviously hadn’t shaved today and had blond stubble around his chin. Mac, who worked in the
public eye, was clean shaven and not one hair was out of place. I don’t think a hair was allowed
to go astray on his head. He seemed so polished.
“Nice to meet you,” Wyatt stuck out his hand.
Mac looked at it before shaking it. “You too, I’ve heard a lot about you.”
I wouldn’t say a lot...
Wyatt raised his eyebrows.
“The mastermind behind the dates. Very ingenious.” Mac said as they let go of the
shake. “I wonder, though, what’s in it for you?” His tone was light but his words were not.
They looked at each other. Suddenly, it felt like the room had become small and stuffy.
Mac laughed. “I mean, it seems like a lot of hard work.”
I looked at Matt trying to signal an intervention. But he was too busy looking from
Wyatt to Mac to notice.
“I think I’ll get that Tylenol now,” I said louder than I needed to considering we were all
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in the same room. “Then I’m going to bed.” Which should have translated to: Everybody go
home now.
No one moved.
“You’ve got a drive ahead of you,” I told Mac.
He shrugged his shoulders.
“The movie isn’t over yet,” Wyatt said triumphantly and sat down on the couch.
“I haven’t seen this movie in forever,” Mac sat down on the other end of the couch.
I looked at Matt. He sat down in the chair.
I gave up. “I’m going to bed.”
Wyatt waved and Matt nodded to me.
Mac jumped up and walked to me. “You don’t mind if I stay and watch the movie, do
you?”
Yes, I want everybody to leave. I’m thinking you should take Matt, too. “No, that’s fine.”
He grabbed my shoulders and pulled me up on my tiptoes. Before I realized what he was
doing, he kissed me. Not exactly how I pictured our first kiss. More awkward than anything. It
felt staged and impersonal. It was a show kiss.
Mac sat down with a smirk on his face. Wyatt slid down in the couch until all I could see
was his baseball cap pointed at the television set.
My head began pounding. “Good night,” I said flustered and went to my room.
CHAPTER 37
“Grace?” Tameka asked. “Whatcha doin?”
“Nothing,” I moaned not moving. I had my arms folded on my desk and my head resting
on them.
“Uh huh,” she said and I heard her move closer.
Any good story needs a build up to get to the climactic part. There were so many details
I needed to share before telling about what I now referred to as “the incident.”
“How was your date with Mac?” she asked.
I sat up and looked at her. “He kissed me.” So much for the buildup.
Her eyes got big and she shut the door as much as possible and sat down. “Run that by
me again.”
“Mac kissed me.” It was only the second time I had said those words out loud and they
seemed strange to me.
She looked at me as if waiting for more. What more could I possibly say? “And?” she
prodded.
I shrugged. That’s what I was trying to decide, the ‘and.’
“Not good?” she sat back in her chair.
“Well, it...” how to describe it, “it just didn’t feel romantic. Matt and Wyatt were
there...”
“Hold on,” she leaned forward again. “Wyatt was there?”
Didn’t I mention that? “Yeah,” I looked at the computer screen. “He came by to watch a
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movie with Matt.”
She looked at me as if I had omitted the most important part. “He came by to watch a
movie with Matt?”
I nodded.
“I didn’t know they were friends,” she said slowly.
I shrugged again.
“Have they watched movies together before?”
“No,” I scratched my forehead. “This was the first time.”
Her eyes looked like they were going to pop out of her head at any moment. “This was
the first time?”
I forced a laugh. “Funny coincidence, huh?”
“You told Wyatt about the date, right?”
I didn’t like where this interrogation was headed. “Yeah.”
She sat back and slapped the desk with her hand causing me to jump. “And Mac kissed
you?”
“Yeah.”
“In front of Wyatt?”
“And Matt.” I added.
She waved that off. I waited for any advice she might give me. “And the kiss wasn’t any
good?”
“It was...” I sighed, “mechanical.”
She sat back and nodded. “My money’s on Wyatt.”
“There’s another bet?” I moaned.
“No,” she smiled. “I mean, I like Wyatt. Of course, I haven’t even met Mac. But my
advice is to dump the dud and stick with the stud.”
I laughed. “Wait, before you judge.” I used the office computer and googled Mac’s
news station. I went to the news crew tab. Almost to the bottom of the page, was Mac’s picture.
“And now?” I asked.
Tameka pulled the monitor toward her and looked closely. “You do have a bit of a
dilemma, don’t you?”
I laughed again. “Thanks for the help.”
Tameka had to kick me out at closing time. As I drove, I practiced a speech I had been
piecing together all day. I decided to get gas on the way home. I knew I was only prolonging the
inevitable, but the more I procrastinated, the later I’d have to deal with a mess. My mess was
waiting for me when I got home. Mac sat on the front step with a bouquet of wilting flowers.
I moaned to myself and put my head on the steering wheel. I took a deep breath and
climbed out of the car and walked slowly toward Mac. He saw me and walked toward me. As
we got close, he held out the bouquet to me and smiled.
“They were fresh two hours ago,” he said.
I took them even though I didn’t want to. Nice gestures just made things like this harder.
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“Thanks,” I mumbled. Now was the time to deliver the speech I had practiced all the way home.
“Mac...”
“Grace,” he interrupted. “I just wanted to say...”
“I’ve been thinking...” I started my speech.
“I’m sorry.”
It took a moment for his words to register. “What?” I asked.
“I’m sorry about last night.”
My speech began to evaporate.
“I felt bad about it all day. I would have called,” he explained quickly, “but I wanted to
tell you in person.”
My voice seemed like it got up and left.
He continued. “Our first kiss wasn’t supposed to be so...”
“Public?”
“Yeah,” he went red. “It’s just that, Wyatt was there uninvited, right? Uninvited?” he
raised his eyebrows and waited for me to nod my head.
“Of course uninvited,” I thought of Matt. “At least by me.”
He nodded his head in relief, “and I got so...” he clenched his fists. “Anyway, I’m sorry
I acted like a foolish teenage boy.”
My rehearsed speech was completely gone. I didn’t know what to say.
“Let me take you to one of my favorite places tonight.” His eyes sparkled.
“I’d like that,” I said softly.
His face broke into his trademark smile. I remembered why I was excited to see him the
first time. At that moment, I would have followed him anywhere.
He drove us to Fort Collins. I protested out of courtesy. Out of politeness, I offered to
drive my car and follow him. He was going to drive to Fort Collins, back to Laramie to drop me
off, then drive back to Cheyenne. It made for a long night of driving on his part. But he insisted.
The ride was fairly quiet. We made mostly small talk for our drive. I kept practicing in
my head how to tell him my version about our dance so many years ago. Without talking about
the dance, we were left with very few topics to discuss. By the end of our ride, we were left to
make random comments about the DJ’s on the radio.
Based upon our past two dates, I assumed we were going to a nice restaurant in Fort
Collins. I was glad I had a black-seldom dress tucked away in the back of my closet. My blackseldom dress was one I bought for a recognition of honor when I graduated from college. When
I wore it, I felt elegant and chic. But I didn’t have many places I could wear it to. I hoped it
would be good enough for whatever place Mac surprised me with.
I was confused when we pulled up in front of a modest house. I was surprised when he
turned off the car. I was horrified when I found out why.
“This is my grandma’s place,” he said pointing to the house.
“Oh,” I said and I could feel the color drain from my face. “Are we stopping here before
we go to the restaurant?” I asked hopefully.
“She fixed us dinner.”
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Uh oh. “I don’t want to impose...”
“She’s waiting for us.”
I could still remember all too well meeting Eric’s mother for the first time. The look of
disappointment on her face when she found out my career ambition. The disappointment was for
her son. The look she gave me dripped with disdain. Eric’s family never did warm up to me. It
was her opinion that was behind our breakup, I’m sure. So, I was a little gun shy when it came
to meeting family.
“C’mon,” Mac smiled. “She’s anxious to meet you.”
As he climbed out and walked around the car to my door, I tried to think of a reason we
could leave. I took out my cell phone and willed it to ring. Now would be a good time to be
called into work. It didn’t ring. Not too surprising since there aren’t really that many video
production emergencies that take place after hours.
“I don’t have anything to give her,” I complained as he helped me out of the car.
“Oh yeah,” he said and popped open the trunk. He retrieved another bouquet of flowers.
“Put them in a cooler of water. Almost kept them fresh.” He explained and shook the excess
water from them. “Ready?”
No. “Sure,” I said reluctantly.
We walked to the front door and he rang the doorbell. A little, hunched over lady opened
the door.
“Gram!” he said and held out his arms. His massive frame completely enveloped her tiny
frame and she disappeared from view for a moment.
“MacDonald,” came her muffled reply. “You big boys need to be careful of your frail
grandma.” She playfully tapped the side of his arm.
“Grandma, this is Grace,” he beamed. “Grace, this is my grandma Lois.”
“Of course it is! Who else would she be?” her tone was direct but there was a softness in
her eyes. Which allowed me to catch my breath.
“These are from Grace,” he held out the flowers.
“Gracious, that was nice of you,” she accepted them and her eyes sparkled. “Gracious.”
She looked at me and smiled, “Grace.” I could see where Mac got his sense of humor from.
“It was actually Mac...” I started to explain and Mac waved me off.
“It’s from both of us,” he interrupted.
She looked from Mac to me. “I guess you’d better come in.”
I felt a fleeting uncomfortableness for being attributed to misplaced gratitude. But
decided to drop it. The flowers were from both of us. I followed her in and down a small
hallway. The walls were lined with decades worth of pictures. It looked like every decade back
to the 30's was represented. There was a smell to the place.
“I love your pictures,” I said to her back as I followed her down the hall.
She didn’t respond. I looked back at Mac.
He smiled. “She’s hard of hearing,” he said in a near whisper.
Lois stopped and turned around. “I am not!” she replied indignantly. “Don’t believe
him.” She told me, “Now, what about my pictures?”
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Mac laughed.
“I said, I like them,” I said a little louder and slower than usual.
“Oh, gracious,” she beamed. “This is my family.”
“The good, the bad, and the...” Mac teased.
“Oh, you,” she reached past me and teasingly slapped his arm. She turned back to the
wall and straightened a 5x7 black and white picture of a man in his 50's. His eyes looked sad.
“This is my husband. Taken right before he died.” She paused for a moment. “Well,” she said
continuing down the hall, “supper’s ready. Best be eating.”
I followed her to a dining room. It seemed small because one whole wall had cardboard
boxes stacked against it.
“Are you moving?” I asked.
“Gracious, no,” she laughed. “MacDonald’s brother needed storage space.”
“Grandma,” Mac said as reprovingly as he dared, “don’t let Ron store his junk here.”
She laughed again. “What do I need the space for?”
“Your brother’s name is Ron?” I interrupted.
“Yeah,” he nodded and looked at me.
I looked from him to his grandma expecting a smile or at least, look of acknowledgment
of my thoughts. Neither one even cracked a grin. “As if in Ronald?” I hinted at the seemingly
secret joke I was enjoying.
Mac nodded his head.
“Your names...” I paused to let him finish my statement. He didn’t. “ Rhyme?”
He shrugged his shoulders.
I looked at Lois for help. “Their momma was a MacDonald,” she explained. “Her
daddy’s name was Ronald. Her marrying a Donaldson was just a quirk of life.”
“A quirk of life?” I asked.
She fixed a place mat on the table. “And a bit of bad fortune for the boys.” She said it
under her breath so Mac didn’t hear her.
I turned to Mac. “So, your grandpa was Ronald MacDonald?”
“Yeah,” he smiled but it wasn’t his normal smile. This was more a polite smile. The
kind April Mae makes after somebody makes a comment about her name. I decided to drop the
subject and not make any more comments. Until I got home and could have a good laugh, that
is.
“Something smells good,” I lied. There was a stench that filled the room. I was hoping it
was the scent of the house. But I knew it was dinner.
“Oh, gracious,” Lois said and hurried to the kitchen.
“She’s nice,” I whispered to Mac.
“She’s the best,” he beamed.
“Maybe she needs help,” I followed her to the kitchen. “What would you like me to do?”
I offered.
She lifted a big pan out of the oven. “Just eat.” She lifted the lid off the pan.
At once, my nose was assaulted with the very thick aroma. It had been faint in the other
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room but now very strong. And recognizable. We were having fish. What is with all the fish?
I swallowed quickly to keep everything in place. I tried to breathe using only my mouth
but the smell was so thick, I could taste it.
“Is there a salad?” I asked trying not to inhale.
“Oh, no. I’m not a salad eater,” she waved the question off. She began dishing up what
appeared to be some kind of fish casserole onto the biggest ceramic plate I have ever seen. “This
is from Mac and Ron’s last fishing trip,” she bragged.
“Wow, that’s a lot,” I said as she kept dishing the fish onto the first plate.
“Fish is good for you,” she said as a matter of fact.
I could tell by the serving, that’s all we were getting tonight. No side dishes. No
vegetables. Just a huge mountain of fish.
Finally, she handed me the plate. The plate was heavy and I thought about accidently
dropping it. I bit my bottom lip. “Thank you, this looks great.” I tried to sound sincere.
She smiled at me and started filling the second plate.
I took the feast o’ fish into the dining room. “Fish,” I said as I set the plate down on the
table.
“I know,” Mac smiled and sat down. “Ron and I caught it. You should have seen it. It
was huge.”
I laughed. “I can tell.” I swallowed again and pushed the plate in front of him.
“This is yours,” he started to push the plate back.
“No,” I said quickly. “You have it. I’ll take the next plate.” I was hoping the next plate
would have less. Surely, there would have to be less for the next person. I was wrong. All three
plates had the same heaping amount.
I couldn’t help but stare at my plate of fish. It was as if I needed to be aware of its
whereabouts at all times, even though it didn’t move. As Mac said a blessing on the food, I said
my own silent prayer. His asked that the food “strengthen and nourish our bodies.” In mine, I
pleaded that gravity would do its job and keep things where they were supposed to be. Namely
down.
After the prayers were said, Mac and Lois eagerly dug in. I think their conversation
revolved around the fishing trip. I’m not sure because I was strategically planning. First, I tried
the old standby of digging a hole by moving some fish around. It looked like all I had done was
move food around. When I became convinced that wasn’t working, I looked around for signs of
a pet. Don’t older ladies have cats?
“So,” I interrupted their conversation. “Do you have any cats?”
Lois laughed. “No, deathly allergic.”
“The whole family is.” Mac said.
“So, you’re dog people?” I asked hopefully.
Mac dabbed the corners of his mouth with a napkin. “No, none of us really are pet kind
of people.” He raised his eyebrows and looked at me.
“Just seems like the kind of place a pet would feel welcomed.” I looked at my plate. And
be well fed tonight.
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He nodded and I could tell he didn’t quite believe me. Lois asked him another question
about his fishing trip and he resumed telling the story I must have interrupted.
I wondered if I could place the plate precariously near the edge of the table and have it
accidently spill. If I could plan it right, it would look like an accident. It would be believable,
too, because let’s face it, I didn’t get my name based on any attribute I possessed.
“Grace,” Mac said and caused me to jump. “Better be careful. Fish is a better meal than
a dress.”
I thought about it. He was right. I was wearing my black seldom dress. I couldn’t
sacrifice it to the fish.
There was nothing I could do but eat. My very large helping of fish. I somehow
managed to get the first forkful into my mouth. I willed it to go down. That wasn’t so bad. No,
it tasted like fish, it was bad. I downed nearly my whole glass of water to wash it down. My
two dinner guests had happily resumed their conversation. I was able to move the water pitcher
closer to me without either one noticing.
It took some doing but I managed to get a few more bites down. Each time I used water
to wash it down. I wished our drinks had a flavor to it because the water kept the fish taste in my
mouth. It didn’t take long for me to finish the pitcher. I looked at my plate. It was nowhere
near cleaned off but at least there was a real hole in it this time.
“I couldn’t eat another bite,” I said loudly.
The two of them looked at me.
“It was delicious.” I lied.
“But you hardly touched it,” Lois said eyeing my plate.
“No, I did,” I turned my plate so that she could see the very small hole. “It’s just that I’m
full.” I was hoping my stomach wouldn’t start growling and give me away.
She eyed me suspiciously. “Mac said you had an appetite. But it looks like you’re just
like all the other girls these days. Skinny nothings.”
It had been some time since anyone referred to me as skinny. I smiled.
“I guess you won’t be wanting dessert either.” She said.
“I’ll take some,” I said a little too quickly. “When you have some, I’m sure I’ll be
ready.” I tried to recover.
“So, anyway,” Mac resumed his story. “There we were, both in the river. Dripping wet
and Ron pulls out this fish and asks, who caught who?” The two of them started laughing. I
laughed along, too, even though that was the only part of the story I had caught.
“You boys are too much!” Lois slapped his arm.
I looked at their plates hoping they would eat quicker so that we could get to the dessert.
Please, let it be ice-cream.
“So, Grace,” Lois said. “Do you do a lot of fishing?”
I laughed. “Oh, no.” They looked at me. “I’m not what you would consider an
outdoorsy type.”
“I love the outdoors,” Mac said as if he needed to defend it.
I bit my bottom lip. “Although, I am going to climb a rock this weekend.”
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“You are?” Mac asked.
“Yeah, a guy I met on one of my dates invited me.” Oops. Did I just say, one of my
dates?
“One of your dates?” Lois asked.
I cleared my throat. “Yeah, see, I’m doing this thing...”
“She’s going on 31 dates in 31 days,” Mac chimed in.
“Oh, gracious,” Lois said. “Why?”
Mac smiled. “Yeah, why?”
I narrowed my eyes. “It’s a game.”
“It’s what we do for entertainment up in Wyoming,” he laughed.
“Not really. Just a game a friend and I are playing.”
Lois nodded her head slowly. “Are the dates all with the same guy?” She looked at Mac.
“No,” I said at the same time Mac said, “Yes.”
I looked at him.
“Well,” he said and smiled his genuine smile. “They are now.”
I could feel my face turn a little red.
“Oh, gracious,” Lois said. “Looks like you embarrassed her.” Which made my face
become redder.
“Looks like it’s time for dessert,” she said and stood up.
I stood up quickly also, ready to get rid of my dish of fish. “Let me help you with those,”
I said and took the other two dishes. She started to protest but I was so quick at grabbing the
plates, she didn’t have time to say anything. I quickly walked to the kitchen and set the dishes
on the counter. I dumped my fish into the garbage and rinsed off all three plates.
“You don’t have to do that,” she said as she brought in our glasses.
Oh, but I do. I need to get rid of the fish smell. “It’s all right,” I smiled politely.
She brought a pie out of the oven. “I put this in the oven while we ate to keep it warm.”
She explained.
“It looks good,” I said my mouth watering. The taste of fish still present.
“My almost famous cherry pie.” She smiled.
You have got to be kidding me. “Cherry pie?” I asked weakly.
She nodded excitedly and leaned closer to me. “It’s Mac’s favorite.”
“Great,” I tried to fake enthusiasm. “Any ice-cream?” I asked hopefully.
“Oh, I don’t buy it,” she said. “I’m lactose intolerant.”
“Oh,” was all I could say. “I better fill the pitcher up with water.”
“That would be lovely, dear,” she said as she started cutting the pie into pieces.
Necessary is more like it. This date was going to kill me.
It was late when we headed back to Laramie. We rode in silence for the first part.
“She likes you,” Mac said and he sounded pleased.
“She’s nice,” I said and looked at him.
“She’s the best,” he said again.
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I nodded in agreement and looked out the passenger window. It was too dark to see
anything.
“Don’t like fish?” he asked.
“Excuse me?” I looked at him again.
“You don’t like fish, do you?” it came out as more of a statement than a question.
“Not really.”
“But you ate it anyway?”
“Not too successfully,” I admitted.
“You should have said something,” he sounded a little reproving.
I pressed my lips together. “I should have,” I agreed. “But I guess I didn’t for the same
reason you spent an hour plagiarizing ‘A River Runs Through It’.” I may have been focused on
the meal but I had heard enough of the conversation to realize it sounded familiar.
He laughed. “Excuse me?”
“Tell me, does your brother look like Brad Pitt or just act like his character in the
movie?”
He cleared his throat and focused on driving for several minutes. I used the opportunity
to scout for an approaching gas stations.
“We haven’t spoken in two years,” he said softly.
“Excuse me?” I asked hoping a gas station would come into view soon.
He sighed. “Ron and I haven’t spoken to each other in two years.”
“And you think your grandma doesn’t know?” I asked. I really needed a gas station to
appear.
“No, she doesn’t know.”
I shrugged. “You sure? She seems pretty sharp.”
“It would break her heart to know,” he explained.
I bit my bottom lip. My eyes began to water.
“She’s never said anything.” He said more to himself.
“Where did the fish come from?” I asked trying to back out of the family drama I
stumbled into.
“Market fresh,” he said it more as a question.
I nodded. Just then I saw lights from an approaching gas station. “Oh, a gas station!
Please stop, please.” I begged.
He laughed. “All right, all right. You need something to eat?”
“Are you serious?” I asked wanting him to drive faster. “I just drank two pitchers of
water. We will probably have to stop at every gas station between here and Laramie.”
“Oh,” he said and swerved into the exit lane.
“Not helping,” I moaned.
He laughed. “So, you don’t like fish. Is there anything else you don’t like?” He asked as
we pulled to a stop.
I jumped out and leaned into the car. “Cherries.” I answered then ran into the station.
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CHAPTER 38
I unwrapped my last piece of gum and popped it into my mouth.
“Can I have a piece of gum?” Tameka asked poking her head into my little work room.
I held up the empty package to show her and threw it away. “Sorry,” I said.
“I thought you just bought that this morning on your way to work,” she said looking into the
waste basket.
“I did. But I swear I can still taste fish.”
She looked at me.
“I brushed my teeth twice last night and twice this morning. I even brushed my tongue a few
extra times.” I pointed to my mouth. “But it’s still in there.”
She laughed. “Sounds like it’s still in there,” she pointed to her forehead.
I popped my gum. “Well then, it,” I pointed to my forehead, “is making it stay here.” I pointed
to my tongue.
She shook her head. “So, what’ the plan tonight?”
I rolled the peppermint gum over my tongue. “I don’t know.”
“Any more family?” she asked.
“I hope not,” I sighed. Grandma Lois is nice but I am not ready to meet more of the
family. “Since I’m going rock climbing tomorrow, I’m hoping we can stay here tonight.”
Tameka looked at me. “I can’t believe you are going rock climbing.”
I couldn’t help but agree with her but tried to defend myself. “I can’t let the rock beat me.” The
saying had become my mantra.
“Beat you?” she asked. “I don’t want it to kill you.”
I looked at her. “Is that supposed to be comforting? Because it isn’t.”
She shrugged her shoulders. “I’m just saying that I’m surprised. You turned down the employee
discount to the health club. I just didn’t think you were that…”
Active? Daring?
She went with the word “Athletic.”
I’m not. My voice faltered. “I can’t let the rock beat me.”
“What do I know?” she forced a laugh. “You’ll be fine.” Her voice said the words but her eyes
told a different story. I’m not positive, but I thought her eyes told me to run. “Anyway, you
have your date tonight to look forward to.”
Too late. Her eye story had affected my mood. Suddenly, I felt very foolish for agreeing to go
with Ox. So what if a rock beat me? I’m pretty sure I could live with the knowledge that a rock
had won. In fact, if anything was going to beat me, wasn’t a rock the perfect victor? It couldn’t
gloat. It couldn’t boast. All it could do was sit there. Like a rock. I could live with that.
“Well,” she said looking around the room. “I better get back to work.” She stood up and left me
alone. Alone with my vivid imagination of my date tomorrow. It wasn’t pretty.
****
Mac waited for me on the front step when I arrived home. He had two white paper sacks with
him.
“Hi,” I sighed as I walked to him.
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He bent his eyebrows. “What’s the matter?”
“I’m just tired,” I sat next to him and rested my head on his shoulder.
“Long day?” he asked.
“Long month,” I muttered.
“Ready for our date?” he asked enthusiastically.
No. “Where are we going tonight?” Please say we are staying in Wyoming.
“A great place,” he said.
Oh no.
“I’m sure you’ll love it.”
Don’t be so sure.
He leaned back and my head slid off his shoulder. I could hear paper rustling. He showed me
the sacks. “How about we stay here tonight? Chinese okay?”
I blinked a couple of times at him trying to register his words. I leaned in and kissed him
surprising us both.
“Glad I went with the Chinese.” He said smiling. “We keep getting better at that.”
It helps when we don’t have an audience.
He looked at the door. “Think we could go in?”
“Yeah, I think so,” I smiled and stood up. I unlocked the door and held it open for him.
“I brought a movie, too.” He said and pulled it out of his jacket pocket.
“Perfect,” I said. I squinted to read the title. “Return of the Jedi?” I asked slowly.
He smiled. “I figured, since we watched the Empire Strikes Back…”
We? As I recall, I went to bed. “Great,” I said with as much enthusiasm as I could muster. “I’m
just going to change…”
He opened his mouth.
“Into sweats,” I added quickly.
He shrugged his shoulders and walked into the kitchen. “Chopsticks or a fork?” he called out.
“Fork,” I answered and closed my bedroom door.
I heard him mumble, “Fork? You can’t eat Chinese food with a fork.”
I couldn’t help but dance and hum a little tune I called, ‘Stayin’ the Night In.’ I quickly changed
clothes and pulled my hair back into a ponytail.
When I walked back into the living room, I couldn’t help but giggle. Mac had sat down on the
floor with his legs stretched under the coffee table. It looked like it had been an effort to squeeze
his body in the tiny space between the couch and the table. He looked like a giant sitting at a
kitchen table.
“Fee fi fo fum,” I said.
“What?” he asked.
“Do you smell the blood of an Englishman?”
He stared at me.
“Jack and the Beanstalk?” I offered.
No reply.
“Never mind. Comfortable?” I asked.
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He shrugged his shoulders. “I’m fine.”
“Well, don’t sneeze because you’ll knock over the table and there goes all our food.” I slid into
the space next to him.
“Wow,” he said, “you made it look easy.”
“Advantages of being smaller.” I answered as I looked at the array of food on the table. “So,
what do we have?”
He used chopsticks to point to the boxes. “Sweet and Sour Chicken. Pork. And…” he smiled,
“Sushi.”
I stuck my tongue out. “I’ll pass on the sushi. The chicken sounds good, though.”
He handed me the box and I fixed my plate. “Forks?” I asked scanning the table.
“Couldn’t do it,” he said and handed me chopsticks. “Can’t eat Chinese food with a fork.”
Yes, I can. Actually, better than I can eat it with a fork. I looked at the chopsticks. “I’ll get a
fork.” I jumped up and went to the kitchen. I couldn’t help but mumble, “Why even bother
asking chopsticks or a fork?”
“Did you say something?” Mac asked as I walked into the living room.
I shook my head and sat down. He said a blessing on the food. I included a silent thanks I didn’t
have to eat fish again. After the prayer, I lifted a forkful to my mouth. Just as it got to my lips,
Mac knocked it out of my hand.
“Ow,” I said even though it surprised me more than hurt me.
“Told you. Can’t eat Chinese food with a fork.”
I forced a laugh. I picked up my fork and tried again. Again, he knocked it out of my
hand. “Really?” I asked.
He smiled his boyish smile which didn’t seem so charming at the moment. “Chopsticks.”
I grabbed my plate and sat on the couch away from him. Again, I raised the fork to my
mouth. What I didn’t factor into my plan was how far he could reach. He grabbed my ankle and
pulled causing me to miss my mouth. The food went down the front of my shirt. “Fine, if I try
the sticks, will you let me eat?” I asked.
His eyes twinkled with mischief. “Of course.”
I set the fork down and grabbed a pair of chopsticks. He watched me struggle with them. I still
couldn’t get food into my mouth.
After watching several attempts, he asked, “Ready to watch the movie?”
“Sure,” I mumbled. As soon as his focus was on the tv, I picked up my fork and shoveled the
food into my mouth. By the time he remembered to check my progress with the chopsticks, I
had only rice left on my plate. He narrowed his eyes and I smiled the best I could with a mouth
full of food.
I put my plate on the table and stretched out on the couch.
The next thing I remembered, Mac started coughing loudly and woke me up. I was surprised to
see Matt had joined us. “Have a good sleep?” Mac asked smiling.
I did. “When did you get home?” I asked Matt.
“About an hour ago,” Matt laughed.
“Is the movie over?” I asked looking at the screen. There was no movement on it.
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“No,” Mac started laughing. “It’s about half over.”
“Geez,” I yawned. “I think it was half over when I fell asleep.”
Mac looked at me. “Grace, you fell asleep after the first fifteen minutes. I think the opening
scroll just barely ended before you nodded off.”
“Why did you stop it?” I asked struggling to wake up.
Mac looked down.
“We couldn’t hear it anymore,” Matt answered.
I bent my eyebrows. “Oh,” I said realizing the subtle accusation. “How about I go to bed so my
snoring doesn’t bother you?”
I could still hear them snickering when I climbed into bed. “Mean boys,” I muttered. But soon I
blocked out all sound and fell fast asleep.
I dreamt I was running in a race against a rock wearing athletic shoes. There were boys along
the side. At first, I thought they were cheering for me. But they were actually mocking me. But
I couldn’t blame them though, the Nike wearing rock beat me.
CHAPTER 39
Morning came fast. Especially when I had to wake up at 6:30 A.M. The hour to get ready went
even faster and before I knew it I sat in Ox’s Jeep as we headed east. We weren’t
alone. However, this time we were joined by his sister, Shanna, and her boyfriend, Gabe, in the
backseat. The three of them chatted excitedly about our day’s adventure. I closed my eyes.
“This is the best part of the day,” I heard Ox exclaim.
“I’m sure it is,” I replied without opening my eyes.
He laughed.
It was easy to nod off. Until I could feel the road get bumpy. I knew we were near our
destination. I opened my eyes and gasped. “We’re going up the same rock?”
“Of course!” He replied happily. “You can’t let the rock beat you.”
I thought of my dream last night. “I thought you were speaking figuratively.” I wondered what
mishap could befall me that would allow me to wait in the vehicle again. My mouth went dry.
He stopped the car and looked at me. “You’ll be fine,” he said reassuringly. “We’re with you.”
His words hit the spot. I nodded my head slowly.
He smiled and stepped out of the Jeep.
It took a few seconds for my brain to convince my feet to follow. Or maybe, it was the other
way around. The air felt cool and fresh and seemed to snap my lungs to attention. The rock, lit
by the morning sun, looked golden.
Ox and company already had our gear out and held out a backpack to me. “We need you to
carry some stuff.”
I looked at the backpack. “Sure,” I said wanting to help out all I could.
“Good,” Shanna said and I felt I had passed some kind of test.
I took the backpack and put it on. As Ox helped me cinch it up, I felt the same panicky feeling I
always get when strapped into the roller coaster at amusement parks.
“You okay?” he asked.
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I looked at the rock, which seemed to transform into Mt. Everest. But I managed a brave front
and nodded.
He smiled again. “Okay, remember we’re having fun.”
I nodded again. Fun? Right.
“And Grace?”
I managed to tear my eyes away from the rock and look at him.
“Remember to breathe.”
Suddenly, I inhaled deeply.
Shanna smiled warmly. “It will be okay. Ox is a great teacher.”
Ox said, “Let’s go.”
My legs felt like jelly and I was surprised I could follow them.
“It usually takes an hour to get to the base,” he said as he began marching down the trail.
“Army base?” I asked hopefully.
He stopped and turned around. His eyes studied my face and I knew he was seeking for signs of
sanity. Satisfied, he smiled and started on the trail again.
I fell in behind him. Then, a little further behind him. Then further still until I lost sight of all
three of them completely and followed the trail by myself.
Growing up, I’ve always been taught when the going gets tough, the tough counts her
blessings. Turning lemons into lemonade is the key to success in life. No one wanted to hang
out with Laman and Lemuel. Murmuring was not allowed in my household. However, counting
murmurings comes more naturally to me than blessings. “I don’t like hiking,” I said to
myself. “I don’t like mornings,” I continued. “Especially Saturday mornings,” I said a little
louder. “I don’t like hiking or trails or…” I tripped over a log and fell face first on the
ground. “Dirt,” I spat dirt out of my mouth.
“Oh, but Grace,” I heard Ox’s voice causing me to jump. “They like you.” He laughed and
helped me up.
My face, the thermometer, burned and I knew it was bright red. I didn’t like having my
grumbling exposed. “I just haven’t learned to appreciate it I guess.”
He handed me a canteen. “Rest for a second.”
I took a couple of big gulps of water and I could feel my face cool down. I leaned against a
tree. “Where are your buddies today?”
He looked at the trail ahead of us. “They’re climbing a different rock today. We’ll see it when
we get to the top of ours.”
I nodded. “I thought you climbed together every Saturday?”
He looked at me. “Better company today.”
My face turned red again. “Not so far. A grumbler isn’t much fun.”
“Well, I have to agree with you on that.”
I started to laugh. “Sorry, this just isn’t my thing.”
“I know,” he said. “You’re out of your comfort zone and I like that.”
“Why?”
“Whenever we get out of our comfort zones, it challenges us. And we grow.”
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I stood up straight.
“Good for you for stepping out of your box,” he continued.
Suddenly, a jolt of energy entered into my body. “Should we continue?”
He smiled. “Absolutely.”
It took over an hour and a half for us to get to the base. The rock loomed over us as if daring us
to climb it. I looked around to see if it was wearing tennis shoes. No shoes. I sucked my bottom
lip.
Shanna and Gabe had been waiting for us for quite awhile. They looked pretty cozy sitting on
the ground leaning against the rock.
“I’d like to introduce you two,” Ox said getting gear out of his back pack. “Grace, this is
rock. Rock, Grace.”
I patted it. “Nice to meet you,” I lied. “Heard a lot about you.”
“I need your back pack,” he said.
I slid it off my shoulders and handed it to him.
“Can I help?” I asked.
“Not yet,” he said as he laid several pieces of equipment on the ground. Shanna and Gabe
emptied their packs and all three went to work sorting the equipment. When they finished, Ox
looked at me. “Now don’t worry. I work with Gabe and we are part-time instructors teaching
people how to climb. And Shanna has older brothers she always tries to tag-along with.”
“Hey!” she playfully punched him in the arm.
“She knows more about this stuff than both of us combined.”
Shanna smiled and Gabe nodded in agreement.
I let out a sigh of relief. Could have mentioned that sooner.
“This rock,” he patted my new friend, “has been climbed several times. It’s the next best thing
to a boring climbing wall.”
I nodded.
“And look at it, it’s not that big. Even if we fall we’ll live.”
My jaw dropped open.
He continued, “Sure, we’ll be hurt pretty bad, but…”
“Okay,” I blurted out, “this is not helping!”
He laughed. “We’ll be fine.”
My life started passing before my eyes.
“Okay,” he said interrupting my life review, “You and I will climb together. Shanna and Gabe’s
job will be later.”
“How much later?” I asked.
He paused and looked at me blinking a couple of times. “Later?” he asked.
“You said, their jobs will be later…”
“Belayer!” he exclaimed causing me to jump. “They are our the belayers.” He started to laugh
again and I joined nervously.
“See, we’re all a team, you and me. Shanna and you. Gabe and me. We need to work together.”
Team – check. Together – check.
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“If one falls, we both fall.”
Whoa, every person for herself.
“Just kidding,” he laughed. “That’s what our belayers are for.”
He chose now to become a stand-up comedian? “Will they catch us?”
“Actually yes, with the rope. You won’t fall. Trust me.”
Sure. Why not?
“This is your harness,” he pointed to a piece of equipment on the ground. “Shanna will help you
step into it.” With her help, I slipped the harness into position. “How does that feel?” she asked.
I looked at her. “How’s it supposed to feel?”
“Snug.”
“Mission accomplished.”
She laughed. After several more instructions I was pretty sure I wouldn’t remember, we were
ready to climb. Ox’s experience and patience paid off. I was actually climbing a rock. I knew
we were moving slower than he was used to, but it didn’t seem to matter. He guided me and told
me where to reach and step. It was a rush. I knew my muscles were going to be sore later, but at
the moment, it felt good.
We reached the top in the early afternoon. Ox sat on a boulder as I looked around. From our
perch I could tell we were on the smallest rock around. But we were high enough for a decent
view.
“This is amazing,” I said. “Which rock are your friends climbing?”
He took a swig from the canteen. “That one,” he pointed his finger. “Off in the distance.”
Even from where we were, it looked huge.
“Wow,” I said and stepped closer to the edge.
“Careful!” he said quickly. “You don’t want to get too close.”
“I’m fine,” I laughed. “I just want to see…”
“Seriously, step back,” his voice had such sense of urgency that I complied.
“Sorry,” I said contritely. “I just wanted to look for the car.”
“It’s down there,” he nearly snapped and took another drink.
I nodded. It must have been silly to look for it. Though I’m pretty sure I wasn’t that close to the
edge.
He sighed. “Sorry, this is about the time when my secret always comes out.”
That you’ve got a Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde thing going?
He tapped his forehead a couple of times with his knuckle. “See, I’m afraid of heights.”
I laughed. “Right.”
“Serious,” he said without cracking a smile.
I stopped laughing. “A rock climber, scared of heights?” I asked making sure I heard correctly.
He nodded. “My number one fear.”
I looked at him unsure whether to laugh or offer some kind of sympathy. “But why…”
“Do I do it?”
I nodded.
“I’m a good climber. A great teacher….” he sighed. “And I can’t let fear control my life.”
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His words surprised me.
“Fear, as you may have noticed,” he continued. “Is a greedy monster. Let him in and he takes
root and never leaves. Just grows bigger and suffocates life.”
I listened intently.
“Fear is always an excuse not to do something. Not a reason.”
I agreed.
“I thought you’d understand. Isn’t that why you’re going on all those dates?”
“Excuse me?” I asked surprised.
“Your 31 dates? Isn’t it the same concept?”
My forehead bent and my mouth started moving but nothing was coming out. “Excuse me?” I
said again because that’s all that could come out.
“You’re conquering fear. Gaining control of your life,” he explained confidently.
“I…” I had no response.
“Hey, it’s cool,” he said. “That’s why I wanted to share this with you. You and me, we don’t let
the rocks beat us.”
I could tell he was serious. I forced the image of a rock wearing athletic shoes out of my mind so
that I wouldn’t laugh. I felt like I passed a pop-quiz. “So now what?” I asked unsure of what
else to say.
He frowned. “Unfortunately, we go down.” He shuddered. “I hate this part.”
I didn’t care for it either. But it did go much quicker. Once we got to the bottom, Ox bent down
on his knees and kissed the dirt.
“It always feels good to be back down,” he said.
I agreed readily. While my three teachers packed all our equipment back into the backpacks, I
walked over to the rock. I patted it gently and whispered a goodbye to it. As far as my rock
climbing adventures went, I was pretty sure this was it. But now I knew I am a woman who does
not and will not let the rocks of life beat her. I climbed this rock. I could conquer
anything. And I finally felt ready.
CHAPTER 40
That evening my muscles were mad at me. It was as if they planned some kind of revolt against
me. I imagined a group of them talked it over and decided I had been wholly unfair by suddenly
pushing them too hard so suddenly. They were used to my once a year work outs but I had gone
too far. To protest, they were beginning to ache and I knew it was only the start. To try and
appease them, I laid on the couch doing nothing since Ox dropped me off. As if I could
convince them I hadn’t overworked them today. It did not work.
My stomach started growling out of neglect but my aching muscles took priority so I ignored
it. But that just made my stomach angrier and it growled louder. My muscles wouldn’t let me
move. It was as if they were hissing, “Don’t you dare move.”
But my poor, neglected stomach growled louder.
“Sorry,” I said out loud. “I’m going to have to move.”
I sat up and my body protested painfully. “Ow,” I said as an understatement.
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I heated up soup and fixed toast. Once my stomach was pacified, I decided to take a hot shower
to soothe my muscles. It helped a little, and I felt better just being cleaner. I laid down on the
couch again prepared to not move for the rest of the evening.
A knock on the door startled me.
“Who is it?” I yelled.
“Wyatt,” came the muffled reply.
I was in my pajamas and my hair was wrapped in a towel. But I didn’t care. “Come in,” I
yelled.
The knob jiggled. “Can’t,” he yelled. “The door’s locked.”
I looked at the door which seemed so far away. “Is it important?” I yelled trying not to move.
“Excuse me?” He yelled.
I rolled my eyes. “Never mind, I’m coming.” I counted to three and stood up. I shuffled to the
door and opened it.
He smiled innocently and held out a movie.
“Return of the Jedi?” I asked. This is what I stood up for?
He nodded. “Thought you could use a relaxing evening after your climb. How did it go?”
“Great,” I said honestly. “I’m glad I went. My body is mad at me though.”
He nodded. “How about the movie?”
“Actually, I…” I stopped. Maybe it was the look in his eyes or maybe I didn’t want to be alone
in case another food emergency came up. “I would like to watch it.” I lied.
He smiled again and came in. “Feels like we haven’t done this in forever.”
I nodded. “It’s been a long month.”
He set the movie down. “I brought popcorn,” he held the unpopped microwave bag out to show
me. “Want some?”
I nodded. As long as I could lay on the couch, I didn’t care.
He went into the kitchen to pop it. The apartment quickly filled with the aroma. He handed me
a bowl of popcorn and sat in the chair.
“Do you know Darren’s friend Ox?” I asked.
“The one you went climbing with?”
I nodded.
“I’ve met him. He came with Darren to an activity once. But that was it.”
“He’s an interesting guy,” I said.
Wyatt’s eyebrows went up.
“A good teacher,” I decided to leave it at that. “Go ahead and start the movie.” I snuggled into
my spot. “Oh, we need to watch the weather at ten, though.”
He hit the play button.
If you fall asleep once during a movie, it seems you become conditioned to fall asleep during that
movie whenever you watch it. I think I made it to about the same spot as last night. The next
thing I remembered was hearing a strange, deep voice talking to me. I opened my eyes to see the
anchorman from the news station talking. I sat up and pain flashed through my body. “Is the
movie over?”
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Wyatt smiled. “Yeah, just got over. Did you like it?”
“Oh yes, it was very good,” I said sleepily.
He laughed. “Your favorite part?”
I yawned. “The beginning?”
He laughed again.
Just then we heard Mac’s voice and we both looked at the tv. He was giving a preview of his
segment coming up. “March came in with the fierceness of a lion but it is going out with the
Grace of a lamb.”
I turned red. Wyatt sat quiet until commercial. “So, do you have a date for tomorrow?”
I was still focused on the tv. “What?”
“A date? I’m assuming Mac will be working tomorrow.”
I looked at Wyatt. “Oh yeah, I guess I still need one.”
He nodded.
My cell phone rang. I answered it without looking at the caller ID.
“Grace?” It was April Mae.
“Hi,” I answered.
“Are you watching the news?” she asked excitedly.
“Yeah, I am,” I said.
“Did you hear Mac?”
“I heard.”
“Did you know he was going to do that?”
Wyatt yawned and motioned to the door.
I nodded and waved goodbye as he left. “No,” I suddenly remembered April Mae had asked a
question. “I didn’t know he was going to do that.”
“Gotta admit, a shout out from your local weatherman is pretty cool,” she said.
I thought of Wyatt’s face for a moment and shook my head. “I know, right?”
“I think somebody is pretty sweet on you,” her voice sounded so bubbly.
Even though I sat alone I could still feel my face turn a little red. “Possibly.”
“And…” she pressed, “as your friend I have to ask, are you feeling likewise?”
Oh. Uh. Well. Uh.
“Possibly,” I answered and left it at that. I mean, I’d be a fool not to reciprocate, right? So,
yeah. Of course.
CHAPTER 41
My body was still very much upset with me when I woke up Sunday morning. It
complained while got ready for church. It definitely let me know how unhappy it was with me
when I sat on the bench in the chapel. The folding chair in Sunday School and then Relief
Society didn’t appease it any.
The good news during church is the fact it was my fourth week since Wyatt and I started
the game. The game was old news. I hardly received any stares or comments. The news article
from last week seemed all but forgotten. For the first time all month, I felt like a regular
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member.
My date for the night text me before I even left the church building. Since we had
another fireside in the evening he asked if he could join me. I text back my reply.
After church I had only one plan. It involved a quick lunch and me on the couch – not
moving – until the fireside. My mom had other plans for me.
My ringtone went off as I finished my burrito. I looked at my phone and sighed. It’s not
that I don’t love my mom or appreciate her. I promise, I am usually a dutiful daughter and speak
to her every Sunday. It’s just that I wanted to lay low this month. I planned to tell her all about
my dating adventures next month. Or maybe the month after. Or maybe in a year. Whenever I
felt it was safe for her to not make a big deal about it. Definitely not this month.
I looked at the calendar. The last Sunday of the month. So close.
“Hi mom,” I answered the phone and made my way to the couch. I tried to sit down
without making a loud groaning sound in her ear.
“Grace,” she said dispensing with formality.
Uh oh, this can’t be good.
“I have asked everyone I know. Not one person has ever heard of this dating game
you’re doing.”
Oh crud.
“From what Matt has told me, it’s all because of a boy named Wyatt,” she said his name
slowly.
I thought of our last phone conversation and how I had managed to shift the focus to Matt
and Kara. Some more information like that sure would come in handy right about now. But I
had nothing. Like a mouse caught in a trap there was no escape.
“I don’t like this, Grace Marilyn Perkins. I don’t like this one bit.”
The full name? Did she seriously just play the full name card? She did. And it worked.
“It’s just a game,” I said softly.
“What kind of reputation do you think you are getting?”
“Well, that depends on which date you ask…” I did not mean to be flippant. It was
actually a sincere statement.
“Excuse me?” she asked.
Okay, let’s get the focus off the 31 different dates. “It doesn’t matter now anyway, I am
dating Mac for the rest of the month.”
Silence.
“You are?” she finally asked.
“Yes, I am,” I’m surprised Matt didn’t fill her in on that little detail.
“Hmm,” she said. “All right, that sounds much better. His Aunt Hazel couldn’t help but
show off his pictures to me on Facebook.”
My mom stalked Mac on Facebook? The thought made me shudder.
“Yes,” I said regaining some confidence. “I will be seeing Mac for the rest of the month
so basically this little game is technically over.” After tonight.
“Okay,” she said slowly. “Is your brother home or is he with that California girl?”
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Apparently, the truce they had made for his services in getting me to date Mac had lifted.
“He’s not home from church yet,” I answered.
“Well, have him call me,” she said.
“I will,” I promised.
“Love you, Gracie,” she said. I knew she meant it and that she only wanted the best for
me.
“Love you, too,” I said and we hung up.
Maybe I should stand in the corner for awhile? I asked myself. If I wasn’t so sore, I
probably would have.
******
My date for the night was Niles Scott, a tall skinny guy who turned red every time he
spoke in his monotonous voice. We were going to another fireside at the bishop’s house.
When we arrived to the bishop’s house, people had already gathered. The living room
was full of people. There were two empty spots on the love seat next to Lexi, but I kept looking.
“Where do you want to sit?” I asked but as I turned around Niles had disappeared. “Okay, table
for one,” I mumbled.
“Grace,” I heard my name called.
I scanned the room of people but couldn’t figure out who had called out to me.
“Grace,” I heard again. The voice seemed to be coming from the couch. But that would
mean it was Lexi calling me. Surely, my ears were playing tricks on me.
“Grace,” she said again and laughed sweetly. “Here’s a spot.”
I looked around the room again to see if there were any other options. No other option
presented itself.
“I don’t bite,” she said sweetly.
I walked to the couch and sat down. “Thanks,” was all I could say.
“So,” she started, “I hear you got a boyfriend out of your ...” she bit her bottom lip,
“game.”
“Well...” I wished I had disappeared with Niles.
“That’s so great!” she continued. “I’m so happy for you.”
I looked around the room again for any other place to sit. I’m not picky.
“Wyatt,” Lexi called out causing me to jump. “I saved you a spot.”
He smiled and nodded but continued to look around the room. But she had saved the last
possible sitting place. He walked over and sat on the other side of her. As soon as he did, she
linked arms with him.
“I’m surprised you didn’t bring your boyfriend,” Lexi said to me.
“Mac?” I asked. “He’s working.”
“Too bad. It is hard dating someone who chooses to work on Sunday. What was it you
said in your talk a few weeks ago?” she asked Wyatt.
“Working on Sunday is not good.” Wyatt mumbled and I had to fight hard not to laugh.
167

31 Days, 31 Dates by Corina Lee
© 2014 ck’s days

Lexi’s eyes narrowed. “Anyway, maybe we could double some time.”
Wyatt coughed loudly and tried unsuccessfully to untangle his arm from hers. Doogan
walked in and was crestfallen when he saw our seating arrangement.
“Doogan!” I said causing Wyatt and Lexi to jump. “Why don’t you sit here?”
He shook his head but inched forward.
“No, I’ve got to find my date,” I stood up. “You might as well.” He was already to the
couch. I walked to the doorway and looked back. Doogan looked happy. Lexi looked annoyed.
And Wyatt looked uncomfortable. I felt bad about that last part.
I found the kitchen and also my date. Niles was talking to the bishop’s wife.
“Hi,” I said. “I wondered where you disappeared to.”
The bishop’s wife looked at me and then at Niles and smiled. “I better go see if bishop
needs any help.” She said and patted my arm as she went into the other room.
I sat on a stool next to Niles. We sat in silence for a few moments.
“The weather is supposed to get warmer,” he spoke looking down at the counter.
At first, I wondered if he had seen Mac’s call out to me on the news and was making fun
of me. But after studying him for a few seconds, I could tell this just happened to be his topic of
choice. “Yeah, I heard that.”
“We’re cooler than Salt Lake or Denver,” he continued.
“Yeah, I’ve noticed. Wyoming is cooler.” Although I would have used the word colder.
“It’s because of our altitude,” he said matter-of-factly and almost made eye contact with
me.
“Is that right?” I wondered if I could get my spot back on the couch.
“We’re in the mountains, so we’ll always be cooler.”
“So,” I tried making the conversation light, “we should move some place lower?”
“Only if you like it hotter,” he looked at me. If he didn’t look so sincere, I would have
started laughing.
I nodded. “Do you want to come in for the fireside?”
“I prefer to stay in here.”
I bit my lip trying to decide what proper dating etiquette called for.
“There you are,” Wyatt said walking into the kitchen. “We’re about ready to start.”
“Don’t you want to come in?” I asked Niles.
“Bishop wants to get started,” Lexi walked in.
“Go ahead and start, we’ll be in,” I looked at Niles who kept his head down. “In a few
minutes.”
“You coming?” Doogan popped his head in.
Niles started looking for the exits. Judging by our quiet ride here, I could tell we were
three people past his comfort zone.
“You all should go in,” I felt bad for intruding on Niles’ solitude.
No one moved. Niles began fidgeting. I was as uncomfortable as Niles looked.
“Hey everyone,” the bishop said patting Doogan’s back warmly. “The fireside is in the
other room.”
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I looked at everyone. I went into the living room and sat on the floor in front of the tv.
Lexi and Doogan sat on the couch. Wyatt stayed by the kitchen doorway and leaned against the
wall. Niles never came in.
Everyone in the room snickered and whispered. I didn’t get much out of the fireside that
night.
CHAPTER 42
Mac waited for me when I came home from work on Monday. As I walked toward him,
his smile got bigger.
“Did you see?” he asked before I reached him.
“Yes,” I said turning slightly red.
“Grace of a lamb,” he muttered without losing his smile. “Spring should slide into
summer Grace-fully,” he repeated his call out from last night to remind me of his genius. “So,
you heard?” he asked again.
“Yes,” I said again. And so did April Mae. And so did Wyatt. And so did Tameka who
decided to try and work “Grace” into everything she said today.
But Mac beamed at me.
“Uh,” what do you say to someone who gives you a ‘shout-out’ on the local news
station? “Thanks.” I mumbled.
He stood up. “What are we going to do tonight?” he asked eagerly.
“Well,” I said unlocking the door, “I thought we could go to FHE tonight.” I said a silent
prayer they weren’t playing volleyball.
“Sounds great,” he said and I wondered if the smile was permanently stuck on his face.
We went into the apartment. I looked at the dry erase message board in the kitchen.
Nothing was on it.
“Hmm,” I muttered.
“What?” Mac asked sitting down on the couch.
“I was just wondering about Matt. We haven’t touched bases lately.”
Mac nodded absently.
“Must be getting some overtime at work,” I surmised. “Let me...” I stopped myself from
setting up Mac’s joke. “I’ll be right back.” I said instead.
I went to my room and changed clothes quickly. When I walked back into the living
room, Mac was flipping through channels.
“We have enough time to eat before we go,” I said.
“Great,” he said turning off the tv. “How about that Italian place we went to last week?”
I swallowed. I think I’ve had enough Italian for awhile. “How about if I fix us
something here?” What were those foreign words tumbling out of my mouth?
He shrugged his shoulders. “Fine,” he turned the tv back on.
I nodded and went into the kitchen. It seemed like an exotic location I had only read
about. “Okay,” I looked around the room. “Something quick and easy.”
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“So, you were surprised?” Mac asked while we dined on chicken nuggets with one side
slightly burned, and runny Mac and Cheese.
“I was,” which is how I had answered his question every time he had asked. Not that I
was counting, but it felt like the billionth time.
“I planned it all week,” he continued. “Although I wasn’t sure how to fit it in. Though
I’m glad your name can be an adjective. It would have been harder to work a name-name in.
Like Connie.”
I agreed.
“But I would have done it,” he continued to smile.
“Remind me to thank my mom for not naming me Connie,” for so many reasons.
He laughed. “I think my boss would have been suspicious. But with Grace, it was easy.
Maybe that could be my trademark. You know, like Carol Burnett tugged on her ear. I’ll work
Grace in to all my broadcasts.
“No,” I said almost choking on a nugget. “That would be pushing it.”
He looked at me.
“With your boss.”
He waved me off but I was hoping my words would sink in.
“We better get to FHE,” I said taking our plates to the sink.
We made it to the park just before FHE started. People were milling around. To my
disappointment, the volleyball net was set up. Elizabeth was gathering people together so that
we could start. After a short lesson that I couldn’t hear because of the wind rustling the trees, we
found out in addition to volleyball, there would be a game of flag football. I would have been
content to watch either sport, but Mac convinced me to play football. Since it was flag football,
he assured me it would be perfectly safe. And fun, he promised it would be fun. Since I was
with Mac, it didn’t bother me the other two players were Dr. Adam Allyn and Elvis.
“This won’t work,” Adam said looking at Mac and me.
“What?” Mac asked.
“Bishop said we could only play on two conditions. One, it has to be flag football, no
tackle.”
Sounds good so far.
“And two,” he continued. “We need two girls.”
All eyes fell on me. “How about if I just watch?” I offered feeling relieved.
“No,” Mac said. “Don’t be silly. We just need another girl.”
“And another guy,” Adam added.
“Hey,” Mac called to the volleyball players. “We need a girl and a guy to play football
with us.”
I saw Wyatt leave the group and start to walk over. Then I saw Lexi run and catch up to
him. I scanned the crowd to see if Doogan was coming, also, but he wasn’t there.
The two joined our group.
“Okay, girls have to guard girls. Bishop’s rules,” Adam explained.
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The teams were picked. Adam, Wyatt and I were against Elvis, Mac and Lexi. This
should be interesting.
We lined up. As I looked into Lexi’s face, a chill went up my spine. She was three
inches shorter and skinny as a pole, yet I was afraid of her. Our team had the ball first. Adam
handed it to Wyatt and Lexi ran over to guard Wyatt. Which left me wide open. Wyatt tossed
the ball to me and then told me to run.
I started running forward toward the goal. Right before I made it, I felt something hard
knock into my side. It was Lexi’s head. Everyone ran over to us to help us up.
“What happened?” Adam asked looking at us.
“Sorry,” she smiled sweetly. “I slipped.”
Slipped?
Adam looked at her skeptically. “Okay,” he said finally. “Let’s play. Our ball.”
“But...” Elvis started to protest.
“That was a tackle,” Adam said with an edge to his voice. “This is flag football.”
We lined up again. My side was aching. This time, Adam hung onto the ball and made it past
goal for a point.
We lined up again. Lexi smirked at me. The ball was given to her and she dashed to the
goal. I chased her. Just before she past the goal I lunged. Almost missed her completely but my
shoulder hit the back of her knees. She went down hard.
“What the heck was that?” Adam asked his voice an octave higher than normal.
I didn’t answer. Wyatt helped me up.
Adam looked at Lexi and me. “This is not tackle football. The flag, the flag,” he held up
his flag. “You just have to grab the flag. No tackling. Snag the flag.” He looked at us both.
Neither of us made eye contact. “I think you both need a time out.”
We looked at him. Lexi started to protest but I was relieved. That dive I took about
knocked the wind out of me. Lexi stormed off to one side of the field. I walked to the other.
The game resumed. Adam held onto the ball as much as possible. Mac was guarding
Wyatt pretty good not giving him a chance to receive the ball. Which left the unequal pairing of
Adam and Elvis.
“What are you doing?” I heard someone ask. I turned and was relieved it was April Mae.
“Don’t you want to come and make fun of the volleyball players with us?”
“I’m playing football,” I answered looking back at the game. Everyone seemed to still be
okay.
“Playing?” she laughed.
“I kind of got kicked out of the game. I’m in time out.”
She laughed again. “Is this football or hockey?” She looked at the field. “Oh,” she said
softly. “Is that...”
“Yep,” I answered.
“And is that...”
“Yep,” I answered again.
“Is that Lexi glaring at you?”
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I looked at Lexi standing by a tree on the other side of the playing field. “Yes, that would
be her.”
“I think this game is a bit more exciting than that volleyball game,” she said and sat
beside me. “So, I take it, Wyatt and Mac are not on the same team?”
“No, Wyatt, Adam and I are playing against Mac, Elvis and Lexi.”
“But you two got kicked out?”
I nodded. I felt like a ten year old being punished.
Right before one snap, Mac’s phone rang and he looked to see who was calling. Elvis
wasn’t aware Mac was distracted and tossed the ball to him. Wyatt seized the opportunity and
intercepted it. He was running before Mac noticed what had happened. Mac didn’t catch up to
Wyatt until after he had past the goal line.
I was wrong about Mac’s smile being permanent. It completely disappeared.
Adam gave Wyatt a high five. Elvis protested the goal since Mac was distracted. Adam
laughed, “Don’t check your cell phone in the middle of a game.”
The teams lined up again and my stomach tightened. Elvis stepped back with the ball
and tossed it to Mac. Mac hesitated slightly which gave Wyatt enough time to get directly in
front of him. Mac lowered his shoulder and darted straight. His shoulder caught Wyatt in the
chest and knocked him down. I was pretty sure it looked as accidental as Lexi’s ‘slip.’
“Whoa!” Adam yelled. “What was that?” his voice stayed an octave higher.
Mac shrugged and Wyatt got to his feet.
“Do you people not get it? Flag, flag football. A friendly game of flag football. Snag
the flag. It’s easy to remember - it rhymes!” Adam paced back and forth. “This is FHE for
crying out loud.”
I was hoping that would be the game. End it before someone got hurt, which could be in
the next play. But they lined up again. The air seemed thick, even though we were outdoors.
I recognized the look on Wyatt’s face. His look reminded me of how I felt after Lexi’s
slip. I wanted to walk away or close my eyes, but I couldn’t. In fact, I leaned forward.
Wyatt hung back until Mac finally got the ball. He chased him and dived hitting Mac
behind the knees.
“I might have taught him that,” I mumbled to April Mae.
“Oh,” she said slowly. “I should have come over here sooner.”
Adam’s voice became strangely calm. “Bishop made me promise no tackle football for
FHE. Only flag football. I gave my word.”
I ran to Mac who was back on his feet. He and Wyatt were staring at each other, their
bodies close enough to touch. Or hit.
“It’s getting late. Maybe we should go.” I backed him away from Wyatt.
Lexi had followed suit and was hovering around Wyatt trying to get his attention.
“Let’s just go,” I pleaded. Mac finally looked at me and nodded. I exhaled.
April Mae walked with us to the car. “Dangerous sport, that flag football.” She said and
I was sure she wanted to laugh about it. I would have too, if I hadn’t been so close to the drama.
Mac walked in silence. The only thing he muttered was a ‘good night’ after he dropped
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me off. I watched the tail lights on his car disappear before turning to my door. “Well, that went
well.” I muttered.
CHAPTER 43
I hoped the flag football fiasco would be forgotten about by Tuesday. It wasn’t.
“Did you see how he tackled me?” Mac asked me again while we sat on my floor eating
pizza.
“Yes,” I replied trying to think of a topic to change the conversation to.
“That’s the most dangerous kind,” he said taking a big bite of pizza. “Right in the
knees.”
Obviously, he forgot I tackled Lexi the same way. “For who?” I asked. As I
remembered my tackle, if I had been off just a little bit, I would have been kicked in the face.
He glared at me. “For me.”
“So, how’s your pizza?” I asked.
“Still the same from the last time you asked me,” he said with an edge to his voice.
Apparently, neither of us had forgotten yesterday’s game. But at least I was willing to let
it go. I didn’t keep asking him if he saw Lexi’s “slip.” No, I was being mature. Until his last
comment. “You did check your phone in the middle of the game,” I muttered.
He looked like I had knocked him down and then kicked him. “It could have been
important.” His voice elevated slightly, “I’m waiting for a call to move to the Denver market.
That takes precedence over silly games.” I knew he was referring to more than the football
game.
I dropped my pizza and folded my arms. I sat staring at the opposite wall.
It took him a few moments to realize the tension between us.
He dropped his crust into the box and dug his palms into his eyes. “Look,” he turned to
me, “I’m sorry.”
That helped ease some of the tension but not all.
“It’s just that, Wyatt always seems to be hovering over us.”
I instinctively glanced at the ceiling.
“You know what I mean? Ever since that night he came over...” He tenderly took my
hand. “Grace, I’m crazy about you. I always have been.” He took a deep breath. “I don’t
know how you feel about me, but I love you.”
I could feel the words coming. They were on my tongue trying to get out. I swallowed
but the time had come. There was no more putting it off. I took a deep breath, looked into
Mac’s eyes, and said, “Ididn’taskyoutodancebecauseI’mnice,” another deep breath,
“IaskedyousothatIcouldgohome.” After the words spilled out, I held my breath.
He had a frozen grin on his face. If he could understand my confession, it wasn’t what
he expected to hear. “What?” He finally asked forcing a laugh.
I exhaled and started again, trying to force myself to speak slower and use words. “My
parents wouldn’t let me go home until I danced.” I could see it in his eyes. The image he had
held of me for so long was being knocked down like a toppled statue. The past was being
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rewritten.
He let go of my hand. “But, you still asked me.”
“I asked you because,” I continued even slower, “you were a fellow wall flower.” Might
as well go all the way with the confession. “In fact, I remember the other kids making fun of
you. I didn’t say anything. I didn’t join in, but I didn’t try to stop them.”
His face became contorted. It was as if the secret I had been carrying was transferred to
him. I actually felt pretty good, except for the fact I was watching the pain settle onto him.
He stood up quickly and began pacing.
I sat on the couch and watched him. “I’m sorry, but you are in love with a myth.” I said
slowly. “You built me up too much. I’m not that person.”
He continued to pace without saying anything.
“I understand if you want to leave,” I said trying to help him make a decision.
He paced a couple more times then looked at me. “No,” he said and bent down by the
couch and took my hand again. “The past may be what brought me here, but I’m in love with
you now. Not who you were then.” He looked into my eyes. “Do you love me?”
“It’s only been a week,” I laughed nervously.
“But it feels like I’ve known you forever,” he said.
“Yeah,” I had to agree. “You are comfortable.”
He laughed. “I love you, Grace,” he said boldly. “Will you pray about me?”
I could feel my heart beating. My mouth went dry. “Yes,” I replied quietly. It was a
major Mormon commitment he asked of me. The steps for marriage went dating, praying,
engagement, and marriage. It was the beginning of a road, possibly our journey together.
He kissed me. It was all so cozy and comfortable.
Shortly after his phone rang. He was told he had an early morning meeting with his boss,
so he left. I sat in the quiet room wondering what had just happened.
CHAPTER 44
After Mac left, I decided to jump in the shower. Maybe because I was about to say the
most important prayer of my life to date, and I wanted to be clean inside and out. I thought about
the words to the prayer as I dressed. When I dated Eric, I just assumed we were going to get
married. I never actually prayed about him. That’s not entirely true, I did pray. I just never
listened for the answer. An important step I didn’t want to overlook this time.
I knelt by my bed and took a deep breath. Just as I was about to start, a knock came at
the door. I opened one eye and looked at the clock. Ten o’clock. There was only one person I
knew that would come over so late. Another knock. I mumbled all the way to the front door.
“Who is it?” I asked.
“Wyatt,” was the answer. Just as I expected.
I rolled my eyes and took a deep breath. For a moment, I stared at the door knob. If I
didn’t open the door, maybe he’d go away.
He knocked again. “Hello?” he asked doubtfully.
Too late. He knew I was there. I had to open the door.
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I took another deep breath and opened the door.
He forced a smile. “Thought maybe you weren’t going to open the door.” The look on
my face must have betrayed my earlier thought because he quickly added, “I’m glad you did.”
I didn’t want to be rude but Wyatt was the last person I wanted to see right then. He had
a tendency to complicate things - namely my life.
He cleared his throat. “Glad to see you’re moving better. How’s your side?”
I shrugged. “I’ve forgotten about it,” I lied. It was still tender from Lexi’s “slip.”
He nodded. “You’re tougher than me. I still hurt from my very ungraceful, no pun
intended, tackle.”
I laughed. “It looked like the landing might have hurt.”
He joined me laughing. “That’s because it did.”
“Is that what I looked like when I tackled Lexi?”
“You mean, did you look like a bird who forgot its wings were clipped and tried to fly
anyway?”
I cringed. “Oh, I guess so.”
He nodded. “Can I come in?”
No. “Sure.”
Wyatt walked in and sat on the couch. I sat on the chair. For a few moments, the clock
ticking was the only sound.
He stood up. “Grace, I’ve been thinking.”
Oh no. No good comes from thinking. At least, not lately.
“This game we’re playing is silly.”
I sat up at another reference of the game being silly.
He looked at me. “I would like to go on a real date with you again.”
“I only have two more dates left.” It was an odd thing to say, but it’s what came out first.
“I know,” he knelt down beside me. “Can’t I be one of them?”
It was the most sincere question I had ever been asked. If he had requested something
easy, like a kidney, I would have readily agreed. But because of my promise to Mac earlier, I
hesitated.
Wyatt’s eyebrows shot up. “Are you in love with him?” There was no need to say Mac’s
name, he was obviously the one hovering now.
“I’ve only known him a week,” I tried to laugh but it came out forced.
“Are you falling in love with him?” he asked again.
“I’m...” really not in the mood to have this conversation with you, “comfortable with
him.”
“Comfortable?” A look of hope crossed Wyatt’s face.
I nodded defensively. “Comfortable is important.”
Wyatt nodded, “Absolutely.” But the flicker of hope still danced in his eyes. “Do I make
you, uncomfortable?”
Right now? Kinda. “Sometimes,” I answered honestly.
“Are you comfortable with me?” I should have been prepared for the question but I
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wasn’t. There was no answer for him because I didn’t know how to answer. It wasn’t something
I paid attention to with Wyatt. Mac felt like an old friend. However, if I were to use a word to
describe Wyatt, it could possibly be comfortable. But I didn’t want to confess and complicate
things. So, I answered with the uncomplicated, “Mac asked me to pray about him.”
It took a moment for my words to register. “Good,” Wyatt squeaked and surprised us
both. “I think that’s a good idea.”
“You do?” I looked at him skeptically. It felt like there was a ‘however’ hanging in the
air.
“Absolutely,” he said gaining confidence. “While you’re praying, you might as well
mention my name, too.”
“Excuse me?” I asked thinking I needed to get my hearing checked.
“While you’re praying about Mac, you might as well pray about me.”
Is he really asking what I think he’s asking? “You want me to pray about you?” I asked
slowly.
He nodded.
“While I’m praying about Mac?”
He nodded again.
“Isn’t there some commandment about praying for two guys at once?” I asked.
“Don’t think so.”
“You sure?” I tried again. “Because it sounds odd.”
“You’re not married,” he reasoned. “You’re not even engaged.”
“Yeah, but...”
He put his finger to my lips. “If you would have used the word love instead of
comfortable, I wouldn’t have asked.”
I wanted to argue with him but I couldn’t think of anything to say. Instead I sat there
with my mouth open.
He smiled. “I’ll go now.” He knew the seed had been planted. Whether I wanted it or
not, he was going to be on my mind. Because of that, he was going to merit a mention in my
prayers.
“Take your time,” he said looking at me before he slipped out the door.
Finally, I was able to produce a noise and grunted. I looked around the room as if looking
for a witness. “Really?” I asked looking upward. “Couldn’t we have spaced those two requests
out just a little?”
CHAPTER 45
I sat in the dark living room contemplating the strange turn my life had taken when I
heard Matt’s keys jingling in the lock. Apparently, someone sitting in the dark is a little
unnerving to some people. When he flipped the light on and saw me sitting in the chair, he
jumped and let out a squeal - which I thought was a little high pitched and girly sounding.
“Grace?” he asked holding his hand over his heart.
“Sorry, did I scare you?” I asked facetiously.
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“What are you doing? It’s after midnight.”
“Thinking and praying.” I answered without looking at him.
“Couldn’t you do that in your room? It’s kind of creepy when you’re sitting in the
dark.”
I smiled. “You’re home late for a work night.”
He nodded and sat down on the couch. “Yeah, tell me about it. I’m getting too old for
this.”
I laughed. “What have you been up to?”
“Oh,” he said yawning, “been hanging out with friends mostly.”
“Friends? But why so late...” I realized his late hours started about a week ago. “You
don’t care for him, do you?”
“Who?” he opened his eyes wide trying to keep them open.
“Mac.”
He scratched the stubble on his cheek. “Not really, no.”
“How can you say that?” My voice became high pitched and squeaky. “You don’t even
know him.”
Matt looked around the room. “I remember him quite well.”
“Remember him? Remember how we used to make fun of him?”
He scratched his head. “You’re the one with the bad memory.” He laughed derisively.
“You have forgotten all about him, haven’t you?”
I looked at him searching for clues. “You mean how we used to make fun of him?”
“I mean about why we used to make fun of him.”
I bit my bottom lip. “People can’t help it if they are, you know, make-funable.”
“Make-funable?” he asked. “Cute.”
I shrugged.
“You really don’t know?” he asked.
I shook my head.
He took a deep breath. “It was right after I turned fourteen. I went to my first church
dance. There was a group of us, talking of course, no one danced.”
I nodded my head. Sounded about right, no one dancing at the dances. That I can
remember.
“He came over to our group and said he just danced with the most beautiful girl in the
world and she was going to marry him. He pointed out she was clutzy, but still beautiful. In
fact, his word to describe you was: hot. ” Matt looked at me. “He was talking about you.”
“Oh, the horror of your sister being called the most beautiful girl in the world. I feel so
bad for you.” I said mockingly.
“He said he was going to marry you. I called him a liar. After all, you are my sister and I
knew you weren’t going to marry him.”
He was kind of defending my honor. “Thanks,” I said.
“Then Mac was mad, he told everyone I liked Doris Steiner. You remember her, don’t
you? The friendly little girl that stalked me all through high school and was partly the reason I
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moved here?”
Oh. “Because of Mac?”
He nodded.
I thought about it for a moment. “But that was a long time ago. We all did stupid things
when we were kids.”
He nodded. “True. But I got an email from Doris the other day. Seems she got an email
from an old friend who gave her my email address.”
“You think it was Mac?”
“He hasn’t changed. There’s a reason we all made fun of him. He made fun of us.”
I looked back into my memories trying to remember the truth. “He made fun of us?”
“He had nick names for all of us. He called me Mattress and always asked what I kept
under me.”
I nodded my head slowly. “What does that even mean?”
“I have no idea,” he replied. “But I still didn’t like it.”
My mind slowly processed his words.
He continued, “And I can’t believe you don’t remember him calling you Un-Graceful.”
The name did the trick. It opened a floodgate of memories. “Un-Graceful,” I repeated.
To be honest, it was a well-deserved moniker. I always tripped over something or dropped stuff.
One time I lost my balance while just standing. I nodded my head slowly. “Un-Graceful.” I
said again.
“We got off easy. Remember everyone else?”
Not really.
“Remember Adam?”
Vaguely.
“He was the little Deacon who didn’t hit his growth spurt till high school. He had the
little round face, with the little round head and his ears stuck out. Mac called him Yoda.”
I bent my eyebrows. That name sounded familiar.
“From Star Wars?” he asked.
I nodded my head. “Oh.”
“Mac always took Yoda...I mean, Adam’s scriptures and held them over his head. Made
Adam jump to try and get them, and would set them above the bishop’s door on the ledge out of
Adam’s reach.”
“So, he wasn’t very nice.”
“It’s more than that,” Matt continued relieved to finally tell me what he’s been thinking.
“He’s...” Matt lost his nerve. “He’s...”
“He’s?” I tried helping. “He’s incredibly good looking?”
“No,” he said quickly.
I smiled. “No, actually he is.”
“I mean, that’s not it. He’s...” he tried again.
“Intelligent?”
“No.”
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“Tall?”
“No,” he was getting upset that I wasn’t more help.
“Funny?”
That unlocked it. “Annoying,” he breathed out a sigh of relief.
“Annoying?” I asked.
“Very annoying.”
I thought about it. “He’s annoying?” I asked again.
“Yes,” he said.
“That sounds awfully, what’s the word I’m looking for?”
Matt looked at me.
“Shallow?” I couldn’t help but smile. After the hard time he gave me about Gus, my
brother is just as shallow as I am.
“I’m not shallow,” he defended himself.
It was too late to argue. I waved him off. “Why did you set me up with him?”
“One word: Mom. Plus, I thought maybe he had, you know, grown up a little.”
I sucked in my cheeks and scrunched my nose. “He asked me to pray about him.”
“What?” he stood up. “You? Pray about him?”
“It makes sense,” I defended Mac. “I do feel comfortable with him.”
“Comfortable?” Matt sat down again. “Of course, you feel comfortable with him.
You’ve been dating him for six years.”
“You mean days.” I said absently.
“No, I mean years,” he rubbed his eyes with his palms.
I looked at him. “I’ve only dated him for a week.”
“You’ve been dating him for years. He’s just an extension of Eric.”
I bent my forehead and opened my mouth.
“Ah, you’re realizing it now, aren’t you?” Matt asked relieved.
“No,” I forced a laugh. “He’s not Eric.” For one thing, Eric is much shorter.
“Grace, Mac is another Eric. Of course, you’re comfortable with him, it’s what you’re
used to.”
I was so focused on Wyatt acting like Eric, this revelation snuck up on me. “Mac is
nothing like Eric,” I said hoarsely.
“Grace,” Matt said slowly. “I want what’s best for you. Go ahead and pray about it. But
I’m telling you, Mac slid into Eric’s place. Maybe comfortable isn’t such a good thing, maybe
you should get out of your comfort zone.” He stood up and went to his room.
There was no way I was going to get any sleep now.
CHAPTER 46
I decided to split it into two separate prayers. One for Mac. One for Wyatt. I didn’t
want to run the risk of confusing the answer. Since Mac asked me first, I thought it only fair to
start with him. It was a fairly simple prayer. I hoped for a simple answer. Instead, I received
nothing. Matt’s words kept playing in my mind. Matt did have a point. Mac could be annoying.
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But not all the time. Usually just when he opened his mouth to speak. I was sure it would take
more than the fact he was annoying to get a veto on him. Prayers wouldn’t be determined by
something so shallow. But the word “annoying” kept sinking into all my thoughts.
I imagined Mac and I married and for some reason, we were in black and white. He
walked into our living room and announced, “Gracie, I’m home.” I ran to him - in heels and a
dress with a string of pearls on and kissed him on the cheek. Our two children also ran to greet
him and gave him hugs.
“Now children,” I said sounding more formal than I remember being, “go and change so
we can eat.”
“But I like them the way they are,” Mac protested.
All four of us threw our heads back and laughed.
I quickly opened my eyes. Even in my dark bedroom I could make out color and let out a
sigh of relief. That should teach me to fall asleep while praying. I didn’t want to pray about
Wyatt yet. I wanted to wait until I got a definite answer about Mac, first. And I wanted that
answer to be a yes. I wanted to love Mac. At that precise moment, I knew I didn’t love him.
But I hoped I could love him. If given time, I was sure I could love him. I just had to learn to
ignore some of his more annoying traits.
I put a pillow over my head as if that would block out the thought that was in the back of
my mind trying to make its way to the front. How did Matt put it? Mac is an extension of Eric?
That was absurd. I am finished with Eric, the last thing I needed was to date his clone. But the
comparison chart had been thrown into the pile and I couldn’t help but notice similarities.
There were too many voices in my head. Mac’s voice. Matt’s voice. Even Eric’s voice
began to rattle around with his vague promises of forever. And Wyatt’s voice. I forced myself
not to think of Wyatt. The night seemed to drag on. I couldn’t believe it was still dark, it
seemed like the sun should be coming up any moment. I looked at the clock and groaned. It was
only 3:30. I flipped onto my back and looked at the shadows on my ceiling.
“This is crazy,” I said to myself and tried to slow my thoughts down so that I could sleep.
“Mac is obviously the guy I’m supposed to be with.” It was as if my mind waited for the formal
declaration of my decision. Once I said the words out loud, I was able to relax and even drifted
off to a restless sleep.
CHAPTER 47
The next day, I awoke before the alarm went off. Even though I had waited for sunlight
for most of the night, I dreaded facing the day. There was a mental checklist I did not look
forward to completing. The big to-do item was to tell Wyatt I wanted to date Mac. But the
thought of seeing Mac that night brought a smile. My alarm finally buzzed and I turned it off. It
was time to get going and face the day.
I seemed to move in slow gear and didn’t get a chance to call Wyatt until I arrived at
work. An etiquette book for letting someone know you wanted to date the other guy would have
come in handy. I wasn’t sure what to do so I asked Tameka.
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“You could text him,” she offered.
“And say what?” I asked.
“Sry im not 4 u,” she smiled.
“Nice,” I laughed. “That would be the least amount of confrontation. Maybe a letter?”
She looked at me as if I had fallen out of a tree.
“On paper,” I continued. “Letter writing is a dying art.”
“In this case, let it die.”
“E-mail?” I tried.
“No.”
“So, no writing at all,” I said it as a statement but studied her reaction for an answer.
She shook her head as if it was obvious and tapped her long fingernails on the counter.
“You can’t call him.”
“I can’t?” I asked.
Again, she looked at me as if I was a slow student. “Would you like to receive a phone
call saying the guy you like was going to date someone else?”
I thought about it.
“No, you would not,” she answered for me.
“That leaves telling him in person.” I drew the conclusion.
“Of course, you’ll tell him in person,” she agreed. “But how and when?”
“I guess the sooner the better,” I sighed. “I’ll call him up and see if he wants to do
lunch.”
“I think that’s the best idea,” she said and beamed like a proud teacher. She looked at me
and didn’t move.
“I guess maybe I’ll call him now,” I said and took out my cell phone.
“That sounds good,” she said and walked to a display to organize.
I went into the office and dialed Wyatt’s number. The phone started ringing and I
whispered, “Please, let me leave a message. Please, let me leave a message.”
“Hello?” Wyatt answered.
“Wyatt?” I asked disappointed.
“Hi, Grace,” I could hear the hope in his voice. “What’s up?”
“I...” I looked to see if Tameka was out of earshot. I could tell him now and get it over
with. “I was calling because...” but the words wouldn’t come out. “I was calling to see if you
wanted to do lunch today.”
“Sounds great,” he said enthusiastically. “I have a meeting this morning and I could pick
you up at noon?”
“No,” I said quickly.
“No, you don’t want to do lunch?” he asked.
“It’s not about my prayer, for you,” I tried to explain. Suddenly, it seemed very cruel.
Invite him to lunch and then tell him I was dating someone else. “I mean it is, but it’s not good
news. I mean, it is for me, but not for you.” Could I sound more like a rambling idiot?
He was silent and I couldn’t think of anything else to say.
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“Are you going to date Mac?” he asked.
I opened my mouth to answer but couldn’t. “Yes,” I squeaked.
He was silent again.
“I’m sorry,” I said.
“I understand,” he said his voice deflated. “Maybe we could take a rain-check on that
lunch date?” he asked. “I’ve got a lot of work to do.”
“Of course,” I said.
“Goodbye Grace,” he said and disconnected.
I sat there and felt like crying. Though my mind was trying to deny it, my heart knew it
had lost a good friend.
“You told him, didn’t you?” Tameka’s voice caused me to jump. She was standing at the
doorway looking at me.
“I had to,” I said. “He thought I had good news for him.”
She walked quickly over to the desk where I was. “Oh, didn’t think of that,” she said
looking down.
Didn’t think of that? Isn’t that why I asked for help to think of things like that?
“At least now the hard part’s over and you get to focus on your date with Mac tonight,”
she said soothingly.
“Yeah,” I said weakly and forced a smile. But I didn’t feel as happy as I thought I would
feel.
CHAPTER 48
Thankfully, I had the whole work day to get the ugliness of dumping someone out of my
head. I focused on Mac and seeing Mac and telling Mac the good news - I was prepared to date
only him. No more blind dates. No more, well, really that was the part I was looking most
forward to. My 31 dates were officially over. By the time I left work, I had talked myself into
being happy and looking forward to my date. I reasoned that I didn’t seem happy at first had to
do more with the confusion of so many dates at once. I felt exhausted and not thinking clearly.
Now, however, I was focused. Now it was going to be just the two of us. I could hardly wait.
When I pulled into the parking space outside my apartment, Mac was already on my front
step pacing back and forth. “Poor guy,” I said to myself, “he can hardly wait for an answer.” I
smiled confident I had made the right choice.
He didn’t notice me as I walked toward him. As I got closer, I could tell his pace wasn’t
because of nervousness. He seemed agitated. Something was wrong.
“Hey,” I said softly.
He stopped and looked at me. His jaw clenched and his eyes looked like they were
drilling through me.
“What’s wrong?” I asked my smile fading.
I watched his Adam’s apple bob and thought his cheeks were going to stick if he sucked
them in anymore. “Did you give an interview to the newspaper?”
His question took me by surprise. I hadn’t thought of that particular misadventure in over
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a week. “Yeah,” I smiled and unlocked the door. “A newspaper reporter went undercover as my
date and received a misinterpreted expose for his efforts.” I opened the door. “Wait, how did
you hear about it?”
Without saying a word, he walked into the living room and sat on the couch. He pulled
out his iPhone and clicked some buttons. I closed the door and went to my room to change
clothes. Since I didn’t know where we were going for our date, I put on a dress and touched up
my makeup. I felt like being pretty wherever we were going. When I went back to the living
room, Mac looked up at me.
“Where do you want to go tonight?” I asked.
“Look,” he mumbled and turned the screen so that I could see what he was looking at.
I sat next to him and read. “News of the weird?” I asked.
He nodded.
I read closer. The story was familiar. It was Porter Parker’s unflattering article entitled
‘31 Days, 31 Dates, One Woman’s Quest to Find Mr. Right.’
“Oh, I hope my mom doesn’t see this,” I said slowly. The article had one minor addition.
At the end, it mentioned I am the girlfriend of Mac Donaldson, Weekend Weatherman. “Oh,
hey,” I said. “It mentions you.” One look at Mac and I could tell this wasn’t good. “Nobody
pays much attention to these little snippets,” I said reassuringly even though I usually read them.
“My boss read it!” he exclaimed and stood up. He began pacing again.
“Oh,” I said unsure of what to say next.
He stopped and looked at me as if studying to see if I was taking this serious enough.
“Oh,” I repeated in a lower tone.
He nodded his head. “Yeah, when my boss called me last night, I thought I was getting
the promotion. I went to work this morning all smiles and happy.” He sat down beside me
again. “Do you know what it’s like to have your hopes up to hear good news and instead get
knocked down?”
I thought of my conversation with Wyatt.
Mac studied me as if reading my face would tell him the answer. “No,” he said slowly.
“You wouldn’t understand.”
His words were innocent, but I sensed a condescending undertone. “Excuse me?” I
asked.
He shrugged his shoulders. “To get as worked up as I am, you have to feel...” he
searched for the right word. “Passionate about something. Is there anything you’ve allowed
yourself to feel passionately?”
I wanted to respond. I wanted to, but couldn’t. Quickly, my mind searched archives of
memories but couldn’t come up with a single thing to refute his statement. Instead, I raised my
voice, “You don’t know me.” It was a weak defense because he had just proven it was untrue.
He laughed. “Yes, I do.” He tapped his phone.
I could feel my face become hot and knew it was turning a deep red. “No, you don’t.”
“You are Grace Perkins. Twenty-five, which in LDS years is what, 40 if you’re still
single? You dated a guy for six years. Five years, longer than most marriages.”
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I shifted as he rattled off the list.
“But the guy dumped you and married somebody younger.”
Ouch. My eyes began to burn and I swallowed in an effort to stop the tears from flowing.
I did not want him to see my tears. “Well,” I said hoarsely. “I know you, too.” I was coming
out of the corner swinging wildly, no rhythm, no style, no control. Just trying to knock my
opponent down.
“Oh, yeah?” he asked.
“Yeah,” I took a deep breath and forced myself not to cry. “You’re annoying.” I cringed
because that was the best comeback I could come up with.
He grunted in an attempt to laugh. I felt I received some points in the argument because
he only responded, “Whatever.”
We sat on the couch staring straight ahead. I wasn’t sure how long we stayed like that,
neither of us looking at each other.
“I’m hungry,” he finally mumbled.
“I lost my appetite,” I lied. My stomach was on the verge of growling.
He sighed.
Neither of us moved. I began to wonder if either of us would ever move again. Perhaps,
we would die just as we were, sitting on the couch. I could imagine the headline - “Death By
Argument - When No One Concedes, Both Become Deceased.”
“I’m going to change clothes,” I mumbled and shuffled to my room. I took off the dress
and put on a pair of unflattering sweats. I pulled my hair back into a ponytail and put my glasses
on. Not to be dramatic, but I was hoping something would happen if I took long enough.
Something like the earth opening up under the couch and swallowing him. Although, I really
liked the couch. Or maybe he would just leave.
He didn’t. He was watching tv when I walked back into the living room. I sat down on
the couch and he turned the tv off.
“I know you don’t love me,” he said staring straight ahead. “But do you even like me?”
“At the moment?” I asked also staring at the blank tv set.
He smiled. “I guess I deserve that.”
“Sorry, I called you annoying,” I still couldn’t look at him.
“Probably deserve that, too,” he answered.
We sat for a few moments.
I sighed. “I want to love you.”
He sucked in his top lip. “That should mean something, shouldn’t it?”
“I thought so,” I dug my right thumb into my left palm. We sat there, with the clock
ticking the seconds. “Do you still love me?” I asked.
He was slower to respond than the night before. “Grace,” he said and finally turned to
me. “I...” his cell phone rang. He took it out and looked at it and held his index finger up at me.
“I’ve got to take this.” He answered the phone and stood up. I watched him pace back and forth.
From his side of the conversation, I could tell it was his boss.
“Good news!” he said after disconnecting the call. “In spite of everything,” he
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emphasized the word as he looked at me. “I got the promotion.”
“That’s great,” I tried to force enthusiasm from an empty well.
The cloud that was over him earlier completely lifted. “Let’s go celebrate!” It was as if
that phone call erased our whole conversation. For him anyway.
“I’ve already changed clothes,” I said.
“Go put your dress on again, I’ll wait.” He sat down, but quickly stood up.
“No,” I said flatly. “I don’t feel like going out.”
He shrugged his shoulders and looked at his watch. “It’s getting pretty late, anyway. I
better go. I have a lot of people to call.”
I nodded my head.
He kissed my cheek and walked to the door. “I love you, Grace.” The words came
lightly and easily before he disappeared out the door. I couldn’t help but wonder if his response
would have been different if the phone conversation would have gone the other way.
CHAPTER 49
I sat on the couch for a few minutes trying to figure out what just happened. But I
couldn’t. I needed someone to explain it to me. It was quarter after ten when I knocked on April
Mae’s door.
“Hi,” she said her eyebrows bent.
“Hi,” I suddenly felt silly coming over but walked into her apartment anyway.
“So,” she said closing the door and sitting on the other end of her small couch. “What’s
new?”
“Oh,” I said as nonchalantly as possible. “Nothing much.”
She nodded her head. “Yeah?”
“Except for the fact that Mac asked me to pray about him.”
“Oh,” she said warmly and made it two syllables.
“And then Wyatt asked me to pray about him.”
“Oh,” she said lower and slower. “Well, two guys asking you to pray about them is not a
bad thing,” she reasoned. “Is it?”
I looked at her. “There’s more.”
“Oh,” she squeaked and sat back to listen.
“I decided to date Mac.”
“Oh,” she nodded, “a good choice.” She held her hand out, “Both are good choices. But
good choice.”
I nodded in agreement. “I let Wyatt know I am going to date Mac.”
“The honorable thing to do,” she said. And that’s why I came over!
“Yeah,” I agreed though I wasn’t convinced.
“So,” she tried helping the narrative, “I suppose you went out with Mac tonight?”
“That was the plan. I was going to tell him I am ready to date only him.”
“Uh oh. You were going to? What happened?”
That was the question I had been waiting for. “I don’t know if I want to see him ever
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again,” I said quickly.
She nodded her head slowly. “That presents a problem if you are planning to date.”
“I know,” I moaned.
“Ok, let’s figure this out.” She leaned forward. “Why don’t you want to date him?”
“Because...” I didn’t want to say the words out loud. Once the words were out there, I
could never recall them. “He’s...”
April Mae’s eyes widened. “Abusive?”
“No,” I exhaled.
“A philanderer?”
“No.”
“Already married?”
“No,” I laughed. “He’s...he’s annoying.”
She processed the answer. “Annoying?”
“Very,” I sighed. I realized what I had just said and bent my eyebrows. “I’m so
shallow.” I lifted a toss pillow to my face. “I’m never going to marry because I’m shallow.”
“Well,” she said slowly. “That’s, uh, that’s...that’s probably not true. Chemistry is
important. And it sounds like that’s what you’re missing. Which is good. You don’t want to
marry any guy who asks you. It’s a filter, really. That’s what chemistry, or the lack of it is. A
filter. It keeps you from marrying the wrong guy. Unless your filter gets dirty and you’re
attracted to losers, like my sister is. But in your case, I don’t think you’re shallow. You’re
selective, and that’s okay.”
“Selective?” I asked. Wyatt called it particular, but I liked selective better. “I’m
selective,” I said slowly.
She nodded her head.
I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m ready to give up on the dating scene, anyway. I am
thinking of going on a long trip - backpack through Europe. Then settle somewhere far, far
away. Want to come?”
She sucked in her top lip. “Tempting, but I can’t. I’ve been dating Steve and...” her
cheeks turned pink. “I really like him,” she gushed.
“Good,” I said sincerely. “Good for you.”
“So, how are the prayers going?”
“Hmm?” I asked spinning the pillow between my two index fingers.
“You promised two guys you’d pray about them, how are the prayers going?”
I had only prayed the night before. After the day’s events, I thought I had my answers. It
seemed obvious, I am not going to date either one. “What do you mean?”
“You’re here venting, which I understand. But don’t you think a decision like this might
warrant at least a couple of prayers?”
I sat back.
“It sounds like you’re making the decision here,” she pointed to her forehead. “But you
need to listen here.” She held her hand over her heart.
I shifted.
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“Maybe your realization about Mac is a good thing. Now you’ve got a level playing field
to ask again.”
“Good point,” I agreed. I couldn’t help but grin, “But it sounds like a lot of work.”
“Oh, it is a lot of work. But it’s worth it,” she winked.
We sat for a moment in silence.
“To be honest,” I said. “I truly think I’ll be happy if I never go on another date again.
Ever.”
She nodded her head. “You have gone on a lot of dates this month.”
“Thirty,” I replied. “If you count tonight’s that is.”
“Well,” she responded in her gentle way, “pray about it before you decide. And maybe
the right answer will be to take a break for a bit. But don’t try and force an answer. Let it come
to you.”
I nodded. Sure thing. How exactly do I do that?

CHAPTER 50
I took April Mae’s advice and went home and prayed again. This time, I didn’t attempt to jump
to an answer but I tried to listen. In the last 31 days I had offered two soul-changing sincere
prayers. I hoped for a clear, distinct answer like, “Forget them both and head to Europe.” I did
feel more peaceful when I finished praying. The peaceful feeling allowed me to fall asleep
rather quickly after I said amen.
When I woke up the next morning, my confusion came rushing back though. “Good morning to
you,” I muttered to the sun rudely shining through my window.
I knew I wouldn’t be able to concentrate at work so I called and spoke to Leslie. She let me take
the day off if I made up my time on Saturday. Sure, I’m sure my life will be in order within the
next two days.
The morning seemed to tick by slowly. For some reason, I felt a bit anti-technology at the
moment. I didn’t want to turn on my computer or even use my phone. Luckily, Matt still liked
to read the Ensign magazine in paper form so I went through his stash. I looked for any article
related to receiving answers.
By the time noon rolled around I felt restless. I decided to take a drive and sort my thoughts
out. However, it only takes about ten minutes to drive around Laramie, Wyoming. The next
thing I knew, my car was taking me east on I-80. “I guess we’re headed to Cheyenne,” I told my
car. It agreed by not turning around.
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Once in town, I pulled into a gas station and looked up Mac’s address. I wasn’t sure I wanted to
see Mac but something seemed to be pulling me to his residence. “Why am I even doing this?” I
asked myself.
I found his house and sat in my car looking at it. “Okay genius, what am I going to say?” my car
still offered no answers. I took a deep breath and walked to his door. “This is nuts,” I mumbled
and knocked.
He opened the door and a look of confusion spread on his face. “Grace, this is a surprise.” This
was the first time I had ever seen him dressed so relaxed before. He donned jeans and a t-shirt.
“For me, too,” I said.
He recovered and smiled. “Well, c’mon in.”
I walked in and noticed his immaculate living room. There were no piles, no clutter. A place for
everything and everything in its place. It didn’t look lived in and the feeling it gave was cold and
aloof. I looked at him and he looked uncomfortable.
“You look nice,” I said reassuringly.
He nodded but he didn’t look like he believed me. “I wasn’t expecting company. You should
have told me you were coming over. I would have dressed properly. If you give me a second I
can change and we can go get something to eat.”
I smiled. “But I like you the way you are.”
His brows furrowed.
That’s when I saw it. Matt was right. Mac is an extension of Eric. The same mannerisms. The
same priorities. The same annoying qualities.
“I just stopped by to say,” it was still coming to me slowly, “thank you.”
“Thank you?”
“Yeah, thank you. I’m glad I had the chance to reconnect with you. You’re a great guy…”
“Uh oh,” he said sitting down on his perfectly clean couch. “I don’t like the sound of this.”
“I don’t think there’s a future for you and me.”
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He stood up and moved closer to me. But I had the feeling it was mainly not to mess up his
couch. “What?” he asked again. “I disagree. We are perfect for each other. If this is about last
night, I’m sorry. I was upset. You can understand, right?”
“Actually I do understand. I understand that it has taken me 6 years and one rude awakening –
of which I am now extremely grateful for – to understand you are not my type.”
“What?”
“I wish you the best. I really do. But I have decided to take a nice long trip,” yeah, a trip. Why
not? “I want to visit some places I’ve only read and dreamed about.”
“I’ll wait,” he said.
“No, there’s no need. I’m going and you need to move on. Find a girl who appreciates your
humor,” and doesn’t get sick when she hears your ‘I like you the way you are’ joke for the
umpteenth time.
He looked at me without saying a word. I could tell he was not used to rejection. He definitely
was not used to failing to obtain a goal he set for himself.
“You’ll thank me for this,” I whispered and left.
I climbed in my car and took a couple of deep breaths. “This has got to be some kind of record,”
I mumbled to myself. “I, ungraceful Grace Perkins, just dumped two guys in two days.” I
started the car and headed home. Before I reached the interstate though, I saw a walk-in beauty
salon. I pulled the car over quickly and walked in.
“What do you need?” the young woman at the front desk asked while chomping on some gum.
“I need a cut.”
“All right,” she looked behind her. “Gladys, you ready for a cut?”
An older woman sweeping the floor looked up. “You bet, c’mon back.”
I nodded my head and walked to her.
“What can I do for you?” she asked me.
“I need a cut,” I replied as I sat in the chair.
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“How much off?” she asked holding my hair up.
“To my shoulders,” I said.
“You sure?” she asked and let my hair drop. I could feel her playing with the ends in the middle
of my back.
I took a deep breath and nodded. A world traveler needs a sophisticated ‘do. “You bet,” I
replied.

After the beauty salon, I stopped and got a bite to eat. It was after 4:00 by the time I returned
home. Once inside, I pulled out a world map I had kept since junior high and looked at all the
dots of places I wanted to visit. So many places to see. So many dreams to fulfill.
I felt confident I had made the right decision about Mac. After all, Matt was right. Mac and Eric
were a lot alike. Of course, it would take years before I admitted to Matt he had been right. I’d
keep that to myself for quite some time.
Look at me. I dumped two guys, cut my hair, and I’m making plans for a dream vacation. Look
who is beating this rock now!
At seven o’clock, I decided I needed fresh air. Reluctantly, I folded and put my map away for
the night. I planned on going for a walk, but the evening air felt a bit chilly. So, I decided to go
for a ride instead. No particular destination, just a ride to get out of the apartment.
It surprised me to find myself pacing in front of an apartment door a few minutes later. I had no
idea why I was there. But I couldn’t seem to leave. I also couldn’t bring myself to knock on the
door. This is silly. A sudden burst of confidence helped me walk to the door with my hand
ready to knock. But I couldn’t do it and stepped away. I stopped at the top of the stairs and went
back to the door. I was stuck in this pattern for a few cycles.
Finally, I took a deep breath and knocked on the door quickly.
“Please, don’t be home. Don’t be home,” I mumbled. No one answered. Despite my pleas, I
felt a little disappointed. I sighed and started to walk away.
As I reached the stairs, I heard the door open. “Grace?” a familiar voice asked me and my heart
fluttered. But I attributed it to nervousness from my new laid plan.
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I bit my bottom lip and slowly turned around. “Hi, Wyatt.”
“You cut your hair,” he said. “It looks nice. It looks real nice.”
“Thanks,” I blushed. He was the first person to see my earlier moment of confidence exhibited.
He pressed his lips together and bent his eyebrows.
This would have been a lot less awkward if we hadn’t had that phone conversation
yesterday. “Do you…” he tipped his head inside his doorway, “want to come in?”
I started to answer but stopped. “I…” I looked down the stairs.
“What? You were just roaming my apartment building for exercise and decided to door ditch?”
He smiled, “C’mon in.”
My shoulders relaxed and I was able to offer a hint of a smile in return. “Thanks,” I said and
walked past him into his apartment. The smell of Clorox assaulted my nose and I noticed
everything was in place, not even one pile was out.
“This is a good day to visit,” he closed the door. “I’ve had some nervous energy all day. Mr.
Craig is supposed to call today and tell me one way or the other about the website. I’ve been
cleaning all day waiting for him.”
“Looks nice,” I smiled.
“Please, sit,” he motioned to a leather couch. “Can I get you a pop or lemonade to drink?” His
words were polite and his manners cordial but there was a distance that hadn’t been there before.
“No, thank you,” I sat on the couch. He sat on a chair. I realized it was my turn to talk but
didn’t know what to say. How could I explain why I was there when I wasn’t sure myself?
He lifted his eyebrows waiting.
“It cooled off tonight,” as soon as the words tumbled out I regretted saying it. The
weather? Really?
“Yeah,” he agreed. “It has.”
“It’s because of our altitude,” I rambled borrowing Nile’s observations.
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Wyatt nodded his head slowly.
“We’re colder than Denver because we’re way up in the mountains,” why couldn’t I stop
talking? “Denver’s usually cooler than, say, Salt Lake.”
“Because of the altitude?” he offered good naturedly.
“Because of the altitude.” It’s official, I’m an idiot.
He nodded his head again and looked at his watch.
I sucked my top lip in. Now would be a good time to exit. Leave him a memory of me as a
rambling idiot and he’ll be glad I dumped him. “So,” I surprisingly continued. “The decision
about the website is coming today?”
He seemed surprised by the change of topic. “Yeah,” he looked at his watch again. “Talk about
taking it down to the wire, huh? I’ve been waiting for over 12 hours today. I’m going out of my
mind!”
“It will come,” I said reassuringly. “And it will be great news. He’d be an idiot not to go with
you.” I could have phrased that better.
Wyatt scratched his neck and looked down. “Yeah.”
We sat for a few minutes.
“You sure you don’t want anything?” he stood up and backed toward to the kitchen. “I think I’ll
get something for me.” He turned to escape to the kitchen.
C’mon, Perkins. What are you doing here? I felt like I was making a bigger mess of things. I
sighed and looked down at his coffee table and saw a book. ‘Pride and Prejudice?’ I
remembered our conversation about the book. He was reading Pride and Prejudice?
“Mac annoys me,” I blurted out. It just came out and there was no way to recall it.
Wyatt peaked around the kitchen corner slowly.
“I can’t spend another second with him. Because, well, every time he speaks, I want to cover my
ears and sing la-la-la-la-la as loud as I can.” That was a bit of an exaggeration. I would have
been content to leave the room.
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Wyatt stood there.
“I guess that’s an answer, right?” I said more to myself. “So,” I continued, “I guess this is
goodbye. I’ve got some money saved up. I think now’s the time to start an adventure. I’m
thinking of backpacking across Europe.”
Wyatt nodded his head slowly. “So, what? You’re going to run?”
“No, backpack,” I clarified with a smile. “Definitely no running.”
He looked at me. “Why were you willing to give him a chance and not me?”
“I don’t know,” I said but Lexi flashed in my mind.
He studied me. “If you don’t know, who does?”
I bit my bottom lip. “You’ll be okay,” I said reassuringly. “I have no doubt someone,” Lexi’s
picture in my mind just got a bunch of darts thrown at it, “will pick you up.”
He ran his fingers through his hair. “You mean Lexi?”
I shifted in my seat.
“I am not interested in Lexi. She is interested in me. There’s a big difference.” He stepped
closer to me.
“She’s a cute girl,” I shrugged.
“Yeah,” he agreed. “A girl.” He looked into my eyes with an intensity that made me sit up
straight. “I’m not Eric.”
“I didn’t say that,” to you. But his words were weighted and finally sinking into my thick skull.
He noticed the opening. “Forget about Eric. Forget about Mac. Forget about Lexi. Forget
about everybody except you and me. How do you feel about me?”
My pulse quickened. “I…”
His phone rang.
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I closed my mouth and waited for him to answer the phone. It rang again. He didn’t
move. “That’s Mr. Craig,” I reminded him. “It’s important.”
“So is this,” he said still looking at me. The phone rang again.
“It’s your future,” I tried again.
“I think this is, too,” he didn’t even flinch when the answering machine came on.
“Wyatt,” Mr. Craig’s secretary said into the machine. “Good news! Mr. Craig has decided to go
with your design. I’ll be here till eight – please call and let us know if you accept the offer.”
Click.
“You got it!” I exclaimed and stood up. I looked at the clock. “You only have ten minutes to
call back. Go ahead and call.”
He didn’t move. “First things first. Answer my question.”
I almost forgot about his question.
“How do you feel about me?” he asked again.
I looked at the blinking light on the machine. Then at him. This rock wasn’t going to beat me. I
stepped closer to him, looked him in the eyes, and kissed him. I’m not sure who was more
surprised, him or me. My kisses with Eric and Mac were nice and pleasant. Or, should I say
comfortable. This felt different. It was like coming home – a home I had been eagerly searching
for. A place I felt excited to come to. I looked at him, studying his face, hoping for a pleasant
reaction.
“Grace,” he said softly. “I love you.”
That reaction works. “Good,” I smiled. “Why don’t you call your boss and accept the offer.”
Wyatt bent his eyebrows.
“Then,” I continued. “You can take me out for my 31st date because,” I couldn’t stop smiling, “I
think I might love you back.”
He smiled and hugged me.
“Go call, go call,” I laughed.
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While Wyatt talked to Mr. Craig’s secretary I realized Mac had been right. Up till then, there
hadn’t been anything I felt deeply about. There was always a tiny lock to prevent me from
feeling too emotional about anything because I needed to remain in control. For the first time in
my life, I felt like I was ready to give my all. It was a little scary, but also freeing. I am ready to
truly love and be loved. What a great journey my 31 dates had given me.
After he hung up the phone, I walked over to him. I kissed him again.
“What’s that for?” he asked.
“For doing your homework,” I replied and handed him the book from the coffee table.
“To be truthful,” he said, “I don’t see what the big deal is about Mr. Darcy.”
I noticed that the bookmark was in the middle of the book. “That’s because you haven’t reached
the best part yet.”
“Ah,” he said and dropped his head.
“And because you have to be a chick to get it.”
He nodded his head. “That I believe.” Wyatt opened the door and stood in the doorway with his
arm stretched to the other side of the frame. I slipped under his arm. “You know what’s really
great about all this?” I asked sweetly.
He grinned. “I have some ideas.”
I stood on my tiptoes. “No, I mean, I won the game.” I kissed him quickly on the cheek and
walked down the hall laughing.
“Doesn’t matter,” he laughed and caught up with me. “You’re still gonna meet Aunt Mabel.”
THE END
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