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I wanted to take a moment before you dive into this love story to tell you about Maxwell Johnson, or Max, as he prefers to be called. Max and I met in the early 1980s when my twin brother and I would fly kites on the field behind his farm on Guinea Ridge Road in Gilmanton, New Hampshire. Always personal and friendly, Max reached out and gave us an open invitation to his field and property. We made plenty of memories throughout our summers in Gilmanton, several that included Max and his immediate family.  

As years passed our families continued to spend time together. Max was aware of my love for writing and I appreciated his gift for gab. During the summer of 2001, Max began work on his memoirs. Never much of a writer he sought out my assistance and asked if I would share this story specifically to our local community and beyond. Done the old fashion way with a tape and a recorder, this is Max’s story from his mouth directly to me. I have done my best to keep the prose in his style as he directed. 

I hope you enjoy his story as much as I enjoyed writing down what he shared to me so many years ago.
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Prologue 2013
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Either I am getting older or the years are moving away from me at such a fast pace that I can no longer keep up with them. It seems like yesterday I was reading over the first draft of this masterpiece. It is hard to believe that was over twelve years ago and now the book has already been released once to some fandom and local notoriety. 

That’s the beauty of a love story. When told right people want to hear it, read it, and live it over and over again. For me going back through the words, simply experiencing the journey with time away, allows for me to take something new from the process. Over the last few years, life has not necessarily changed dramatically from a daily aspect. I suppose aside from more white hair, some extra weight around my midsection and having to switch to sugar free desserts, the only real shift is in perspective.

Knowing that I am in a different place now than when the book was first written, I would like to think I can take something else from the piece. Simply putting to word life experiences of my family and not considering that my family would have their opinions on the matter was a bit egotistical. In the end every person, even family, is entitled to their respected opinion whether we agree with it or not. 

Every person we meet or interact with has a unique viewpoint relative to their experiences and to their perceptions of what has passed. There is no right or wrong way to look at a situation, but one has to understand that this book is seen in my lens and not others. I think if my mother took it upon herself to write the same story it would be awful. Seriously, she was never much of a writer so I can only imagine the simplicity of her telling the time when this boy met this girl. Her story would probably be significantly shorter as well. Granted that might not be a bad thing for some readers. 

Knowing though that I have certain life experiences, my perspective is skewed and as a result the reader is only getting one facet of the real story. A smart reader will dig deeper. Without real intention, there is another perspective in this story, and I didn’t even see it until I felt inclined to review the book for a second edition. My family was so astute to point this out. As a result not only did I learn a valuable lesson, but I even added some parts to give that perspective a larger voice.

For my return readers let me know if you found the other voice to the story. As for the new set of eyes reading these words do remind yourself before getting too involved in this book that your perspective will dictate how you respond. Do the words resonate with you? Is there something at your core that feels more alive or do you feel alone and isolated?  I hope the former is the case and that by the end of this journey something positive developed from your reading.  We’ll touch base again at the end of the story to follow up. 
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Many things happened in 1967. The Boston Red Sox lost the World Series, yet again. We had troops in Vietnam. The Civil Rights movement was in full bloom and there was of course my engagement to Molly. For the past thirty-four years we have been happily married, the misses and I, but it was hard going that summer. We had dated for the previous three years and things were going great.

But there was that lurking question. You know that question. That one question, that comes up in every relationship. “Are they the one?” I knew that I loved her, but I wasn’t sure if she was the one. Was she the one I was supposed to spend the rest of my life with? The one who completed my soul — that made me want to get out of bed in the morning? Was she the only person I could imagine being with — the one that makes my heart beat a little faster and makes me happy at every instance of my life?

In the summer of 1967, I wasn’t sure. Molly kept hinting at marriage and I didn’t want to break it off because I loved her. I also didn’t want to go forward without being totally sure. There were other factors at the time. I had just finished my master’s in education and was offered a job in eastern Vermont at the Putney School. It was one thing for me to take the job and move up there, but I had to consider what she wanted and her needs. Molly had a steady job as a secretary for an up and coming law firm in Biddeford. She also worked as a waitress at our favorite seafood restaurant in Kittery, Warren’s Lobster House. Things were going well, so by taking the job I would be rocking the boat and I wasn’t sure if I was prepared for that outcome.

But what was I to do? I was offered a job at a private school where I could finally make a name for myself. The only thing keeping me from taking the job was the happiness of my girlfriend who loved her life in southern Maine. Things would have been easier if I had proposed to her. If I did, then we could look at the job situation more closely as a unit. Being unsure didn’t help matters. I knew that if I took the job, Molly would follow me wherever I went, but was it fair to her? We were not engaged, so why should she have to pack up her life and follow me away from the water? 

Being the man that I am, I refused to take the job until I made a decision. I didn’t think it was fair to her to go to the wilderness of Vermont unless we were engaged. That brought me to my dilemma. What was I to do? After a few seconds of deliberation, I came to a decision. I know a few seconds seems like a short time to mull over such matters. However, when going to see your mother, one must decide quickly. Otherwise, one would be going nowhere. But I was going places, and that was a one week visit to my mother’s house. 

If anyone could sort things out for me, it would be her. A woman who was born before the depression, lived during a World War, and raised a child on her own, would certainly have some advice. Even if she didn’t, I could survive and thrive on home cooked meals for a week. Nothing beats mother’s home cooking, especially if your girlfriend doesn’t even know how to make grilled cheese sandwich. No kidding, right? 

I decided to make this trip to my mother’s home in the summer of 1967, during the second week of July. Molly arranged to visit some girlfriends during the week, so the opportunity was there and I took it. 

Let me tell you, there is nothing better than being an independent man, even if it was only going to be for a few hours. Freedom whether for a minute or for the extent of my drive from the apartment to my mother’s home was a breath of fresh air.

As things would play out that visit to my mother’s would change my life forever. We already know I got the girl otherwise why would I be telling the story? The last thing anyone wants to read about is a mama’s boy who asks his mother for advice, then after hearing the advice, returns to his girlfriend, never proposes, and moves on to his new job in Vermont. That’s a horrible story. However, this is not a horrible story. It’s a love story. Remember all the talk about finding your true one? Let me tell you that there is someone out there meant only for you. I know this from experience. And coming from my experience, I must be correct.

More important, I am coming from my mother’s experience. As the saying goes, “Mother knows best.” They only know best because they have seen it all. My mother certainly has and that’s why I listen to her. Her story is a most interesting one. During that week I spent with her, she told me her entire story. Take a few hours and read what she shared with me. You may want to grab a handkerchief or a tissue; whatever works. Trust me, it might come in handy.

After reading the story, I assure you that if you’ve found your one, you’ll know. Or if you’re like me, you’ll know it’s time to take that final step.

––––––––
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MAX JOHNSON

December 2001

––––––––
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Mother’s House
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That mid-July morning that I left for my mother’s house was a crazy one. I was running late to begin with. It happens sometimes, even to the best of us. In truth I overslept with the girlfriend. On this one occasion, the delay was likely from too much alcohol the night before. It was only a bottle of wine, but some of us don’t have the best responses to these exotic drinks. I only say exotic because it was from France. France is exotic to people from Maine. Come to think of it, everything is exotic to people in Maine — everything save lobster. Stereotyping is wrong, but what if it’s the truth? Some will even tell you that lobster is exotic because they aren’t actually native to Maine. Many lobsters travel from various parts of the eastern seaboard. Not to destroy this belief of exotic lobsters, but I don’t think anyone really cares as long as they can eat them. Just give me a few pound and a quarter, and I’ll be happy.

Come to think of it, Molly and I had lobsters with our wine. Not the normal combination as most people go for a cold beer with their lobsters. For sake of sharing, wine and cheese go well together and we did have some cheese and crackers prior to the lobster. Certainly, that must score some points, somewhere. 

Eventually, we went to sleep and morning came as it did every day, bright and early. The sun was already shooting through the windows at 0430 a.m. Rolling over and covering ourselves with pillows stopped the initial onslaught of the sun, but we couldn’t sleep forever. We awoke to the sound of an annoying alarm. This is not like the alarms we have now where there is a choice for music, nature sounds, children humming, or cats purring. No, this alarm was an extremely loud buzzer. Molly rolled off of me and pressed the snooze button on the alarm. Silent again, Molly rolled back over my side to rest her head on my bare chest.

I opened my eyes and looked at my exquisite princess. Smiling, I ran my fingers through her long brown hair, down to her nightgown. Sunlight sneaked in through the shaded windows, and the sounds of summer were apparent from outside. Numerous voices could be heard. I’m not sure what they were talking about. All I know is that there were multiplying for the minute and it was definitely about something because their voices got louder exponentially. Shifting my focus to Sleeping Beauty, I eased into a sitting position. Molly moved closer. She moaned at my shifting body. Still asleep, she placed her arms firmly around my chest.

Coming to, I looked at our busy room. Our room was a mess. Molly’s lingerie and clothes were everywhere. Scattered on the bedpost, to the chair in the corner of the room, there was nowhere her clothes did not lie. This isn’t to say my clothes were not around the room too. We should note that mine were significantly closer to the drawers. More specifically, the drawers were halfway open, and my clothes were thrown on them, hanging off the sides.

To add to the disorder, our comforter was on the floor, kicked off during the night. Then for some reason, like every night since we lived together, our bed lining had removed itself from the side of the bed. I hate that! Nevertheless, I was still tired and at the sight of Molly sound asleep I decided not to move.

Suddenly, the alarm went off again. I don’t know why it decided to when Molly had tapped the devil’s spawn already. I knocked the alarm onto the floor. Horribly, it continued to go off. 

Molly stirred, “Can you get that?”

I crawled out of bed, falling face first onto the floor and reached my arm out until I was finally able to silence the alarm. 

Looking up, I saw Molly slowly open her eyes. “Good morning angel.”

She smiled at me and inched closer to the edge of the bed. I sat up and gave her a big kiss. After a few seconds we parted and looked fondly at one another. 

“Did you sleep okay darling?” 

“Yeah, but I’m beyond tired,” Molly replied. She ran her hands through her long wavy auburn colored hair and moved several long strands away from her eyes. 

I gave her a quick kiss on the forehead, then stood and looked at the disorder in the room. For some reason, the clock was facing up and I noticed the time. It was well past ten. 

“Damn.” I walked over to the closet, “Where’s my suitcase?”

Molly looked at me. She furrowed her brows and gave me a pointed expression before she said, “In the corner of the closet, next to my shoes.”

I opened the closet door. To my annoyance, clothes flew out. Those buggers jumped without delay. I couldn’t stumble away fast enough before an extra pile of clothes found their way onto my arms and feet. Molly immediately lowered her head and pushed out her irresistible pouty lips.

“I thought you put the clothes away.”

“I tried . . .” Molly smiled before she quickly changed the topic. “What time is it?”

“Time for me to be out of here. I’m supposed to be at Mom’s in less than an hour.” I took the suitcase out of the closet and placed it on the bed.

“Shouldn’t you hurry?” Molly added with a wink of her eye. 

“Possibly, but you’re late too. You were supposed to meet Claire and Amy, oh about fifteen minutes ago.” 

Opening the suitcase, I took the clothes closest to me and threw them in. Molly quickly jumped out of bed and scurried out of the room. 

I screamed to her, “What are you doing?”

“Getting ready silly! I’m not going to be even later.”

How typical — the comment made me laugh. Meanwhile, my suitcase was now full, stuffed with clothes. The room remained a battleground, definitely a task for another day to conquer. Trying to assess the damage, Molly walked gracefully into the room wearing a clean blouse over her nightgown.

“You’re not going to wear that are you?” I quipped.

“Yeah, I was planning on setting a new fashion trend.” Smiling she wrapped her arms around me and before I knew what hit me, we were locked in a long embrace. 

It’s always nice to have a few kisses in the morning, don’t you think? Oh wait, you’re reading this so you may not know.

Distracted, the suitcase dropped out of my hands and onto the bed. But before I could continue this new adventure, my partner quickly released her grip and went over to the other side of the room where she threw on a pair of jeans. 

Evidently, this was just a tease. 

I left the room and entered the living room. The room was just like the bedroom only without the scattered wardrobe. Instead of clothes there were magazines and newspapers everywhere. I really don’t know what happened to my cleanliness. At one point of my life, I was neat and tidy. Somewhere along the way, a change happened. Whatever the case, I didn’t want to look at the chaos in the living room, so I put my suitcase on the kitchen counter and raced to the bathroom for my morning duties. 

Perhaps this is what hoarders do, I’m not sure. I would like to think we weren’t in this category and I especially don’t want to paint this picture for the reader that the author of this book was trekking across rooms of clutter and disarray. Let’s just say our apartment needed a good cleaning, but nothing that two people couldn’t do together in a matter of minutes, as opposed to days.

Having brushed my teeth, I went back over to the kitchen counter and grabbed my suitcase. Molly, fully clothed, walked out from behind the counter and gave me a huge, wet kiss. After embracing, we just looked at each other and smiled.

“Molly, try to behave while I’m away.”

“As long as you promise to buy me a new ring.” Molly held up her left hand, making sure to flash the ringless fingers in my face. 

“Do you like Lifesavers?” Trying to be funny, I obviously did not amuse her with my comment. 

She gave me a stern look and said, “Be serious. I hope your mother talks some sense into you.” 

Not wanting to get into another discussion over the marriage topic, I gave Molly a brief yet loving kiss on her forehead and walked over to the front door. “Have fun, okay? I love you sweetie.”

“I love you too. I will. Tell your mother I said hi and that I’m working on new cooking techniques.”

“You mean takeout?”

Amused we both smiled. I opened the door and met the fresh summer air. 

Before I left, I gave Molly one final look.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?” 

Puzzled, I looked at her. She shrugged. Molly looked at me as though I was some type of dingbat. Seeing her approaching lips, I remembered. Warmly, I wrapped my arms around her one final time and gave her a kiss goodbye. 

“I love you Max.”

“I know.” 

Quickly, I turned away and walked out the front door down the apartment stairs. At the entrance to the street, I turned around to watch Molly close the door behind me. A feeling of emptiness overwhelmed me for several moments. Not letting it get to me, I lifted up my head and made my way to the car.

As I said earlier, I was running late. Try three hours. This would be a problem for most people, but I figured my mother would expect such a delay. Mothers know these things. I could have made the mistake of calling, informing her of the delay, but I find that it’s always better to not bring attention to my inadequacies. All you are doing is confirming that you are incompetent. Your parents know this already because they raised you. To insure yourself from less criticism, don’t call. Then they won’t have a reason to chastise you.

A significant delay outstanding, the journey from Biddeford to Bangor is a haul. Highways or not, it’s still a drive. I think my best time getting there was two hours, two minutes, and forty-three seconds. It’s important to mention those forty-three seconds, those extra seconds seem like years away from Molly. Any person in a relationship knows how hard it is to be away from someone. I think it is harder though when you plan a trip to go away. When you leave, you realize how much better it would have been to bring that person along. 

Although in this case, bringing Molly would have proved futile. If I had done that my mother and I would not have had the opportunity to discuss the important issue at hand. This doesn’t mean that I didn’t miss my friend on the drive. 

There really is not too much to look at while driving up to old Bangor. There are trees, the occasional bridge, and if you are lucky a few other cars. Seeing I didn’t have a radio in my Dodge pickup, it was relatively quiet until I decided to sing all the songs from Revolver.

When not doing my best John, Paul, George, and Ringo impressions; I did think about Molly. Most normal people do this. They don’t think about Molly, but their significant others if they’re away from them. I would suppose the only downside to this is if your partner is not thinking about you. That is what gets to me the most. Molly was out with her friends, doing girl things. Life some lovestruck puppy, I hoped she was thinking of me. In some respects, it would be a letdown if she wasn’t at some level. 

Don’t get me wrong, I don’t want her to think of me so much that it takes away from her activities. She should have fun, but I want to be in her head enough so that when she has a moment, she can say, “He’s such a catch. I love him so much.” Sure, it’s a kind of pathetic, but what can I say? Perhaps, this is what they call young love.
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