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It was pouring out. The rain was bouncing off the street like tiny bullets, and as Adam leaned forward to press his face against the glass, he watched the vehicles rush by on the slick street below. Even through the thick, double-pane glass, he could hear the loud whooshing sounds of the cars rushing by. From his vantage point, Adam could see most of Main Street, as well as the church’s illuminated steeple pointing high in the night sky. It was only six thirty in the evening, but it looked more like midnight.

Adam turned away from the window, annoyed. The last thing he wanted to do was go out there, in that torrential rainstorm. His older brother, Thomas, had made plans with him a few days ago, to go out for dinner. And not their regular dollar menus at McDonalds, or dirt cheap tacos, either. No. Thomas had informed him that he had booked a reservation at the White Swan restaurant. Saying it was nice was an understatement. Adam had already googled the Swan’s menu earlier that afternoon; even their appetizers were upwards of fifteen to twenty dollars. It was all local salmon, and vegan enchiladas, their prices jacked up because it was in the more affluent section of town. What a frigging rip-off.

Adam sighed. It was getting late. Thomas would be expecting him at the restaurant soon, and he was by no means respectable looking. In fact, he was still wearing his boxers and faded Blue Jay’s t-shirt as pyjamas, since last night. He’d have to dig around his tiny, cramped rented room to find something decent to wear. His navy blue slacks would do; they were ironed in his closet. And a nice, button-up shirt. Something to keep him warm, but also nice looking. He’d have to layer up against the chill. He’d wear a hoody, with a jacket over top. 

Adam glanced around the room. Where were his gloves, and his umbrella? By the time he bundled up against the chill and walked down to the bus stop, he’d be drenched. No. That wasn’t an option. He’d just have to stay indoors tonight. To hell with Thomas and his stupid double date idea. It was too cold and dreary for that. 

Adam picked up his cell phone off the night stand, and texted his brother to let him know he wouldn’t meet him at the restaurant. Thomas would be pissed. He’d set him up with a blind date. Some guy named Aston, a blond tennis player Thomas had met through school. He’d seen a picture (albeit blurry), and he though the guy looked attractive. Not really his type, but attractive nonetheless. Aston. Christ Almighty - the name sounded so pretentious. Adam knew how much this meant to his brother, but personally, he didn’t’ think he was up to dating anyone. Not yet. He’d only just recently gotten out of a relationship. It felt too rushed. 

Adam lied face down on the bed, pressing his face into the pillow. January was his worst favourite month. He hated winter in general, but once Christmas was over, he had to settle with January’s frigid temperatures, bone-chilling damp, and dreary dark days. It was days like that that made him want to curl up in bed for hours, and not emerge until summer arrived. 

His phone rang. Without even looking at the screen, Adam held it to his ear, and shifted his head to the side. He knew it was Thomas. The guy would never let him skip out.

“What?”Adam asked. “Thomas, I told you – I’m not feeling up to this.”

“Adam! Bro, you’re seriously flaking out on me?” Thomas shouted into the phone. “Don’t do this. I got here early, snagged us a great table. C’mon, Adam.”

Adam could hear loud music from the bar, as well as many voices clamouring to be heard in the loud environment. There was also the prevalent sound of laughter, and of the hockey game on the big screen TVs. 

“Dude, I told you to be here by seven. I’ve already ordered appetizers,” Thomas said. “Adam, don’t be a pussy. It’s just a blind date.”

“Man, I don’t feel like going anywhere. I’m –“Adam sucked in a deep breath. “It’s been a long day, Thomas. I’m staying in.”

“Okay, get your skinny ass out of bed, because I know you’re just lying there and procrastinating. If you take the bus, you’ll miss the date, so don’t even bother. I’ve already called you a cab. It’ll be outside your apartment in five minutes. Do this for me, alright? Aston’s a good guy. He really is.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
\.4«"
1 .--‘,

——

e
A=

R CERTAIN
KIND OF
BRAVERY






