
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Streets of Seattle

        

        
        
          Loretta Miles Tollefson

        

        
          Published by LLT Press, 2018.

        

    


Copyright - Crown of Laurel © 1990, Loretta Miles Tollefson

The Streets of Seattle was originally published as 

This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to the living or dead 

is entirely coincidental

All Rights Reserved

NO AI TRAINING: Without in any way limiting the author’s [and publisher’s] exclusive rights under copyright, any use of this publication to “train” generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text is expressly prohibited. The author reserves all rights to license use of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.

Palo Flechado Press, New Mexico



  	
	    
	      Also by Loretta Miles Tollefson

	    

      
	    
          
	      A Biographical Novel of Old New Mexico

          
        
          
	          The Texian Prisoners

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Novel of Old New Mexico

          
        
          
	          An Unhappy Country

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Novels of Old New Mexico

          
        
          
	          Not Just Any Man

          
        
          
	          Not My Father's House

          
        
          
	          The Pain and The Sorrow

          
        
          
	          There Will Be Consequences

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Old New Mexico

          
        
          
	          No Secret Too Small

          
        
          
	          Old One Eye Pete, Stories from Old New Mexico

          
        
          
	          Valley of the Eagles, Microfiction from Old New Mexico

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          And Then Moses Was There: Voices from the Old Testament

          
        
          
	          Mary at the Cross

          
        
          
	          But Still My Child

          
        
          
	          The Streets of Seattle

          
        
          
	          The Locke Family Saga

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Loretta Miles Tollefson’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


1


[image: ]




The Seattle bus depot was always busy on Monday mornings. Inside, lines snaked away from the ticket counter toward the restrooms and from the candy machines to the street door.

The yard outside was only a large shed with steel fences for walls. The passengers were uncomfortably aware of the city around them. They huddled at the closed doors of outbound buses or pawed hurriedly through the piles of luggage near the midsections of the buses just in.

There was only one person left of the group which had come via the stopping places of Dungeness and Maynard from the Olympic Peninsula. This was a girl who looked as if she was just out of high school. Her shoulder length brown hair and fair skin looked fresh even in the grimy light filtering through the greenish plastic overhead. She was asking the bus driver for directions.

He, of course, had no idea how far the Arctic Building was from the depot.

The girl thanked him and moved toward the bus depot. She had no luggage except her white fabric purse. The Portland bus had driven in behind hers. As she passed it, a tall slim young man in a dark overcoat pulled an old-fashioned black suitcase from the pile of cases beside it.

“Excuse me, miss?”

She turned.

“Could you tell me how to get to—” He looked at the piece of paper in his hand. “Nine oh nine Fourth Avenue?”

She shook her head. “I’m trying to figure out where I’m supposed to be going.” She dug into her purse. “I’ve got a map though, if that will help.”

He looked around the dingy yard. “I think there are benches inside.”

She followed him through the thick wooden double doors. The benches were crowded with people. She found a bit of space at the end of one and perched on it. He put his suitcase down and balanced on it while he looked over her shoulder.

She opened the map. “The question is, where are we?”

He pulled his ticket stub out of his pocket. “You’d think this would say.”

She looked at it. “No such luck.” She looked around the room. “What’s that sign over the door? Stewart Street? Let’s see—”

“Right here.” His finger ran along the line carefully. “The question is, where on Stewart? Ah hah, right on the map. Greyhound Bus Depot.”

She laughed. “I didn’t think of that.” She ran an unpainted fingernail along Eighth. “It looks like all the numbered streets run parallel with the water. Well, that will help.”

“Help?”

She grinned at him. “To know east from west. West is the water.”

“W and W.”

She ran her finger down Stewart. “And here’s Fourth. Now the Arctic Building—” She reached into her purse. “Third and Cherry. It’s not very far from where you’re going.”

“Well, a few blocks. Nine oh nine should be just about here.” He stubbed a finger down at a street called Marion.

She reached for a corner of the map. “Do you think you’ll be able to find it without this?”

“Oh sure, I’ll be okay now. I just needed a general idea.”

She looked up. His eyes were so blue. She hadn’t expected that color with the black curliness of his hair. It gave his face an intense look. So very different from Andrew’s.

She suddenly realized what she was doing.

“Are you uh— Do you live here?” he asked.

“No. I’m just here for the day, for a job interview.”

“Oh. My name’s Lawrence. Lawrence Anderson.”

She began to fold the map. “I’m Deborah Brownell.”

“That’s pretty.”

She smoothed the map. He watched her. She put the map in her purse. She was suddenly aware of how much the old depot echoed. The doors to the street banged open and closed and feet shuffled endlessly on the scuffed floor. All these people, but no one had paid any attention when she and this stranger had come in from the bus area.

“If you’re going to be here all day, maybe I can take you to lunch—”

She caught the hesitation. She looked up at him, then quickly down. The piece of paper with her interview address on it lay in her lap. She slipped it into her pocket.

His mouth opened and then closed. He was being foolish and he knew it. He didn’t have time for girls. More importantly, money. If he was going to make it in this city, he’d have to spend every penny on living, not eating. Eating out with girls, anyway.

Deborah glanced at her watch. Maybe it would be okay. If no one was watching, maybe it meant this was normal. After all, she had to learn to take care of herself in the city sometime. Today was for beginning, wasn’t it? And he seemed nice. She looked at her watch again. She had an hour before she had to start searching for the Arctic Building.

“I don’t have much time—” she began.

“Well in that case— Maybe some other time,” he said. He smiled at her, their eyes not connecting. He picked up his suitcase. “It was nice meeting you. Thanks for the directions.”

He was already edging away and she watched him go with the smile she’d been going to accept his invitation with still hovering around her lips.

Out on the sidewalk, Lawrence shifted into a near run, his cheeks suddenly warm. He couldn’t afford to give himself away to the people he met here in Seattle. Portland was different. The people he knew there were friends from school. They knew his situation. That he’d just gotten his History B.A., but only with the help of his father’s Social Security funds. That there hadn’t been much left from the sale of the household stuff when his mother had entered the nursing home two months ago.

If he expected to manage here, he’d have to go it alone. It cost money to get to know people. Especially girls. And money was one thing he wasn’t going to have much of. Not right yet, anyway. He slowed down, looking at the buildings around him, then stepped out firmly, his jaw tense.

Deborah’s face relaxed and she looked around the waiting room. No one seemed to have noticed. A benefit of being in the city which she hadn’t thought of. Make a mistake, no one sees. She stood up, smoothed her skirt and moved toward the door labeled “Stewart.”

Nothing like a rejection your first time around. Not that it was really rejection. Not like Andrew’s sudden change of face after that night in the back of his car. She tightened her lips, then her face relaxed. These young dandies lounging outside the door of the depot might be making her feet want to move faster but the things they were saying were meant to be compliments. They at least told her she was attractive.

She breathed in a mouthful of city air and let it out again. She looked up at the buildings. So this was Seattle. Seattle on her own. Not the same as Seattle with parents and brother. She looked around again, then down at her jacket and skirt and back into the shop window she was passing. She touched a hand to her hair and studied the windows lining the street, looking for a place to eat. She really didn’t have much time.

Though if a man suggested lunch again, she’d try to make it clear that “not much time” didn’t mean “no,” she promised herself as she pushed open the door of the nearest cafe.
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The Arctic Building was actually easy to find. Deborah was at the office where she was to be interviewed ten minutes ahead of time. She breathed a sigh of relief as she sat down to wait.

She looked around, her mind carefully blank. Relax. That was the main thing she’d learned from all the magazine and newspaper articles she’d been reading about interviews. Above all, don’t project an image of tension.

Her lips twitched. She looked at her watch. One thirty exactly. She looked at the doorway leading from the reception area. No one came out of it. The receptionist ignored her.

She studied the framed poster on the opposite wall. One thing her high school art classes had given her was an awareness of painting. Even if she didn’t have any talent herself, she could appreciate the work of someone who did. The poster advertised a local art gallery. She wondered if it was nearby.

The door behind the receptionist opened. A slim, artfully dressed young black woman led Deborah down a carpeted hallway to a door at the end. A large woman in a flowered dress sat behind a desk surrounded by plants and filing cabinets.

The woman pushed at a piece of hair which had escaped the mousey-brown bun at the back of her neck. She waved Deborah to a seat and opened a manila folder lying in front of her. She began asking questions about classes Deb had taken in high school and the office work she’d done after hours. Finally, she closed the file with a bored look and folded her hands over it. “And you’re interested in art?”

“Very much.”

She pushed back her hair. “What kind of interest do you have?”

“I’m not sure—”

“Is it—” she smiled. “Passionate, shall we say? Or casual? Maybe this is a better question: Is it a hobby?”

“It’s not really any of those, though I suppose it’s all of them, too.” Deborah’s hands came out of their grip on each other for the first time in twenty minutes. “I really love art. I like to draw and to paint. But I know I’ll never be famous or even really good, if I pursue it. Grants and galleries and stuff. I’ve done a lot of reading on my own and for classes, but I don’t really know that much, growing up on the Peninsula and all.” She waved a hand toward the file on the desk. “I would like to do something, though,” she said.

The woman nodded. She pushed the piece of hair behind her ear again and reached for the phone.

“We usually don’t do this,” she said as she dialed a number. She spoke into the phone and looked at Deborah again. “Usually we make you wait. Send you a letter or call you. But since you’re not actually living here yet and this position doesn’t need to be filled for another couple of weeks—”

She turned her mouth toward the receiver. “Sue, I’ve got someone here for your Assistant position. Yeah, I guess that would make the last one, wouldn’t it? When would be good? This afternoon. And Clarissa is leaving next week? All right.”

She put the receiver down without saying goodbye and picked up a pencil. She opened the file again and made a note on the top sheet.

“We have a position open right now in our Arts Support area. It’s a small department but it does quite a bit with the community. The opening I’m sending you on actually works with the applications which artists fill out when they apply for money from the County. It’s mostly paperwork, but if you want the inside story of what the art world looks like, it may be as good a place as any to begin.”

She looked at Deb. “This isn’t exactly a glamour job. You’ll be pushing a pencil, mostly.”

“Oh, that’s—”

“Here’s the information. You need to be there at two thirty.”

Deborah stood up and took the file. She opened it. Name, room number and time, and a telephone number if she needed it. She flashed a big smile. “Thank you.”

The woman smiled back at her. “Good luck. If this doesn’t work out, we’ll be letting you know as other positions become available. Actually, I have something else right now, but it’s in the Bookkeeping department.”

“Oh, that would—”

She waved her toward the door. “We’ll talk about it if this doesn’t work.” The girl who looked like a model was putting her head in the room. “Yes, June. Whenever you’re ready.”

“Thank you again,” Deborah said.

The waiting area for the two thirty appointment was very different from that of the one thirty one. The art department seemed to be all in one very large room, rather than spread among different offices. The reception area was in the center. Hallways led from it at odd angles. The office areas were open-doored cubicles formed by short walls of a heavy cardboard covered with cloth. The cloth was a greenish tan color.

Around her, voices were talking, papers rattling and desk drawers banging open and closed. Somewhere a computer beeped and its printer began clattering.

Deborah sat there a long time.

The receptionist had her head bent over several strips of shiny white paper with all the print on them scrunched to one side in a long narrow row. From time to time she made a mark on the white part with a blue pencil.

Suddenly a short, lumpy man came barreling out of one of the hallways. He was wearing a bright purple cardigan pulled haphazardly over a sky blue Seattle Symphony tee shirt. He glanced at Deborah and hurried toward the hall opposite. He reached it and then he stopped with a jerk and turned to the receptionist.

“I suppose this isn’t Susan’s appointment?”

Deb turned her head, startled by the crisp British accent coming out of his mouth.

The receptionist looked up. “I called and said she was here.”

“And Sue never showed?”

She shook her head and looked down at her papers. She made a mark with the blue pencil.

The man jerked around to face Deborah. “Hi. My name’s Peter. I’ll take you back. Looks like Susan got busy and forgot.”

Deborah looked at the receptionist, but her head was bent over her papers. Deb followed the cardigan down a hall. The blue jeans he wore were ragged at the hem.

Just as she had lost all sense of direction, Peter stopped short. He flourished a hand at the doorway of a cubicle, then knocked on the plastic edge of the board.

A skinny blond woman looked up from the desk. “Just a sec.” She made a note on a piece of paper, added it to a pile and reached for something buried under another stack. “Yes?” She pulled a pack of cigarettes from a drawer.

“Your appointment, madam,” he said.

The woman jerked her head toward Deborah. “Oh! Sorry. I was in the middle of things.” Her hands moved over the papers scattered several layers deep on the desk. “We need help.”

“Well, that’s what I’m here for.” Deborah flashed her a bright, interviewing smile. She smiled at the man named Peter, too. “Thank you.”

“Anytime. Cheerio.”

Deborah handed Susan her file and sat down. The phone rang and Susan began speaking into it without saying hello.

Deb looked around the room, trying to think about something besides the way her stomach was churning.

Susan was listening to the phone and looking at Deb’s file at the same time. Deborah tried not to stare at the short chopped haircut and chewed fingers and nails. They made her look skinnier than she already was.

Susan hung up the phone without saying good-by and turned intensely pale blue eyes onto Deborah. “Credentials look good,” she said. “Interested in art?”

Deborah nodded. She opened her mouth to begin repeating what she’d said to the woman downstairs, but the blue eyes were looking at the wall, then at the file again.

Susan stood up. “Let’s introduce you. To the guys you’d be working with. See if you can put up with them.” Her smile was only in her lips. “May not be easy.”

“One is Peter. He showed you my office,” she said as they walked down the hall. “Other’s Al. Does liaison with artists. Basically P.R.”

She stopped in front of another open doorway and pointed at a large wooden desk in the corner. “That’s the desk.” She pointed at the desk catty corner from it. “Peter’s there. He’d train you.” Deb followed her into the office next door. “This is Al. Al, Deborah—”

“Brownell,” Deb said.

A small, thin, dark man, thirtyish, looked around from the file drawer he’d been searching through. “Pleased to meet you. Sue, where is that damned Exempt file?”

“You put up with his mouth.” She smiled again.

He looked around again. “Oh, you’re applying for Clarissa’s position. What kind of experience have you had?”

“Well, some secretarial.” She glanced at Susan, who was rummaging through the papers on Al’s desk. “Not much in the way of working with grants or anything like that.”

He nodded. “That’s the best type. You’re forthright, too.” He took the papers Sue had been going through from under her hands and began shuffling them into a pile. “Hire her,” he said.

Susan reached for the papers. She looked at the top one. “I see these,” she said. “Before they go.”

“You usually do.”

“Always,” she said. “All of them.” She turned and Deborah followed her back down the hall.

Susan dropped into her chair, rattled some papers together, made a note on another sheet, and again answered the telephone without saying hello.

She put the receiver down without saying good-by and swung her chair around. She looked at Deborah. “Well?”

“Well, it sounds interesting—”

“Want it?”

“Of course, if—”

“Pay’s nine hundred.” She scrabbled through some more papers. “Raise of fifty in six months. No union. No parking. Discount on bus passes. Saves about five.”

“That sounds great.”

“When can you start?”

Deborah tried to keep her voice casual. “When do you need me?’

“Clarissa leaves end of this week. First part of next?”

Deborah stared at her, then choked her voice into existence again. “Yes,” she said. She smiled at her, trying to keep the ringing noise out of her head. “Yes,” she said again.

But it wasn’t until the Greyhound bus was rattling down the hill toward the ferry dock late that afternoon that it began to sink in. A real job. In the arts. Not exactly an art gallery, but— Wait until she told her parents!

Suddenly she was sitting straight and tall in her seat. She’d done it. She really had. Let’s just see them try to stop her moving now!

~~~
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Lawrence stood outside the big double doors of the YMCA and looked around. City library across the street. That could be nice. A bank, too. It was on the same side of the street, down a ways.

But first a place to sleep. And eat, possibly. He eyed the restaurant next door and his stomach growled. What he really needed was a grocery store and things he could cook in his room. The “souvenirs” that he carried from his childhood were all of them practical, from the biggest and sharpest of the kitchen knives to the frying pan and the dishes. They’d been scrounged from his mother’s apartment before the tag sale. After it, the leftovers had been hauled off to the Salvation Army. That was after the nursing home people had come for her.

“You’ve got to live,” he told himself firmly. He took a last look around and picked up his suitcase again.

A few minutes at their front desk and he knew the YMCA would never work. No cooking allowed in the rooms and you paid by the week. In advance. His money would be gone in a month, living like that. He bought a paper and crossed the street to the library. He sat down in a corner and read the housing section.

The cheapest places advertised were studio apartments on Capitol Hill. He tried to remember if he’d seen anything on that girl’s map labeled “Capitol Hill.” East, behind the downtown area. Not west, west was the water. He smiled, then forced himself back to business. No time for girls. Though Deborah was a nice name.

He marked a few more advertisements. There were pay telephones in the lobby. He straddled his suitcase and punched in the number for the first listing. The phone at the other end buzzed softly over and over. Finally he gave up and made a small check mark beside the ad.

He punched in the number for the second ad. The ring at the opposite end was lengthy and harsh. No one there either. He looked down at the number and dialed again. The same long harsh ring. He hadn’t gotten it wrong.

The third number was busy. He put the receiver on the hook, fished his quarter out of the change compartment and dialed again. He did this three times. Maybe he’d ring through as soon as the connection was broken. It was busy each time. He took the quarter out of the compartment and looked at it.

He knew it was foolish, but he tried another coin, just for luck. Somebody answered.

“Hello?”

“Yes. Hello. You have an apartment for rent?”

It was an elderly voice. “No, I do not have an apartment for rent! I’m not planning on going anywhere and I like it where I am. Now you stop calling me, hear?” The line clicked off. He looked at the receiver and checked the number. He hesitated, then tried again. He kept his hand over the silver lever at the top of the phone box. “Hello?” It was the quavering voice. He pressed the lever down gently.

Two quarters wasted on the newspaper people. He dialed the next number. It was probably wrong, too. Or no one there, or the phone off the hook. At this rate, he’d never get a place to stay. At least, not tonight. He peered out the window. He could see a corner of the YMCA building across the street from where he stood. He hated paying twenty dollars a night just for a place to sleep. That wouldn’t get him off to a very good start.

But there actually was someone at the other end. A sharp male voice that softened when Lawrence asked if the furnished studio was still available.

He got directions by bus and promised to be there in thirty minutes. But he hadn’t reckoned with the bus system. By the time he actually stood in front of the place, it had been almost fifty minutes. Still, he hesitated.

It looked clean, he had to say that much for it. But there were baby buggies on the porch and most of the windows had vividly colored curtains at them. A lot of the windows were open. There were loud voices coming out of them. But considering what they were asking, he couldn’t be too picky. A hundred and eighty a month for a furnished studio was damn cheap.

“Wonder what it’s furnished with,” he muttered as he went up the steps. Two small Asian children came scrambling over the doorsill and he moved out of the way. He looked for a “Manager” sign. The scratched up door to the nearest apartment opened and a middle-aged man with a dark mustache leaned against the doorjamb. His white tee shirt stretched over his stomach and didn’t quite meet his blue jeans. He was pinching a cigarette between his thumb and forefinger. 

“Excuse me?”

“Yeah?” He put the cigarette in his mouth.

“I’m looking for the Manager.”

“That’s me.”

“I called about an apartment.”

“Oh yeah! Come in, come in. Studio, furnished, one eighty a month, that the one? Let me get the key.” He went back into the apartment, leaving the door open. He rummaged through a drawer in the desk in the dark entry hall. “Hey, Mart, I got a customer. Back in a minute.” He pulled a key out and led Lawrence up the stairs.

“This ain’t nothin’ fancy, but it’s clean, like I told you on the phone. Furnishings is a stove and a frig and a couple of chairs. Hide-a-bed, too. There’s built-in drawers in the closet. Bathroom doesn’t have a tub. Just a shower.”

Lawrence looked around the dark hall. He sniffed.

“We got a lot of boat people living here,” the man said as he unlocked the door. “That’s what you’re smelling. Their food tastes good but smells rotten.” He led the way in. “Table, too,” he said. “And end tables for the couch. You gotta television?”

“Just this.” Lawrence lifted the suitcase an inch higher. He put it down on the brown carpet.

He nodded. “You wanta get a TV, there’s a hookup over by the window. Cable’s about fifteen a month. Guy comes around and leaves his stuff on your doorknob every few weeks.” There was an old fashioned radiator in the corner. “Steam heat, so you only got to pay ’lectricity for lights and the kitchen stuff. That’s not in the rent.” He pointed to one corner of the room. “There’s your kitchen.”

It looked like someone had taken the doors off a closet. There was a camper-size refrigerator, a sink and a row of cupboards where the closet shelf would have been. The stove was camper-size too.

Lawrence opened the door of the refrigerator, then closed it and went into the bathroom. There was only enough room to turn around in, with the shower, toilet and sink. But it did seem clean. “One eighty a month, right?” he asked as he came out.

“Yeah, it’s real cheap, too, ’cause we don’t ask for a first and last. Just the first and a hundred deposit for cleaning.”

“So you want two hundred and eighty dollars before I move in.” He knew exactly how much his wallet would deflate with that amount taken out of it.

“Yeah, that’s standard. Only usually you gotta pay the last month’s rent, too.”

Lawrence nodded and looked around again. “Okay,” he said. He reached for his wallet. “Do you want the money now or do I have to sign a lease or something?”

“No, we just got a rental agreement that says things like you won’t have no pets or waterbed, stuff like that.” He put out his right hand. “By the way, my name’s Cal.”

Lawrence gripped his hand firmly. “I’m Lawrence,” he said. He looked around. “Always feels good to have a roof over your head.”

“I’ll go down and get the agreement and stuff and let you get settled in,” Cal said. “Be back in a bit.”

The door shut behind him and Lawrence nudged the side of the suitcase with his toe. First step accomplished. It hadn’t taken that long, though the anxiety it had produced was enough for a week.

He picked up the suitcase and carried it to the table. He still had the newspaper he’d gotten earlier. He’d go through it for job possibilities tomorrow. For now, he’d unpack and find someplace nearby to get a few groceries. Relax a little.

“Home sweet home,” he said aloud. He grinned. “At least there’s nobody sleeping in the bed across the room!”

~~~
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By the time her bus reached Hood Canal Bridge, Deborah had decided that she wanted to move without her family’s help. It would spoil everything to have Mom poking her nose into corners looking for dirt. And Dad worrying about the number of locks on the door. As for Bobby, he was always a nuisance.

She sat very straight as the bus pulled into the yard of the combined tavern and grocery store at Maynard. Bobby was already there, lounging in the driver’s seat of the family truck. He made no move to open the door from the inside, much less get out and help her in.

“Bus was late,” he said as he started the engine.

She looked at her watch. “Only five minutes. It was fifteen this morning. Though the driver made up for it on the road, because we got to the ferry on time.”

He grunted. She looked at him. “You’re full of life.”

The truck pulled out onto the highway. “I got better things to do than meet buses.”

“Well, I didn’t ask you to.”

“Don’t know who else could of done it. Andy’s not around anymore. And Mom’s baking pies for the church potluck.”

Bobby’s mouth was another thing she’d be leaving behind. Thank heaven.

“Dad’s down helping the Braddocks with their hay,” he said. “My job is fetching and carrying you.”

“You won’t have to do it much longer. Maybe not ever again.”

He didn’t answer. Her lips tightened. He knew she wanted to tell what had happened. She jerked her purse into her lap. It wouldn’t break her heart to get away from him, that was for sure.

The sun had set by the time they reached the farm. The moon hung low in the fruit trees east of the house. Deborah stood a minute, breathing the cool air.

The farm backed into the hills. When you looked up and beyond the immediate line of trees, the Olympic Mountains glowered down at you benignly. She took another deep breath and shivered. It was so cold. But beautiful, too.

“Deborah? Deb? Come in, silly girl, you’ll catch pneumonia.” Her mother was on the back porch, peering into the gloom of the outbuildings and bushes where Bobby had parked the truck. “How’d it go?” she asked sympathetically as Deb neared the porch.

“Wonderful!” Deb took the steps in one jump and hugged her mother, flour and all. “I got it!”

“What?”

“I got the job. I got it.”

“Oh Deb!”

“I start next Monday.”

“Next week?”

“A week from today. At this time a week from today I’ll have been on the job one full day!” She whirled into the kitchen and sat down at the table. She laughed. “Is there any tea? I’m dying of thirst!”

Her mother moved to the stove. Her back was to the table. “So, when do you want us to start looking for a place for you to live?” Her shoulders were tight under the house dress but Deb didn’t look at her. Her mother brought her the tea.

Deb stirred her cup. “I thought I’d go over Thursday. I won’t have all that much stuff. Only a couple suitcases. They’ve got lockers at the bus station I can leave them in and after I find a place I’ll go down and pick them up. I can take Metro there and back if they’re too heavy.”

“They’ve got a really good bus system!” she rushed on. “Lots of routes going all over the place. But my job’s right in the center of Downtown. It’s in a really old-fashioned building, Mom. You’d love it. So anyway, I thought I’d try to find something close to it. Just a studio or something so I won’t need much furniture.”

“You have a bed and dresser already,” her mother said. “You shouldn’t need a whole lot.”

“I couldn’t put a bed in a studio,” Deb said. “They look tacky. But I’ve seen pictures of things that are like great big pillows that fold into a couch during the day but at night you lay them out and they’re a bed. That’s what I want to get. They’re pretty cheap too, so I can do it with the money Dad’s letting me have.”

“You have to live on that money, too, until you get paid.” Her mother rattled the dishes in the sink. “And you’ll need some set aside in case the job doesn’t work out.”

“How would it not work? I told you, I’ve got it. They gave me all sorts of information about what I’ll be doing and brochures about the bus system and stuff.”

“Did you meet the people you would be working with?”

“Uh huh. Two men. Though my actual boss is a woman.”

“Well, that’d be nice. You’ll have to invite them here for a weekend.”

Deb took a sip of tea. “Um, that feels good. Why would I want to do that?”

“Well, so you can get to know them better. You can’t tell much about a man by only seeing him on the job.”

“Mother, I’m going to be working with them, not dating them.”

“And why can’t the two go together?”

“I don’t believe in that kind of thing.”

“How else do you expect to meet young men?”

“I don’t know. I’ll get to know people. In my apartment building and at art things I go to, I guess. But I’m not going there to find a man, anyway. I don’t know why you keep pestering me about it.”

Her mother went to the window and leaned toward the glass. She shaded her eyes with her hand. “That must be your father. I wouldn’t tell him about the men you’re working with if I were you. He’ll just start worrying about you being in the right kind of environment.”

Deb looked into her tea cup.

Her father came in the door. “Hi Dad!” she said. “Guess what? I start next week at nine hundred a month.”

Her mother put the coffee pot down and then picked it up again. Her father nodded as he hung up his hat.

“And you think that’s going to be enough to live on? Seattle’s a big city. It’s not like here, where your food is in the ground waiting for you.”

“It’ll be more than enough,” she said. “I can make the move and furnish my place with what you’re giving me and live on what I’m earning.”

“You’ll want to take your sewing machine,” her mother said. “It’s awfully heavy, even if you don’t take the cabinet for it.”

“Maybe later,” Deborah said. Good, the nine hundred had shocked them. It was almost as much as he made in a month at the mill. That would show them what she was worth.

“Starting next week, then?”

“Monday morning. I have to be there at nine o’clock.”

“Don’t see how you’re gonna do it. I’ve got that cow to butcher for the Camerons on Saturday. Been planning it for the last couple months.” He went to the sink and began rubbing his hands with the Lava soap beside the faucet.

“I’m not expecting you to cart me back and forth,” she said. “I’ve only got a couple suitcases of clothes. I’ll take them over on the bus, if you can get me to the tavern Thursday morning to catch it. Then I’ll leave them in a locker at the depot and look for a place to live.”

“You’re going to find an apartment in that city in one day?” Her mother was bumping things onto the counter from the refrigerator. “Isn’t that asking a bit much?”

“It’s a big city. There ought to be something.”

“And what—”

“And if there’s not I’ll stay at the YWCA. They rent rooms by the night and it’s cheap and safe.”

“Speaking of safe—” her father said.

“I’ll be careful while I’m hunting and sensible about what I rent,” she told him. “I’ve been reading articles about how to keep yourself from being attacked and what to look for when you’re apartment hunting.” She met his eyes squarely.

His lips twitched. He turned back to the sink and began scrubbing his hands again. “You call us as soon as you get something,” he said.

“Oh, of course!” she said. “Mom, is there any more tea? It’s been a long day.”
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It took Lawrence’s eyes a minute to adjust the next morning. Where— Oh yeah, Capitol Hill. Apartment. Furnished. He saw his black, boxy suitcase laying open on a chair on the other side of the room and swung his legs off the couch. He shook out his overcoat and looked at it. Using it as a blanket hadn’t been a good idea, though he’d had no choice. He’d have to find some other kind of covering today.

He had to play with the dials on the shower a bit before the water began to flow sullenly. Afterward he fried a couple eggs, ate some bread and butter and then piled the dishes into the sink and sat down with the newspaper.

The want ad section wasn’t long. He doodled through the list, marking a couple of them, then sat back to stare at the smudged print. The problem was, he didn’t know what kind of job he wanted.

Anything, he’d said. That wasn’t really true though. Anything in the way of a career was what he meant. The things he’d marked were just jobs. A way to put food on the table. Security guards. Cashiers in all-night stores. Janitors. And even most of those required experience. The one thing he didn’t have. Last year’s teaching job at that summer camp and selling books door to door the summer before. That was it as far as experience went.

And that eliminated two careers right there. Teaching and selling. Doing them had convinced him he wanted nothing to do with them. He looked at the paper in front of him. He probably should rethink the no selling decision. He hadn’t marked any of the “salesperson wanted” ads, but they were just about the only openings not requiring experience. Though even most of those required some kind of knowledge or experience of the product.

He pushed the paper away, filled his single pan with water and put it on the stove. Coffee might help.

How was a person supposed to get experience if everyone required it? Wouldn’t do any good to complain, though. He studied the ads again. Most of them gave a number to telephone.

He’d have to get one. That would be another expense. There was only a thousand left in his wallet.

He looked at the paper again, folded his wallet and put it away. It seemed like so much but it wouldn’t go very far if he couldn’t get a job right away. Not having a phone would complicate things. He had enough against him. No experience. No local driver’s license. It was surprising the number of ads which listed that as a qualification.

Ah, but here was something. “Young Executives Wanted,” it read. The ad was bordered in black and announced that several different companies were looking for outstanding young people with B.A. degrees in any field to train as executives in their organizations.

Lawrence read it again. A cautious warmth began to spread through him.

He got up and laid out his job hunting suit. Blue slacks, white shirt and blue tie. A blue and brown tweed jacket he’d lucked into for five fifty at the second hand place near campus the week he’d been in Portland before coming here. He looked out the window, saw a clear sky, and hung his overcoat in the closet to shake out its wrinkles.

It was eleven o’clock and he wasn’t dressed yet. He’d need to get a telephone first, he decided. Then he’d have a number to give them. It wouldn’t be good if they thought he was desperate. No job and no phone, one step away from the street. He’d have to look decent, seem prosperous, to get anywhere.

It took a while to locate a bus that would take him to the telephone place. He arranged for his number and bought the cheapest phone they had. By the time he’d purchased a blanket too, he was buried under packages and it was almost four o’clock. Now he’d worn the slacks and jacket a day they didn’t need to be used.

He stayed in his robe Wednesday morning, looking at ads, writing down the numbers he wanted to call and what he wanted to say.

It was two o’clock before he could hear a dial tone on the telephone line.

He went through his list once more, deciding who to call first. There weren’t very many. There wasn’t much to any of them except the executive one. Just paying the rent kinds of things. Though would this executive job really be what he wanted? But he did want something more than eight hours of emptiness in order to pay for long evenings of nothing to do.
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