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The Summer Lull

In politics, the primary season runs in the spring until roughly Memorial Day, and then the general election politics heats up after Labor Day. In between is the summer lull. Candidates go to county fairs, ride in July 4th parades, kiss babies and eat copious amounts of chicken dinners. But the real campaign doesn’t begin until Labor Day. Conventional wisdom says voters don’t really pay attention during the summer lull.

Before Rebecca Jones and Jon Whitaker can enjoy the summer lull this year, they’ve got to figure out what is going on at Whitaker Furniture, and is someone really trying to kill Jon? And why?

But there’s this sense that come fall, things will heat up again. Really heat up again.

This is book 2 in Rebecca Jones’s trilogy, the story of a preacher’s daughter who became the most liberal professor on campus — and has always loved a conservative politician who broke her heart. Can she take the risk to love again?

Maybe with a little help from her friends.... Book 11 in the Small Town Secrets series.
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Jon, 

Thank you for the email and the recording. Angie and I drank a bottle of wine and listened to it three times. Funniest thing ever, listening to your ‘esteemed Republican colleagues’ try to figure out how to ban critical race theory without also banning the Bible. If you need a fundraiser, use this as a comedy skit.

We missed some of the aftermath of the press conference. The hospital called, and Trent was able to bring Marilee and baby Deborah home. Bethany had a welcome-home party all planned out. The twins learned to blow up balloons; Angie and I strung streamers. The Blessings came with food and cake. We had a great time. You’re right. I’m fortunate to have a wonderful circle of friends. But holding baby Deborah? I realized that it might take a village to raise a child, but it also takes a child to make a village. The twins, Deborah, even Bethany, although at 17 she’s hardly a child, all give us something to hold on to.

Tuesday, I went onto campus, and Lt. Governor Janice Mason was there with the sheriff, waiting for me in my classroom. She’s ordered him to arrest me on charges of adultery — same class you saw on Thursday, as a matter of fact, 250 students as audience. I look at her blankly. “When?” I ask.

It catches her flatfooted. “Well?” I asked. 

“This last weekend,” she says, flustered and grasping for an answer. The sheriff looks even more uncomfortable, and when my students start laughing, he turns red. He’s one of those squared-away blond men who really turn red. Most of the students didn’t realize adultery is still illegal in Idaho — a felony, no less. We had quite a conversation after Mason left. But she looked ridiculous, and 20-year-olds have a finely honed sense of that. 

I shrugged, and set up my laptop. “Sorry, I wasn’t in Idaho this last weekend,” I said, not bothering to look at her. Now there is open laughter. She splutters. 

“Can you prove that?” she demands.

“I don’t have to,” I said. “Burden of proof is on the government. I’ve already told you more than I’m required by law to tell you. But you need to leave now. I’m late getting class started.”

And they left.

It was a great teaching moment for the class about burden of proof, outdated laws, and how not to make a fool of yourself as an elected official.

Hope things are progressing for you. 

Take care.

Rebecca

PS Guess what? Gail and Jake got married in New York! They didn’t even tell us. We just all got a photo of the two of them. (See attached.) But we’ll have a big reception this spring when school is out. Hopefully we’ll celebrate her tenure as well. She says if we insist, they’ll go through the 15-minute ceremony again, but that really, the reception is the thing.

Rebecca

Jon read the email when he got it, and again that night when he couldn’t sleep. His life was a mess, and this email seemed so normal. Full of chatty news, about people he had just met, but liked a lot. Actually he hadn’t even met Gail and Jake. They’d been in New York City for some reason. A play opening on Broadway? He thought Gail might be a theater professor. 

He wished he could have been there to see the baby. Deborah Dupont, the next generation of Duponts on the Dupont Ranch outside of Pullman, and as Rebecca pointed out, in Washington. Not that Rebecca had committed adultery. And not that the state should be in the business of policing adultery in the first place. Didn’t the sheriff have anything better to do? Go arrest the kidnapper who was still on the loose keeping those great 5-year-old boys terrified that he would come back. Wouldn’t that be a more sensible way for him to spend his time?

As for the lieutenant governor, she was a member of his party, and a near-daily embarrassment to him. Seriously, being the Republican state Senator from west Idaho was a tribulation.

Jon was sitting in the living room of his Boise apartment — alone, a rare thing for him on a Friday night — drinking whiskey and water. He wasn’t sure he was going to bother with the water in the next glass. 

It had been a hell of a week. This morning he and Kristin had appeared in divorce court to inform the judge they had worked out their divorce and were in agreement that irreconcilable differences prevented the success of their marriage. Her attorney had handled the paperwork so that Mark didn’t need to make another five-hour trip down from Moscow. Petition for separation, a 50/50 split of assets that meant they would each leave with the assets — and liabilities — they entered the marriage with, and the petition for divorce.

Then the judge threw a curveball. Rather than just accepting the documents, he asked about who had filed for divorce. “It’s my understanding your attorney did this on your behalf without your knowledge, Senator Whitaker.” 

Oh oh, Jon had thought. “Yes sir. I had the papers drawn up, but was intending to discuss them with Kristin before filing them. As you may also be aware she was receiving treatment for drug addiction at the time. What my former attorney did was needlessly cruel. However, we have had time to talk, and we agree we still wish to divorce. We were living separately before she entered into treatment.”

He frowned. “Mrs. Whitaker? Do you agree with that?”

Kristin was composed. “Yes, your Honor. I believe there is no way our marriage can be healed.”

“I’m going to order a 27-day cooling off period,” he said. “I am concerned about the misuse of the court system by your former attorney, Senator Whitaker. Will you be pursuing that issue?”

“Yes, your Honor,” Jon said. “Both in court and with the Bar Association.”

“Good,” the judge said. “I am going to mandate three sessions with a marriage counselor, however, and the 27-day waiting period. I don’t want the stress of this to cause Mrs. Whitaker a relapse on her successful sobriety.”

“Yes, your Honor,” Jon said, resigned. “I agree. Married or not, I want to be supportive of her sobriety.” And he appreciated that Kristin didn’t laugh until they were in the hallway. Even her stern attorney cracked a smile. 

“Fine,” he grumbled a bit. “Where do we find a counselor?”

“Considering all you have on your plate, I’ll find one, if you pay for her — you’ve got insurance still, right?” Kristin said. She looked good. He almost invited her out for a drink. And then winced. That was stupid on so many fronts, he didn’t think he could count them. 

“I’ve got insurance still,” he agreed. 

So add counseling to his list of things to do. Although, counseling probably would be good — marital counseling with a soon-to-be ex-wife wasn’t what he had in mind. He’d called Mark from the car on his way home from the courthouse. 

“You do draw to the weird, don’t you?” Mark Briggs said. Jon laughed. He wasn’t completely sure why Mark had agreed to be his attorney for all of this f—ked up disaster his life had become; he was just grateful. 

“I have had an exchange of faxes from the court in Payette. I’m coming down on Tuesday. They’re playing games about voiding the power of attorney document. I think the judge knew it was bogus when he authorized it.”

“Wouldn’t be surprised,” Jon agreed. “Dad is the mayor, you know. And Uncle Jon has been in Republican politics for a long time. I think the judge and Dad golf together.”

“Fine, could you find a more trite stereotype than that?”

“Democratic judges and politicians don’t golf together?” Jon asked, interested for some reason.

“No,” Mark said. “I don’t know an elected Democrat who even knows how to golf, to be honest. There must be someone in the county who can golf, but I don’t know them.”

Jon laughed. And that was the best thing about getting help from Rebecca and her friends. They didn’t take themselves too seriously. Passionate about what they did? Yes, of course. Driven even. Workaholics, the lot of them. But they could laugh at themselves. He found it refreshing.

“Everything OK up there?” Jon asked before Mark could hang up.

“More or less,” Mark said. “Expect me Monday night.”

So Jon went home alone to his small apartment that overlooked the city of Boise. When was the last time he was home alone on a Friday night? He couldn’t remember. He didn’t like to be alone. And, he admitted, without any false modesty, he found it easy to find company.

He fixed himself the first whiskey and then read Rebecca’s email. He smiled. Must be the ‘more or less’ that Mark Briggs had been referring to. He watched the lights come on across the city. He loved this view. He was going to miss it.

He was giving up the apartment. He’d given notice yesterday, just making the cutoff for April 1. He’d have to move out that last week. One more thing for his to-do-list. He’d also given notice to his renters in Payette. He’d inherited the small house from his grandmother — his mother’s mother. He wasn’t sure why she’d left it to him, but he kept it. It was a small house on a secluded lot, and it was paid for. He didn’t have much need for a house, especially not in Payette, a town of about 6,000 people. But it was the county seat for his district, and he needed an address there.

State Senator Jon Whitaker. He’d jumped a little every time the judge had used his title today. You’d think after eight years of being in office, he’d be used to the title. Apparently not.

A week ago he’d also been a candidate for governor. But he’d pulled out of the race at last Monday’s press conference. And hadn’t that been a farce? His father and uncle and their pet attorney had shown up, making things even worse. He declared he would seek re-election for state Senator.

He should eat something, he supposed. He looked in the freezer. There were some tamales that he got from a food truck near the Capitol building. They would be good. He heated two of them in the microwave. He was eating the second when the door buzzer sounded. He looked at who was at the door downstairs. 

Kristin.

He was tempted. God, he was tempted. He hated being alone. And he was well on his way to a grand pity fest. He could invite her up. They could talk a bit. And....

And then what? he jeered at himself. Then you end up in bed with a woman you no longer want, much less love. Still.... 

His eye caught the laptop still open on the dining table with the email on it from Rebecca. He blew out a breath, and clenched his jaw. If she could do what she’d done, he could learn to be alone. The buzzer sounded again. And then he watched as she walked away.

He closed his eyes, not sure if he regretted his decision or if he had just dodged a bullet. He guessed it could be both.

He had another drink, and went to bed.
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Rebecca,

Thanks for the email, it sounds so wonderfully normal, you and your friends. Remember the divorce judge who granted a week reprieve? He’s none too happy with things, so now Kristin and I will be getting marriage counseling before he grants the divorce. Three sessions. Kristin said she’d find someone, if I pay — because I have health insurance. I know, I know. Health insurance shouldn’t be dependent on if you’re working or if you’re married. I could make an argument — I won’t, I am still a Republican even though I’m not sure there’s a Republican in the state who will claim me — that you’re more likely to need health insurance if you’re not working. But there it is. I’m going to marital counseling with the woman I’m divorcing. Not arguing that I don’t need counseling, just not this counseling.

I’m moving back to Payette. Gave notice on my apartment in Boise, and gave my renters notice in Payette. Do you remember Grandma Caroline? Mom’s mom? She left me her house when she passed. I never thought I would live in it, but I couldn’t bring myself to sell it either. Told myself at least I would have property and an address in my district. Idaho expects a lot from its state legislators. This citizen legislature is bull. The only people who can afford the costs of running for election and make only $20,000 a year are the independently wealthy. I suppose it worked when the ‘citizens’ it had in mind were farmers who weren’t all that busy January through March. But now? The sessions go six-seven months. Who can take off time from work to do that? 

Yes, I can hear you laughing hysterically from here. So picture me back in grandma’s house. A two-bedroom cottage with over-grown hedges and a black-and-white tile kitchen. It needs a complete rehab inside and out. Well, that will give me time to think.

Wait! I don’t want time to think! I want escapism. Not thinking.

Mark Briggs says he’s coming down Monday night. He’s not happy with the courts in Payette over the power of attorney. Thinks the judge was in on it. You remember him? Judge Crenshaw? Of course he was in on it. He probably still golfs with Dad every Saturday morning. Mark couldn’t believe people actually did that. I don’t know about people. But elected Republicans? They golf. 

Shouldn’t that be ‘we’ golf?

And yes, of course, I know how to golf. You think big Republican donors are going to give money to someone who can’t golf? Sheesh.

I heard from one of my cousins. He is furious. Said I embarrassed the whole family, and that if I had a problem with the way the company was being run, I could call for a family board meeting, not a press conference. Some truth to that. I asked him if he realized how his dad and mine had gotten their infusion of cash. I pointed out there was the tiny problem that what they were doing was illegal as hell. So there’s a family board meeting next weekend in McCall. That should be interesting. I hope we can break the power of attorney before then. Or it will be really interesting.

Hope things are settling down. Is Angie doing OK with the boys? That situation worries me. I don’t even know why. Hope you’re OK? No more panic attacks? Pet a horse for me.

Jon

Rebecca grimaced at his last bit about Angie. Everyone was worried. The boys were still out at the ranch, and Angie commuted to town with Trent to teach and work in Mark’s law office. Bethany was living in Moscow at their house there for the next two months of school. Trent was like a chicken with two nests. She snickered at the image. She was back out at ranch for the weekend. Marilee had asked her to come. Bethany had caught a ride out with her.

It had been a big gathering of friends and family. Rebecca grinned. She couldn’t wait to get away from her own large family growing up, always escaping to her room to read. Of course, now she had that kind of escape five days a week, and maybe the pendulum had swung too far toward solitude. At any rate, she was beginning to look forward to weekends out at the ranch.

So supper had been raucous. Then the boys were put to bed, and Bethany read to them and then disappeared to her own room. Rebecca thought she spent a lot of time on her phone texting with friends. Seemed innocuous enough. At least no teenaged pregnancy that way. And where had that thought come from? Well, a lot of her friends in high school had ended up with children too soon. Thank God she hadn’t had that to contend with.

The women settled into the living room with their white Russians, even Marilee, who savored it like it was the nectar of the gods rather than an adult version of chocolate milk. “Just one,” she told Trent, although he hadn’t said anything. 

Angie and Rebecca grinned at each other from their black leather chairs; Trent and Marilee were on the big couch. He had his arm wrapped around her, and a drink in the other hand. Rebecca wasn’t sure what he was drinking.

“I invited Mark back out,” Marilee said. “But he said he’d pass. After last weekend, he said he needed to catch up on laundry, sleep, and decompress a bit.”

Angie’s face didn’t give anything away. “He’s going back to Payette on Monday,” she said. “He’s worrying about something.” She smiled. “He’s always worrying about something, or someone.”

It didn’t sound like a criticism. Rebecca watched Marilee, wondering if she was going to let loose and grill Angie about what was going on, but Marilee visibly restrained herself, and talked about having the boys out here. “It’s been fun actually,” she said. “And it’s cute. They tag along behind Mark Blessing every step of the day. Little shadows. He’s so used to it, with his own horde of younger brothers and sisters, he just goes about his chores. Brought them back inside when he went out to check the cattle. When the weather gets warmer, we’ll teach them to ride.”

Angie nodded. She sipped her drink. “It helped to have this week,” she said finally. “I’m so tired. And I worry all the time. What if....” she trailed off. There were so many what ifs.

“They’re welcome out here,” Marilee said gently. “With me on maternity leave for the rest of the term? Mark Blessing is here. Trent is commuting, or telecommuting. It’s truly no problem. Who has say about where they are?”

Angie grimaced. “I’m not entirely sure,” she said. And she did sound tired. “Mark has legal guardianship rights still. Michael? He didn’t even ask to see them when I went by on Wednesday. I’m so worried about him! And about the boys.”

She shook her head, and got up and went down the hall toward her room.

Marilee looked up at Trent. “Well that went well. Not.”

Rebecca looked at the two of them. “Were you headed somewhere specific with that?” she asked. “Because maybe being a bit more direct would be in order. She’s not catching nuances.”

“I see that,” Marilee said with a laugh. “I’ll do better. So tell us about nearly getting arrested for adultery. I bet your ratings went up several steps with your students after that.”

Rebecca recounted the story, giggling when she told them about just asking ‘when?’ “Totally caught her off guard,” she said. “She didn’t know what to say.”

Trent shook his head. He looked amused, she thought, although it could be hard to tell. “There are better things for them to do with their time and powers,” he said, then reconsidered. “At least his time. We may need to hire you to keep her occupied by things like adultery — it’s about all she can handle.”

“And she can’t handle that well,” Rebecca agreed. She yawned. “Early night for me too.”

She hesitated at the door. “If you decide to teach the boys to ride this spring, maybe add me to the class,” she said. 

“Will do,” Marilee said, and she sounded pleased.

“Good night all.”

Rebecca logged into her email one last time and found the email from Jon. Reading between the lines, she thought he sounded lonely. Was being alone that hard for him? He didn’t want the time to think? It wasn’t her way, but maybe it was his way. And yet, she’d been impressed by his thoughtful insights this past weekend. Who knew extroverts could think? She grinned. She’d use that line the next time she wrote him.
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Jon,

Typical extrovert — no thinking. And you are such an extrovert! You need people around you, don’t you? You need to think about that, because isolating yourself won’t work. It surprised me, though, when you were here — you actually had smart things to say. I didn’t know extroverts could think.

Seriously, though, find your people.

Why is the Whitaker Furniture meeting in McCall? I know there’s a store there, but don’t you all usually meet at the Nampa store for convenience? I’d understand it if it was Ice Festival or even ski season. I don’t trust your family. Maybe just paranoia? I’d have Mark on speed dial, if I were you.

Angie and the boys are staying at the ranch. Marilee loves it, and she’s on maternity leave so there’s plenty of adult supervision around for the boys. They follow Mark Blessing around when he’s doing the chores like baby ducks imprinting on a bigger duck. Well, they could have worse role models. I wonder if that could be the solution to the boys’ desire to go to Sunday School.... I should mention that.

I’ve started the lit review on critical race theory. Odd that an academic theory from the 1980s on how discrimination against Black people was embedded in the criminal justice system has become the bogey man of the Idaho Republican Party. Less than 1 percent of Idahoans are Black.... But we both know the term as the GOP uses it has nothing to do with the theory, not in its original form. Not as it was expanded academically to look at other institutions, other forms of discrimination and other marginalized groups, including women. Still, Idaho demographics are interesting. I was curious about the Black population in the state, so I did some research. We’re one of the fastest growing states, and yet we remain 90 percent White. But get this: 27 percent of school-aged children are ethnically diverse. (Latino I suspect, but I’ll have to dive deeper into the numbers.) And that’s the fear, isn’t it? The GOP looks at the playground and panics. I’ve started hearing a new phrase a lot: replacement theory. Apparently, all those Brown kids on the playground are a deliberate ploy by Democrats to replace White people so they can win elections. So bizarre. Lots to unpack there. 

Yet when the GOP say they’re worried about making kids in schools feel guilty about their race, it’s obvious that they picture all-white schools. How can they hold both thoughts in their heads at the same time? Or is it all just gut emotions and fear?

But I’m still curious about the rise of the term CRT as the rally cry of the GOP. It isn’t taught in K-12. It isn’t taught to K-12 teachers — although I could argue it should be. It’s debated among legal scholars. There’s a class in it in the graduate school. Was a class. Now if you want to take it, you have to go to WSU to do it, and students do. If you weren’t a GOP state Senator, I might even say they’re encouraged to do exactly that.

But enough of research data. Gail and Jake are back, and they’re sickeningly cute together. There is going to be a wedding reception for them in late May. Maybe you’ll come up? You’d like Jake. He’s a former Marine turned playwright. He wrote this play Afghanistan that’s amazing. I'll send you a link to a performance of it. It’s going to nationals, in April. I think they’ll fly back to D.C. for the convention.

What did you and Mark find out about the power of attorney document? I hope you’re not going to go McCall and meet with your family about the stores with that still in place! Mark is mum on the subject. Something about client confidentiality? My word. Must be a Democrat — he has ethics.

Take care.

Rebecca.

Jon shook his head ruefully. It was humbling to watch her brain work, he thought. It wasn’t the data, he knew the data, it was the connections she made. And she identified his personal dilemmas just as quickly.

Mark had been down, and they’d gone out to Payette to ‘review court documents.’ It hadn’t gone well. The judge was reluctant to remove the power of attorney until Jon could prove he was mentally stable enough to control his own business affairs. He requested a mental evaluation. Mark could submit names of psychologists who were capable of doing the evaluation. His father would also submit names. If there were no names in common, the judge would select an evaluator from each list. They had 30 days to submit the names.

Thirty days during which time the power of attorney remained in effect. 

Then there would be the evaluations. Mark was estimating 90 days before the judge ruled. He was researching ways that a vacate petition could be filed in Boise instead. Jon grimaced. Alienating the judge wasn’t wise. He was a major player in the GOP party in his district. He would be a formidable foe in this election if Jon pissed him off.

Who was he kidding? He wasn’t going to win this election! He’d be lucky if he won the GOP nomination! Hell, he’d be lucky if there wasn’t a recall vote before then. In fact, that would probably be his father’s next move, now that he thought about it. He wondered if he could start the petition himself. After all, if he was too unstable to manage his business affairs, such as they were, he was obviously too unstable to represent the people in the Senate.

Of course, objectively, half of the Senate probably had problems with their finances. 

Jon went to the gym to work out and to think. Rebecca was right, he thought, this was about the stores. It had to be. Why else would his father be doing this? Why would he want the power of attorney to remain in place? Jon was out of the governor’s race. The campaign committee funds were gutted. There wasn’t any money in a Senate race. He’d show up at parades and county fairs. Kiss babies. Go to Chamber meetings, and the like, when invited. Idly he wondered who was going to set all that up? His dad and uncle had always done that kind of work. He just showed up for things that appeared on his calendar. He grimaced, and then refocused on the power of attorney.

What good did it do his father now?

It had to be his father who had reached the judge with this delaying tactic. 

But then, where was Paul Abrams in all of this? He wondered what a review of Paul’s cases would show?

He finished his workout — 30 minutes on the rowing machine, 30 on the stairstep, then today was the day he worked his abs and his legs — and took a shower. When he got back to the apartment, his uncle was waiting for him in the lobby.

“I thought I might take you to lunch,” Uncle Jon said.

Jon looked at the man who had been more of a father to him than his own father. “Let me dump my gym bag,” he said. “Come on up, if you want.”

Jon Sr. followed him silently to the elevator and then into his apartment. “I hear you’re moving back to Payette,” he said looking around the small apartment. Jon had chosen it because of its views. It was very modern, all clean lines, and neutral tones. It had been a good backdrop for the small gatherings he’d hosted — and for the women he brought here. He’d miss it.

Jon just nodded. “I’m cutting back,” he said, then he looked at the older man.

“Why don’t you say what’s on your mind here in private, and then we’ll go eat?” Jon suggested.

His uncle walked to the window and looked out. “First, I want to thank you for not including Best Foot Forward when you exposed what was happening to your campaign funds. She doesn’t deserve that.”

Jon sighed. The image consultant the campaign hired was his uncle’s mistress. His father wasn’t the only one who cheated on his wife, apparently. “Rebecca said she was doing the work she was hired to do, and apparently doing it to my satisfaction. The problem was your name as owner, and also as the signature on the contract. I’d suggest you sign the company over to her, quite frankly.”

“Not a bad idea,” Uncle Jon conceded. “When the business started, I was picking up insurance, all those kinds of things, and it needed to be in my name. But you’re right. That’s no longer the case, and my name is now problematic.”

Jon nodded, and waited.

His uncle sighed. “But thank you, anyway.”

“You’re welcome,” Jon said. “I’d like to keep the collateral damage to a minimum.”

His uncle smiled sadly. “Not sure that’s going to work, but it’s a good thought.”

“What’s Dad’s end goal, here, Jon?” he asked. It was harder and harder to claim the familial relationship. 

Jon shook his head. “I can’t tell you that,” he said. 

“I want the power of attorney voided,” Jon pushed.

Jon Senior shook his head again. “Your dad is adamant about it,” he said. “He sees it as the only way to protect himself and the stores.”

“And the stores,” Jon repeated. Then asked the question that he’d thought of at the gym. “Dad does? Or Paul Abrams does?”

His Uncle Jon smiled briefly. “Good thing to consider,” he said approvingly. “I wish I could convince Harold to consider it.”

Jon shook his head. “We’re going to file suit against Abrams, Dad and, I guess, you, in Boise’s district court over the fraudulent signatures. I would have rather just discreetly voided the document, but this latest ploy with the psychiatric evaluations leaves me hog-tied for another 60 days minimum. I don’t know what Dad thinks to gain from that, but I’m not playing.”

Jon Sr. shrugged. “I can’t say I blame you,” he said. “Are you prepared for the meeting this weekend?”

“Is there an agenda to be prepared for?” Jon countered. “Why are we all trooping up to McCall? In April?”

Jon Sr. laughed. “This is my biggest regret. We’re sacrificing your political future and you’re the smart one of the bunch. Idaho’s loss.”

“And your gain?” Jon asked. “What am I missing?”

“Let’s go eat,” his uncle said. Jon followed him out the door and downstairs. When they got outside, his uncle said, “I’ll give you one hint. You need to research who exactly holds how much of Whitaker Furniture Company.”

Jon frowned. “You and Dad own it. Your sons each have a store to manage and get paid for it. I don’t manage a store, although that’s a thought — I might need to take on the Payette store. Does it need a new manager?”

Jon Senior snorted. “Probably,” he said. “We could use your brains there, no lie. But you’re wrong about the ownership. And you need to factor in Abrams.”

“Jon, why are you going along with this?” Jon asked him. They walked down the street to a Mexican restaurant. He would miss this about Boise.

“Rock and a hard place,” his uncle answered. “One more thing to research? Your mother’s will.”

Jon glanced at the older man in surprise. Then he turned to the waitress and smiled at her. She smiled back, and it warmed something inside of him. Wasn’t that pathetic? “Tecate Original, and steak fajitas for me,” he said. He glanced at his uncle. “You did say you were buying, right?”
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Rebecca,

Uncle Jon came by and took me to lunch. He asked some questions I had no answer to. So I called Mark because I think they must be important. I think he had Angie do the research to be honest. But I’m guessing she doesn’t talk either. So the questions: 

1. Who really owns the company?

2. What did my mother’s will say? That one caught me by surprise. She died three years ago. It’s never occurred to me she had any assets to be considered.
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