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THE COMMUNITY KNOWS me as the lady who teaches them how to paint. I’m also the artist who paints the abstract roses. Everyone calls me Maddie, short for Madeline. There are around seven of us seated in front of easels every Saturday morning. We’re painting and healing together at my gallery in a spacious room I'm reserved for my classes. Once in awhile, our group gets a new member to replace someone who’s left.

Leslie’s new to the group. She looks like she’s shivering from the cold, but she suffers from tremors. I’ll show her how to paint some happy little trees ala Bob Ross if she decides she wants to learn. Our group is on more of a trial basis for her rather than the other way around. Counselors send their patients whether they paint or not. This is a support group using art as therapy.

We like to work on large projects together, but we’re not all about each other.

For example, Donna hopes to hang her landscape painting in the kitchen. I'm letting her work the canvas out by herself. Sometimes, we have to do things for ourselves.

Happy. Little. Trees.

We’re not at all dangerous, we’ve just got baggage. We function better together. During my years of teaching, I’ve created some large works of art. I’m proud of them, and so is my husband. He tells everyone about my work.

Art isn't my only talent, but I'm not telling my friends about some of my stronger impressions and feelings. It would be as much of a myth to me as it would be to them. Nobody can tell the future with precision. I don’t want the stories of my dreams, thoughts and visions to stand out. Walking around with memories from the past has given me anxiety for years.

I’ve made some breakthroughs thanks to the time I donate to my Saturday class. Because of them, I’m ready to talk about my memories. It's time I moved on from my blue period.

Before I set the past aside for good, I thought I'd write some of it down. This is my attempt at getting some of my fears expressed. Now that I’m telling this story, it’s not so bad. My biggest concern is crying over nostalgia.

The tough times in my life happened when I didn't know I was psychic. Notice how I traded ‘tough’ for ‘worst’ just now? Life threw me a curve ball, but it wasn't the worst. I met my husband around this time. Middle age is a strange experience isn’t it? It’s about comparing what you had with what remains. If you come out ahead like I have, it's a win.

I’ve included what I’ve heard, felt and seen in this journal. I’ve woven in things from others. Some of these people are dead. They're gone, but the memories I'm putting on paper are keeping us all together. Nothing's left out. I've used all six senses to reunite these individuals past and present. Please keep what you like and forgive the rest.

I want to start with a narrative of Dustin McCormick and Rose Schuyler. They’re the star-crossed lovers in this, so I think it’s important to introduce them. Their chance meeting began a chain of events with a rippling effect.

It was June of 1989. Cascade City was the city with a slogan: God’s beach painting. The shores along Lake Michigan are beautiful, they attract tourists from all over. The city is a jewel among northern towns. Interactions are for the most part friendly. No one admits they want something more from their fellow citizens. That isn’t the status quo.

Dustin McCormick was born a farmer’s son. He was the starting quarterback on the Cascade City varsity football team. He was good at following rules and living up to everyone’s expectations. When he met Rose, his story became hers.

When two hearts collide, everyone feels the impact in some way.

Dustin met Rose at the farmer’s market on a day that threatened to rain but didn’t. She came into view just as he was about to say something to his friend Brett. She was busy rearranging the bouquets and plants she was selling. Instead of uttering a single word, he stopped in his tracks.

Dustin’s eyes were a light turquoise against bronze skin. When he looked at girls his age, he found they noticed, but Rose didn’t. For now, her zinnias had her full attention.

The dark eyed beauty evoked emotions in him that he didn’t know existed. He sensed a kindred soul who wanted something honest out of life. Her face reminded him of the girl of his dreams, the one who eluded him when he looked her way. She wasn’t glamorous, but she had a spark about her.

Her hair was long, brown and tucked into a neat ponytail. The mahogany swatch of hair swung back and forth like a pendulum. The filtered light from the umbrella painted her in warm sunny tones.

His heart beat quickened as he watched her.

Dustin liked to play guitar, and seeing Rose made him want to compose a song. He might have jotted some lyrics down right then and there if he wasn’t so eager to meet her. Dustin’s heart reached for her and didn’t pull back.

He dragged his eyes away. Brett elbowed him in the gut and bragged about being the first to hit on her. Dustin hated the way Brett liked to remind him of his place in the scheme of their friendship. When it came to girls, Brett was the self-acclaimed catch.

“Good luck with Rose, Dusty. I asked her out and she turned me down flat. Can you believe it? All she does is sell flowers at the farmer’s market.” Dustin disliked the insult. His father sold produce there, so what was Brett saying about him? He thought about saying something mean, but found himself distracted with the mention of her name.

“Her name is Rose?” He asked in wonder. She was as beautiful as a rose, but the name was old fashioned for someone so lovely. She could be a cheerleader named Jennifer or a homecoming queen named Melanie.

“She won’t like you either, even if you are a farmer boy slash football star.” Brett said, trying to mock him. He couldn’t resist a retort at his friend’s expense.

“At least I have skills. What can you do, future millionaire playboy?” Dustin said.

“I’ve done things you don’t want to know about.” Brett said. Dusty hated the faraway tone in his voice. It worried him. If he smiled when he spoke, it would be just the beginning of another one of his outrageous stories. But he wasn't smiling, and his expression was quite serious, like a cloud was passing over his face. 

Something was bothering Brett. Dustin was beginning to worry about how secretive his friend was becoming. He couldn’t think of anything to say. He decided to divert Brett’s attention to something else. He turned the corner and pretended interest in some fresh cantaloupe. Brett followed.

The timing wasn’t right to meet Rose, not with the look on Brett’s face. There was something about the girl that disturbed his friend. When she turned him down it drew Brett's attention. He hated rejection, but he was going to have to learn to get used to it. Brett didn't want competition from Dustin, but he didn't care what his friend thought. Not everything in town had Brett's name stamped on it.

Despite his friend’s disappointment, he admired Rose. He liked her freedom of thought. Brett kept a lot of cash in his wallet. He drove a new Mustang, a gift from his parents. The son of Dr. Nora E. Martin-Connors and Dr. George J. Connors, Brett's family lived on Lake Michigan in a spacious modern brick home. They weren’t hurting for money. Everyone thought Brett had it easy, but Dustin knew better.

Money wasn’t the best babysitter.

Brett’s parents worked all the time. Dustin's other friends resented Brett because he was part of the popular wealthy crowd. Dustin wasn't a member of this group. He thought it was bullshit the way the community heaped praised on the select few. It seemed so false. No wonder he was Brett's only link to reality.

Early on, Dustin let Brett know he wasn’t impressed with him. He didn’t hesitate to punch him in the face when he angered him. When Brett realized that Dustin was a real person, he knew he’d met a friend for life. Since third grade, Brett was often at Dustin’s home so he could be a rough and tumble boy.

Brett would show up at his house and they would ride ATV’s in the woods. Dustin began to realize his friend wasn’t the Brett he heard about in school. It was all for show. He was the same lonely kid whose parents worked all the time. Brett was thankful Dustin didn’t live in a big house maintained to perfection. The McCormick farm was his Neverland.

Sometimes, Brett let Dustin know exactly where he stood in his life. He often told him that he was more of a brother than a friend. Dustin knew it was true, because like a brother, he could be a real pain in the ass.

Dustin did well in school, excelling in math and science. He wanted to be an architect, but he also wanted to be a rock star. He was sure one wouldn’t work out, so he didn’t mind burying himself in a building trade.

Brett made Dustin envious sometimes.

In the fall, Brett was starting medical school whether he wanted to or not. Even now, he could have just about any girl he wanted. The girls called him the blue-eyed devil, and he owned it. So far, there wasn’t a single pretty girl that hadn’t fallen for him at some point. He spoiled each one of them, but when he found another he liked he broke up with them after the fact.

Yet this country rose didn’t find him appealing enough to go out with. Dustin wondered if she liked tall dark haired guys like him. He supposed he didn’t have much to offer when it came to stability, but he had good intentions.

Then again, maybe she liked no one. He would have to wait and see.

Sure it would rain, his father decided not to bring his crop to the farmer’s market, and Dustin was glad. He didn't need his stern gaze settling on him. Dustin just wanted to be thankful for the warm weather that brought this beautiful girl into view. He couldn't stop looking her way.

Dustin paid the farmer for a cantaloupe. He continued to give Rose covert glances that Brett noticed. When the farmer handed the plastic bag to him, he almost dropped it. The woman shook her head and gave him his change. Brett started laughing.

“I know that look Dusty, but I’m telling you she isn’t our type.” He said.

“Our type? We don’t share a type I know of.” Dustin repeated, his face confused. Brett continued to try to dissuade him. Dustin was becoming impatient.

“I hear her parents moved into that big old dump west of town. They’re into art and new age shit. Maybe I’ll move in with them and grow some weed. Then I can tell my parents to stick this whole medical school thing up their ass.” Brett boasted.

“You’re a dumbass, Brett. If you don’t want to go to medical school just tell them. I don’t know why that’s so hard for you. Make a stand.” Dustin said.

“You can’t tell my dad anything. He thinks I’m a genius like him, but I’m not.” He said, shaking his head and laughing.

“That’s bullshit and you know it. You have a lot going for you. Make them accept you for who you are.” Dustin said. Brett looked miserable for a moment. Dustin felt sad for him.

“That will never work. I'll have to go to medical school and fail until they finally admit their son's a jackass. I’ll find something I’m good at that pays jack shit and then live off my trust fund.” He joked.

“That sounds more like your speed, Brett. I've said it all along.” Dustin joked. Brett pointed at his head.

“It’s my mentality, Dusty.” Brett said.

“And that's why you’re the dumb ass.” Dustin joked and Brett slugged him in the shoulder.

"Ouch! Somebody has to keep you straight is all!" Dustin exclaimed. Somebody needed to let him know when he was being dense. His other friends just ignored his bad behavior, acting like his errors were entertainment. Brett laughed.

“That’s why we’re best friends. You don’t let me get away with shit. You may be the good guy, but believe me. This girl won’t accept piles from either one of us. She’s gorgeous, but she’s smart too.” He warned him. Dustin wasn’t going to listen to any more of it.

Despite Brett setting him up for failure, he had to meet her. Buying something from her made sense. Dustin reached into his pocket. He pulled out two crinkled dollar bills. Brett laughed.

“Oh I see where you’re going with this. Allow me.” Brett reached into his wallet and withdrew a twenty and handed it to Dustin.

“There. After you buy some posies from her you can still afford to buy yourself a Coke to wash down the rejection. Oh, and buy your dad a beer. He’s such a hard ass where you’re concerned.” Dustin hesitated, resenting Brett for flashing his money around.

Cash was the one department that Brett would always win at. He kept a few hundred dollar bills in his wallet all the time. It was a wonder he didn’t get mugged. He accepted the cash, sensing it was the best loan he’d ever accept from Brett Connors.

“Put it on my account, Brett. Don’t forget to tell your mom to invite me to your next birthday party. I enjoyed the complimentary game system.” He said, unable to resist imitating one of Brett’s shallow friends. Brett rolled his eyes.

"Touché. Yeah, that was super bitchy of her to throw me a birthday party, give out Nintendos and not invite my best friend." Brett knew he would never live his mother’s extravagant gifts down. It was always something they joked about. He reminded Dustin he wasn't missing anything.

"You forgot about the side of maple syrup I poured inside Kenny's Nintendo." He told him. Dustin busted out laughing.

"I about laughed my ass off when I heard how Kenny's started smoking when he turned it on!" Dustin told him. Brett laughed along with him.

"It stunk too. Mom was pissed at me for weeks. But you're forgetting someone." Brett reminded him. He gestured towards Rose's booth and his face went from happy to serene.

“Go get her, stud.” Brett taunted.

Dustin tried to walk towards the booth as if he was at ease, but found himself at a loss on what he might say. The object of his admiration was talking to an elderly woman about some petunias. He thought her smile was beautiful. Her eyes were soft and expressive as she spoke. She looked as fragile as a rare orchid in her faded floral summer dress.

Dustin found himself a few feet away from her. He breathed in. He could smell the flowers around him, casting their luscious scent. Perhaps it was just her essence. She was intoxicating. He thought he heard Brett snicker somewhere off to the left. He froze when she looked at him.

“May I help you?” She asked. Just when he began to worry about what to say to her, he saw something familiar in her eyes. He'd heard of soul mates, but he disregarded it as bullshit until that moment. He forgot his plan and ignored the twenty dollar bill. Despite his beating heart he knew what to say to her to make her smile.

It was like he’d always known her.

“It’s great to see a new face here. My father’s been a vendor here for awhile.” Dustin told her in a manner so natural it surprised him. She smiled.

"Who's your father?" She asked.

"Sam McCormick." He said. He was amazed when she smiled and reached out her hand. He almost trembled as he clasped her smooth hand in his, so different than his own. Despite her friendliness, he could see her eyes were alert. What Brett said was correct. She wouldn’t fall for falsehoods from him or anyone else.

“I’m Rose Schuyler.” She told him. When he released her hand, she laughed.

“I know your father; he’s always giving me such good advice. I never realized how much work goes into selling. Your dad’s been right about everything. He says I should have pride in what I'm selling and the customer will buy it.”

“He says that all the time.” Dustin lied, unsure if he had ever heard him say that before.

“Tell your father I appreciate his words of wisdom.” She said. Dustin laughed. He felt lucky his father was friendly to newcomers even if he could care less for him.

His father’s thoughtfulness to Rose paved the way for a great conversation. Rose told him about his father helping her carry flowers. She told him about her parents, her pets and her philosophy on flowers.

When she waited on her next customer, Dustin would move to walk away so she could conduct business. He hadn't purchased anything yet, so he didn't want to be rude. She didn't let him to go far, and gestured for him to wait. And he did, thrilled she wanted to talk to him more. He could wait all day for her, and maybe longer.

She apologized over and over, asking him if he was bored. He would just grin and say no. She was always smiling at the customers. Her eyes would light up during the conversation. Her customers couldn't help but be dazzled by her. He didn't think he would ever tire of just watching her. He was more than happy to let her to do much of the talking. Soon, she was folding out a chair for him and they were talking to each other as if they were old friends. The subject of Brett came up because Rose saw him standing at a nearby booth watching them. Dustin had forgotten his friend entirely.

“I already knew your friend Brett way before he introduced himself. Jenny Holt told me all about him." Sensing an in, Brett walked their way. Dustin dreaded the awkward exchange sure to follow.

"I think he’s a scoundrel.” She said loud enough for Brett to hear. She glared at him to emphasize the point. Brett looked annoyed but covered his mouth and laughed. He raised his hands in mock surrender.

“Tell Jenny I’ll call her!” Brett called back. As he turned and walked away, Dustin remembered the secretive person he'd morphed into.

“I've known him for years. Don’t let him bother you.” Dustin told her. He could see something was confusing her.

“So how did you get stuck with Brett Connors for a friend?” She asked. Dustin laughed and shook his head. With Brett out of range, both of them relaxed. Dustin told her about himself. There were moments when he thought she would change the subject or at least yawn. Other than waiting on an occasional customer, she listened to everything he said. He could see her watching him when he wasn’t looking.

When the customers dwindled, and it was closing time, he helped Rose close up her booth. To Rose, he was just following his father’s helpful example. It worked in his favor.

With Brett long gone, Dustin remembered that he hadn’t arrived alone. Dustin felt as if he owed his friend a thank you for meeting Rose. Just standing next to her made Dustin happy, and he seemed to have a positive effect on her. He thought about the two mile walk home, and didn’t mind. He felt blessed to spend the day with the loveliest girl he had ever seen.

Minutes later, he dropped the last crate into her father’s old Ford truck. When she saw her vehicle was alone in the parking lot, she realized he was without a ride.

“Brett took off without you didn’t he?” She asked, feeling bad for keeping him from his ride home. He didn't care about Brett leaving him. As far as he was concerned, that day was the best he'd ever had. The shadows grew and dotted the gravel around their shadows. She offered him a ride home.

“Him ditching me was the best thing he ever did for me. I can walk home, don’t worry.” Dustin told her, but she insisted. 

"If it wasn't for me chasing your ride away you wouldn't have to walk. I owe you, okay?" The next thing he knew he was sitting on the passenger side on the old bench seat. He was thrilled to be next to her.
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AFTER THAT DAY, HE didn’t have much time for Brett or football practice. Life became about Rose. He liked the spirited way she expressed herself even if he didn't always understand what motivated her.

A month after meeting, they were having lunch in the meadow west of town. It was there she admitted her feelings. He hadn’t even kissed her yet, but he wasn’t worried about it. He knew it would be worth the time invested.

Rose was reclining on her side on the quilt, her sandals cast aside. She wiggled her feet in the sunshine, her toes painted a bright coral. Dustin adored her natural beauty. Her hair was in a long braid spilling over her left shoulder. 

Gleaming strands that wouldn’t be tamed surrounded her face. She looked up at him with deep dark eyes framed with dark lashes. In that moment, he knew he was looking into the face of a girl who was crazy about him. Nothing could be more sublime than knowing she loved him.

“I want to be your friend, Dusty.” Rose told him. He gave her a bewildered look, not comprehending her words.

“I thought you wanted to be more than friends, Rose.” He told her. His words caught in his throat. Had he somehow been mistaken?

“Yes, but I want us to be something more.” She said, looking into his eyes. She held her arms out to him. Confused, he hugged her. She wrapped her arms around his neck and twisted her fingers in the hair at the nape of his neck. He relaxed in her embrace. She kissed him then, their first real kiss. In that moment, he knew they would always mean something to each other no matter what.

“We’re going to be close friends.” Rose said.

“What does that mean? We just...” He began, perplexed. He didn’t know what she was talking about. Was she playing a game with his feelings?

“We have a connection. We won’t say ‘I love you’ and not mean it. We won’t just walk away.” She said. She traced a line with her fingertips from his left cheek to his chin. Her touch relaxed him, and in several heartbeats, he knew she was right.

"And yes, I love you Dustin." She told him and kissed him again before he could say it back.

After graduation, he proposed. He'd saved for the ring by stocking shelves in a grocery store after school. With emotion in her eyes she said yes. They didn’t worry about college or money. Brett snickered and told Dustin he was foolish, but he didn’t care.

Dustin’s father didn’t seem to mind his new daughter-in-law. In fact, there was something about Rose fueled his generosity. He gave the newlyweds money towards a house a mile down the road. It was the first time he ever showed any interest in his son’s future. Always the optimist, Dustin thought his relationship with his father would improve if he offered to help him with the farm. Dustin’s hopes for acceptance disintegrated because his father’s generosity was a onetime offer. His dad declined his help, but told him to get a better job.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





