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Snow swirled along the sidewalk as the young man tromped along. His boots left treaded impressions as he strode through the light covering of snow. A dark figure approached him, looming out of the storm, as it emerged from the white blankness. The facial features became visible as the two men neared. A smile of recognition brightened the face. The young man smiled back, stopped and reached out to shake the other man's hand. Two gloved hands gripped for a moment, then fell away. 

He beamed a smile at the other man and said, "Hey, Tom Wilkens, how you doing today?"

"Just fine, Jason Wells, just fine."

"Man, I haven't seen you and Peggy in a long time. How is she doing?"

"Oh, she is happy as a squirrel in an almond orchard, Jason. She is expecting our first baby."

"Wow," Jason said. "Congratulations, Tom. That is good news."

The two men conversed for several minutes. At length Jason said, "Say, I need to get over to the barber shop to get a trim. I am going to call you when I get back to my office and make a date for us to get together sometime. We really need to catch up."

"Do that, Jason. Here is my card with my cell phone number on it. Peggy will be thrilled if you call."

Jason glanced at the card, pocketed it and continued his trek down the street. The comforting sight of the red and white barber pole came into view. He pulled the door open and stepped inside, pausing to stomp his boots on the mat by the door. The familiar, comforting fragrance of shaving lather and cologne met him as he entered. This was the male world of the barbershop, where no females dared to tread. 

Seldon, the barber, sat on one of the benches reading a newspaper. He looked up as Jason entered the shop.

"Good morning, Mr. Wells. It's kind of a mean day out there."

"Yes, it is Seldon. I don't imagine that there have been a lot of people in today."

"You are the first one to crack the door."

The barber stood up as Jason sat in one of the two barber chairs that occupied the small shop. Jason glanced at the other chair. He knew that Seldon never used that chair. It appeared that no one ever had used the chair, as the same towel always occupied the same spot, draped over the top of the chair. 

"Same as usual, Mr. Wells?"

"Yeah, Seldon. Just a little trim."

A shadowy figure emerging from the storm outside the glass door paused as a gloved hand reached for the door handle. A moment later, the door opened and a heavily garbed man strode in. 

"Good morning, Ben," Seldon said.

"Morning, Seldon. Damn cold out there this morning."

"It's snowing pretty hard, too."

"Yeah, they are saying three to four inches. We have about one inch out there now," the old farmer said as he removed his gloves and stuffed them in his coat pocket. The coat soon found a place beside Jason's on the wooden coat rack between the benches. 

He picked up the newspaper Seldon had discarded and leafed through the pages. Another man entering the barbershop distracted him from his reading. 

"Hello, Wally," he said, as he glanced at the newcomer."

"Good morning, Ben, Seldon, and Jason. Damn, it is colder than snot on a snow cone out there this morning."

"I don't think I have ever heard of that flavor," Ben said as he resumed his perusal of the newspaper."

"It’s pretty popular this time of year," Wally said as he took off his coat and hung it on the hall tree. 

He sat down beside Ben on the Liar's Bench and picked up the section of the paper that Ben wasn't reading. He glanced at the top.

"This is the Society page," he said. Where is the sports section?"

"There wasn't one today," Seldon said. "I guess Parks forgot to put it in."

"What, no sports section? I am going to have to raise Hell with Parks. I guess I have to be content reading about weddings."

Ben snorted. "Weddings. What a load they are nowadays."

Wally glanced at one of the photos. "They go way overboard on these dresses anymore. My wife likes to watch that wedding dress show on television. It makes me crazy when she has it on. I usually just go out to the barn and find a tractor that needs working on."

"Sophie watches that show too. Glad I ain't getting married now. When Sophie and I got married, we just got hitched at the church and had the reception at her mom's house. Nothing fancy and we didn't spend the next fifteen years paying it off."

Wally rustled his paper as he turned the page. Without taking his eyes off the paper he said, "Reminds me of my nephew Randy."

"Randy. He got married last summer, didn't he?"

"Yeah, he married a gal from Steubenville."

"Steubenville? That town is so small its name is written on both sides of the sign."

"Yeah, it is just a speck in the road," Wally said. 

Jason's nose developed an itch. He raised his hand from under the cape. Seldon stopped his trimming as Jason rubbed his schnoz, then resumed when Jason withdrew his hand. 

Sensing a story under Ben's reference to the wedding he asked, "What happened with your nephew's wedding?"

Wally glanced up at Jason. "Randy's wedding? Oh, yeah, Randy's wedding. He like to had a cow when he found out how much the shindig was going to cost."

Jason wiggled his nose, trying again to satisfy the itch. 

He asked, "The bride's parent's usually pay the cost, don't they?"

"Wanda was an orphan, so they had to pay for it themselves. Randy's dad, my brother in law, hasn't any money. He spends all he has on gambling and women."

Jason spurred the story back to the wedding by saying, "What did your nephew do?"

Wally gave a quick laugh. "Like I said, when he found out how much the wedding was going to cost he figured out a way to pay for it. He is a big racecar fan and sees these drivers with all kinds of decals and advertising all over them. He figured he could pay for the wedding by selling advertising space on Wanda's wedding dress."

Jason's eyes widened and he snorted through his nose. 

"Advertising on the wedding dress? How much advertising can you possibly get on a wedding dress?"

"If you saw Wanda you would know. There is a lot of room on any dress she wears."

An amused smile crossed Jason's face. "What happened?"

Wally put the newspaper down, sat back in his chair and rubbed his chin. "He figured that there would be a lot of people at the wedding because Randy has a huge family and there are a lot of family and friends. That was going to contribute to the expense, having such a big wedding and all, but he thought he could make it an asset. So he started approaching businesses with his idea. Then he started selling advertising space on his wife's wedding gown."

Ben, now interested, put down his paper. "What did Wanda have to say about this?"

"He figured that she would never go along with it. But if he collected enough money to pay for the wedding he figured that she would be okay with it."

"Interesting," Ben mused as he sat back in his seat. "Did he get enough money to pay for the wedding?"

"Oh, yeah. It paid for that and also a vacation in Hawaii."

By now, Seldon had finished Jason's hair and was lathering his neck. The warm, soapy lather felt good on his neck. He cocked his head so Seldon could shave his right side and asked, "How did it he get the ads on the dress?"

"Well, he found one of these custom bumper sticker places on the internet and printed a whole slew of them off. Then on their wedding day, he showed up at his mom's house where Wanda was getting dressed. She had a fit when she saw what he had and what he wanted to do. She threatened to call off the wedding."

The scraping of the cold blade on the back of Jason's neck as it shaved away the bristly hairs always gave Jason the creeps. He pressed the story on to distract him. 

"Did she?"

Wally gave a low chuckle. "It was only after he told her how much money he collected and that, if she wore the stickers, they could take a free Hawaiian vacation, she gave in. So he opened his bag of stickers and started to stick them to the dress."

"So it all had a happy ending?" Jason stated the question more as an assertion than a question, but a question it still was. 

"Well, it might have if Randy had been a little more careful what sticker he put where." 

Ben grunted in what might have been a suppressed laugh. "What did he do?"

"Well, he was nervous and in a hurry and there were a lot of stickers. As I said, Wanda is a big girl and had room for a lot of stickers. He put Millers Smorgasbord across her stomach, Titus' Big Balloon Rides across her bosom. Except when he had the stickers printed, he forgot to put in the "u".”

Jason was glad that Seldon had finished shaving, as he burst into a fit of laughter. 

"Oh, God, that is good," Ben said, "I bet Titus Faust enjoyed that one."

"Oh, he did," Wally said. "Best advertising he ever bought, he said. He had more calls than he could handle for weeks. But that wasn't the worst one."

Ben folded his hands, leaned forward and asked, "What was that?"

"He put Wagner's Wide Load Hauling across her, shall we say, derriere."

"Holy cow, it’s a good thing she couldn't see it."

"Oh, no, she couldn't. But she wondered why everyone burst out laughing as she went down the aisle. But she did see it when someone showed it to her at the reception on one of those digital cameras."

"I bet she was furious."

"No, she handled it well. She went in the back and had one of her bridesmaids remove the sticker while she made a phone call."

This piqued Jason's interest. "Who did she call?"

She wouldn't tell anyone. But after they left the reception to go to their plane she made Randy make a stop at Alice's Sewing Cabinet on the way to the airport."

Seldon, using his hairbrush, whiffed the hair off the cape Seldon wore, unsnapped the neck and removed the cape. 

As he stood up, Jason asked, "What did she get?"

"She would only tell Randy that it was her own little surprise for their honeymoon."

Ben glanced at Wally. "Well, tell us what it was. We are all dying of suspense."

"Randy wouldn't tell anyone what it was but I managed to pry it out of him at the annual Labor Day picnic after he had a couple of beers. Seems it was a special pair of panties she had made up that had their own little sign on them."

Jason posed an impatient question, "What did it say?"

Wally smiled. "It was across the front of the panties with an arrow pointing down."

"What did it say, Wally?" Ben's voice rose in anticipation."

"It just said 'Absolutely No Drilling'"
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