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Black Sky Midafternoon

	I


	f you’ve never sailed, then you’ve never lived. I read to myself these peculiar words engraved into a tack box as we started down a narrow dock. I shook my head at it. 

	Crazy. Just crazy. 

	But I found later that day the engraving held absolutely one-hundred percent truth.

	At almost twelve years old then, I'll admit now, I had no real clues to what that meant. But I received a real education that summer day of 1981.

	We'd traveled by car almost two hours from home to Port Clinton. The little lakeside town I knew nothing about, only fact I'd been informed of is that we were going sailing on our new boat. 

	The idea didn't shock me at first but, when I stopped in front of the thirty-two-foot Erikson, my mouth gaped open. Patiently waiting for us to board, sat a beautiful red fiberglass boat with its crisp white deck and gun-gray colored mast reaching towards the sky.

	I couldn't believe mom had actually gone out and bought a real sailboat. Its beauty stunned me, but we weren't sailors. If anything, we were country town bumpkins.

	I looked around. First at myself. I wore little red Ked sneakers, ragged edged jeans shorts and a yellow t-shirt. I shook my head. Then I looked at the rest of my family. All of us were dressed similar. 

	With a glance out on to the lake, a lake I'd rarely been to, you could see how blue skies colored the horizon with puffy white clouds racing as the wind became more active the further out from shore. Small whitecaps broke through the surface and dotted the water. The Marina's club members stood talking around their boats. Some scurried around in full sailor gear others in casual deck attire with coffee in hand. Most waved with a cheery hello. 

	Mast cables took to a rhythmic clanking and the seagulls swooped into any unsuspecting morsel of food. 

	This notion that we were now sailors seemed surreal. The whole scene stood far from my normal day life in Wooster, a small farming town in Ohio. 

	On the car trip up, mom kept telling us “It's good to try something new. You'll love it.” 

	Worry slowly crept in with her unending assurance that now that we owned a sailboat, it made us sailors. 

	But when did Mom learn to sail?

	I snapped out from my uneasiness when Mom called for us to board the Tabasco.

	I giggled at its name. Not knowing what to do, I hopped on with my duffle bag and headed below.

	The cabin seemed huge. My inspection halted when Mom hollered at us to come up and help get Tabasco ready to sail. I hurried up, grabbed the rest of the gear and tossed it down the main hatch for my sisters, Alex and Renee, who stowed it away.

	Ed and Brady untied the dock lines. Mom turned on the boat’s engine. My twin brother, Brady hopped on. Ed helped maneuver the boats departure as he walked it backwards from the slip. With breath caught in my chest, I watched as my older brother finally jump onto the bow. 

	Mom rotated the wheel, and the boat swung to the left giving us a wide birth to glide down the channel. Manmade breaker walls protected the Marina and shore from any bad storms, but their mission of protection didn't exude any calmness to my heart. They looked as if someone had just dumped gigantic slabs of concrete into the bay. No neat lines, just rough sharp edges that would rip into a boats hull if you came too close. 

	It probably took less than ten minutes to get out into the bay without incident. Once we entered the bay, I thankfully released my breath.

	I inhaled the lake air. It smelled of decaying fish at first near the marina, but clear and refreshing the more we motored towards our destination.

	Energy tingled within. The bad nervousness felt earlier seemed to fade away now. After all, the boat seemed rock solid and the lake fairly calm. 

	Mom at the helm Announced, “We're heading to South Bass Island,” but to the locals, Put-In-Bay.

	She explained it would take us awhile to get there, a few hours if motored. But the weather appeared good, and we were there to learn how to sail. 

	Mom gave us the basics on knots and hoisting and lowering sails. With the lesson brief, we caught on quickly. My older brother, Eddie radiated with excitement about this adventure and wanted to get the main sail up and try the spinnaker.

	At first, we kept to the bay. We tacked back and forth. We worked hard, but with the mixture of sunshine and adventure, no one complained. 

	We took a break for lunch. Mom pulled out turkey and cheese for sandwiches. We soon emptied the cooler full of sodas and crisp apples while munching on salty chips. To reward our hard work, Mom pulled out a plastic container of chocolate chip cookies. 

	We little guys practiced more knots while Renee lathered on the oil to soak in some sunrays. Eddie did a complete check of the cabin. He questioned mom on the insufficient amount of life preservers, only three when we needed six, and no ship-to-shore radio. 

	Mom brushed off the questions. She didn’t appear worried. 

	Immediately warning flares went up. 

	Not sure if by coincidence or if mom could actually sense some of the uneasiness of my older brother’s revelation of no ship-to-shore radio and an insufficient amount of life jackets, she’d immediately rallied us back into position to continue our journey to Put-In-Bay. 

	The wind had picked up a little. We hadn't tried out the spinnaker yet and with the increase in wind, Mom gave the nod to push the rainbow-colored sail through the bow's hatch. Secured to the cable and hoisted, the spinnaker filled immediately like a puffy balloon. The boat healed to the right and we headed for South Bass Island. We tacked back and forth across the lake making a zigzag cut through the water. Our speed had increased a few knots. The excitement of tacks and not losing our wind kept us from noticing the sky. 

	I looked back to Mom to ask if we could try steering, but before I could even ask, the dark sky following in our wake widened my eyes and caused my mouth to drop. I stuttered, “Mom, what’s that sailor's warning you told us earlier?” 

	Mom cocked her head and studied me for what seemed like forever, but then finally recited the warning. “Red sky at night, sailors delight. Pink in the morning, sailors take warning.”

	My stomach twisted as I shakily raised my hand and pointed behind her, “What about black skies midafternoon?”

	Mom whipped around, she swore, then hollered, “ABC, down below. Eddie and Renee, we need to tack.”

	“Mom,” I shouted as the wind picked up. “Can we go back?”

	Mom shook her head. “No, we'll try to outrun it. We aren't far from the island.”

	Really. No way. 

	Last I'd checked, Put-In-Bay appeared nowhere in sight. Right then I declared Mom insane. 

	Alex, Brady, and I immediately took shelter and dug out the three life jackets. 

	The rain started to come down. The icy drops pelted everything above board like little rocks. 

	Tabasco rolled with each swell of the waves. Water crashed over the deck. The skies got black. The sun disappeared. I wanted to throw up. During that midafternoon with each violent tumble, the boat heeled more until finally the mast dipped into the water.

	The storm raged on. Eddie and Renee lashed nylon ropes around their waists to prevent their sweep overboard. They wrestled with the main sail while Mom tried to steer the boat with the waves. Alex, Brady, and I wanted to help but each time we charged up the steps Mom screamed at us to stay below. On our final attempt, Mom pushed us back and corralled us on to the galley bench. She hurriedly searched the bookshelf behind us. The boat rocked hard, water gushed into the cabin. Mom told Brady to hit the switch for the bilge. Nothing happened. The pump didn't start. Mom swore again. If anything, that day, I learned how to swear like a sailor.

	Mom yanked open an encyclopedia on how to sail. She searched madly for information on how to survive a storm.

	By this time, I appeared a neon green. I wanted to pass out, but I clenched my jaw, choked back the bile and watched as Mom raced up to the deck. I didn't want her to go out there again. She had no life jacket and no rope tied around her. She hollered at Eddie and Renee to get the Spinnaker down once they secured the main. 

	They crawled to the bow. 

	I jerked when the front hatch blew open. Water immediately started to pour in. 

	Alex jumped up to shut it but halted when the rainbow sail started to push through the opening. 

	My stomach rolled as I realized the boat continued to spin in the water. Mom left the wheel to release the ropes for the spinnaker so Ed and Renee could pull it down quicker. We grabbed the sail and pulled from our end. The boat rolled and spun in a motion I didn't think possible. Renee finally dropped in through the hatch, landed on the front berth's bed. She untied her safety rope and jumped off as Eddie soon followed. Once freed, he climbed over all of us and the sail and raced up the steps. Mom continued to struggle with the helm. Together they got the boat to stop spinning. Mom hit the motor hoping to motor us out from underneath the storm, but the motor wouldn't spark. The engine flooded, the bilge wouldn’t pump.

	My heart beat like a freight train. I could have probably powered the boat to safety if I could've attached it to my chest.

	Doubts swam in my head of our survival. The wind still blew with the strength of a hurricane, the waves continued to crash over the deck. I huddled with the others. I closed my eyes and recited the Lord's Prayer with chattering teeth. 

	Then after what seemed like hours of this horrific storm, it stopped. I slowly opened my eyes. Tabasco continued to move with the swells, but water no longer rushed over the deck. The sky started to lighten. 

	Relief flooded me. 

	“We made it,” I whispered, “We beat the storm.”

	Renee jumped up with a “woohoo!” 

	Then mom called us above deck. Renee scrambled up the steps first, then Brady, Alex and I. 

	The soaked cushions needed picked up. Some of the trash from lunch had escaped from our garbage bag, and the main sail hung off the boom like an unraveled paper towel roll. 

	Mom announced we would clean up and head back to the marina. The engine only worked at half power and the bilge never started to pump. She didn't want us to take on any more water.

	I didn't care what the reasons for our return, I just wanted to be on hard-dry land.

	Tabasco limped into the Marina. Sailor friends of Mom's spotted us coming in and met us at our slip. Shocked faces crowded the dock. They couldn't believe we'd been out in that storm. They reported there had been at least seven-foot waves. I tried to argue, “no, more like ten footers,” but my exhausted mom excused us to the showers. Our friends laughed letting us through. Brady and I trailed the others not speaking a word. I turned and gazed out on to the lake. 

	Brady nudged me on. 

	I looked at him trying not to let loose some giggles that pressed forward to reach my smile. “Damn, it's great to be alive.” 

	He grinned, then we broke out into laughter.…

	 


 

	Author Note: 

	 

	Black Sky Midafternoon won third place in the University of Akron’s 2016 Regional Writers Contest in the nonfiction category and took first place in the nonfiction category with the Wayne County Public Library’s Imagine Your Story writers contest. .

	And although most of these stories are fiction, this event actually took place out on Lake Erie the summer of 1981 on their 34-foot Erikson sloop sailboat rigged for racing named Tabasco. 

	 

	 

	

      

	Hypocritic Oath

	T


	he image of a snow-covered plot lay before my closed eyelids. Sporadic blades of bright green grass poked out reaching toward the sun. The harsh flakes fell unwilling to set spring free. A weathered grey marbled marker stood at least waist high. Today's date is etched underneath the dead's name.

	Heaviness of a fifty-pound weight settled in my chest as the air I inhaled halted suddenly. Only I could notice the slow pounding of my heartbeat as my vision attempted synchronization with the image. The stone's name loomed within reach. I mentally strained forward. But mousy-soled squeaks interrupted my concentration. Jarred from the image my brain couldn't refocus. I frowned as peace battled for control of my thoughts.

	My eyes wandered to the clock. The second hand ticked steadily. No stopped movement. Time would not wait for anyone.

	My senses returned to the present. The room only slightly resembled those occupied during training. Sterile, cold, bright white if not for a few machines, which beeped and hummed that disturbed the silence.

	My jaw tightened as my anger of this foolishness returned. I glanced at the clock again. Time ticked on. I shivered rattling my bones. I shook off the discomfort. My situation continued as always, only the perspective had changed. Now I found myself looking up instead of down.

	A series of alarms rang out.

	My heart pounded as if to break free from its ribbed cage. My eyes fell shut. I waited.

	“Dr. Jax, should we administer the sedative?”

	I scoffed. “No, the heart is steady. Watch, its pace will slow.”

	The other doctor watched the monitors for only a second. His hand squeezed my shoulder. 

	“Okay, doc.” He chuckled, “You know best.”

	I smiled with reservation, “We wouldn't want such a natural departure to throw off this operation, now, would we?”

	“No doctor, not at all.” 

	But death remained a reality. It's as dependable as the sun's rise and the moons luminescent beams. It's nothing one could see immediately, but it's there as sure as the minutes continued to tick on. In fact, some say it's a slow creeping decay, but others believe it to prey on the unexpected. Pouncing hard like a cat snagging a mouse. Some are lucky for they go swiftly, maybe by gunshot, or possibly drowning, but others do not have such luck. Often one must live a whole lifetime before they find release, most people ignore death until it's too late. No matter how one looked at it, death is part of the circle of life. We're born, we live, we die. Everyone and everything goes through this. Nothing leaves this planet alive. We must realize it's always a part of life.

	Omission denied. 

	Death's natural progression forgets no one. In fact, all dying has started with one's first breath. The realization won't hit for years. Maybe one or two subtle messages reach their intended target. But most have ignored the signs until death's outstretched hand grabs ahold and hauls them in. It’s not felt at first, but deep inside, the cells have already started to decline. They wear down over time. Their bounce back has lost its resilience and eventually death wins. Hundreds if not thousands of people die each day. Many try to save them, but this multi-masked monster has all the time in the world and eventually wins. 

	“Dr. Jacks we're almost ready.”

	A biting coolness ran down my spine. I shivered. My eyes closed for a brief moment. I nod, “Very well,”

	For most, the big question is what happens after death? Where do we go?

	Some bodies lay six feet under in ornately decorated metal casings. And others, cremated into ashes. Our souls have ascended to heaven or have begun their rot in hell. However, I had no concern for that. I cared not for where the spiritual soul traveled. I cared only for the living soul. My main purpose continued to help those who suffered. Why is it only when death has grasped our energy, our souls, is it accepted to allow one to go peacefully into the darkness? What about those who kicked and screamed with the struggle, those bodies racked with no hope? Why would one prolong it? We die. It's only a matter of when. So why must one suffer? God gave us the power of choice, so when the choice had been selected, who's to say the choice is incorrect?

	“Dr. Jax, did you enjoy breakfast?”

	My eyes flew open. The man who spoke wore a white lab coat that read, Thanatos. I smiled at him. “Is that your real name?”

	He glanced down at the embroidered patch on his coat then turned his gaze to me. A crooked grin appeared slowly on his face, “Just borrowing it for today.”

	“Ah,” I sighed, “Anonymity. How lucky.”

	Did I sound tired? No, I shook my head. I slept soundly last night, almost as well as the dead. I chuckled.

	He patted my shoulder, “It won't be much longer, maybe another minute or so.”

	Good. These old bones are tired, but not the brain. It remains healthy and has much energy for life, but they've envied my brain for years. They've recognized my intelligence. Deep inside they would choose the same, but why do they consider me wrong? Just because one man wrote a law? No not a law, an oath. But who gave such power to this man? This oath I swore to uphold is outdated to some extent, but after 2500 years wouldn't one find such an oath outdated? And why would one write an oath? As a test of judgment? Mankind? Humanity? 

	I took this oath once many years ago. I swore to uphold it, but I realized this oath, now I find is stagnate. It does not breathe. It does not live. True that it follows but one rule, but it is this rule, where my troubles began. You see I studied the cells and fluids of the body. I researched for clues. I tracked dangerous markers. I hunted death. 

	I chuckled to myself as I squeezed my callused hands. How I would love to wrap these old, gnarled bones around death and bury it deep into a whole. I see the pain it's caused. There's no way to get around it, but If I could provide some utterance of peace, then why not? Why allow the suffering? I have the capability of ridding them from this. In fact, I have treated many already. So why am I the one punished? It's not as if I chose them. They searched me out. They read of my treatments. I've had one-hundred percent success. This is why they choose to come after me. They’ve realized I am right. They’ve recognized this method the only treatment. 

	I'm not the monster here. I never pulled the lever.

	“Dr. Keian Jax?”

	This acknowledgment startled me out of my thoughts, a light sweat rolled from my temples. My eyes focused. The man stood to the right. All movement stilled. Only a few monitors continued. The heart monitor jumped for a second then slowed once again. The boom of his voice sent a chill down my spine as it reverberated off the sterile walls.

	“It is here by our great state and governor Stanton…”

	“Ouch.” I winced. A warm sensation trickled into the crook of my forearm. My blood I presumed.

	“Sorry,” Dr. Thanatos whispered, “Didn't mean for that to hurt.”

	Hurt? Really? 

	This could not compare to my patients hurt. I remained nothing but sincere, no actually downright humane. Yes, humane is how I describe myself. Humane and kindness is how I treated all my patients. Nothing less.

	Anger roiled in my stomach. I gritted my teeth to tamp it down. See here, I can prove that those who have judged me are wrong.

	Hippocrates' oath has made one promise to abstain from all intentional wrongdoing and harm, especially from abusing the bodies of man or woman…

	But what they do now, wouldn't this make them hypocrites? 

	This Greek's oath is no longer convincing. Its intention remained good, but it stands flawed. Even now with this prickled pinch of blood and bruising of my skin, one might misinterpret any small act of healing for harm. They are wrong.

	“Ahem,” a voice croaked looming over me.

	My old gray eyes pierced the man.

	He cleared his throat and pulled the papers closer to his nose.

	I tapped my gnarled fingers on the cold table.

	“Uh, sorry,” the man mumbled, “as I previously spoke, It is by the aforementioned authority that you are hereby condemned to death by legal injection to be carried out this day February 29…...”

	Ha, I snorted. Condemned to death. Are they serious? We're all condemned to death. In fact, the first breath we took begins our pathway there. We'll all follow it. No one gets an alternate route. We'll all end up in the same place, just some of us quicker than others. This verdict of guilt I bear with honor. Not many will help those who can't help themselves. I never pulled a trigger or flipped a switch. Only those who lay dying are the ones who completed their own deed. Yes, I provided the instrument to end their suffering, but only in the name of humanity. 

	Why is it acceptable to euthanize a cherished pet, but not for a beloved family member? Does the human race not warrant the same decency? Only those who linger between life and death suffer. Why not allow them the peace. Only the selfish would hold on to those who have no hope for recovery. Yes, the pain is deep and intense when you lose, but those who suffer feel a greater pain if forced to endure the hopelessness.

	I took the job with all seriousness. No one slipped past my scrutiny. Only the truly doomed received my assistance. Not one of the many I served dishonored death with taking a coward’s way out of dealing with life. Only the brave whose bodies could no longer survive be gifted the chance for peace. 

	Dr. Thanatos took my right hand and pressed a small metal cross into my palm. He leaned into my ear and whispered, “It won't be much longer.”

	A warm sensation traveled from my hand up my arm. Maybe the liquid of death? Maybe the peace of God? The bright lights overhead grew dim. My eyelids struggled to hold their position. I licked my parched lips. My eyes blinked to stay open, but the heaviness remained too much. The image of the gray marbled stone flashed behind my drooping lids. The occupant's name appeared deeply etched with blackened letters. The name Keian Jax holds its ownership. 

	A heavy coldness invaded the room. Dr. Thanatos stepped back with head bent. All quieted, but for my fading last words, “Bloody hypocrites and their oath.”

	 


Edentulous George

	N


	ot one smile appeared anywhere in the room. The coolness from the autumn day seeped into the grand saloon. The heat in the room worked hard to hold it at bay. The stone fireplace crackled with a dancing blue flame illuminating the marble mantel, but the fire’s heat couldn’t compare to the heat generated by the robust woman pacing the floor. As the fire crackled, the smell of cherry wood flooded the senses. 

	The woman stopped. She pulled her tightly knit white shawl around her shoulder, then stamped her petite laced up black boot. The slap to the wood boards became lost in the vast space of the New Room. With a frown she turned toward her husband. “George where did you uncover them?” 

	The tall man with broad shoulders and dark auburn hair with hints of gray gazed out the large Palladian window. Warm sunlight rays streamed in from the northern exposure. Various colored leaves fell to the ground. Off in the distance, the water of the river slowly rolled by. 

	In a month’s time or thereabouts, the ice shall arrive. 

	“George? Lend an ear, I beseech thee.” 

	He pivoted. His heart fluttered. Anger exuded off her with pinched nose and flushed cheeks. He cringed. Frazzled strands of brown hair fell from her tightly coifed updo.

	He nodded. “I, beloved. I visited Thomas --” 

	“Pray, what transpired thereafter?”

	“They hadn’t completed readying Thomas upon my arrival, thus, I wandered about, and in doing so I chanced upon them.” 

	“And thou chose to collect them?” 

	Again, he nodded.

	“And didst thou not reckon they belonged to another?” 

	He rubbed his jaw, “Nay, my apologies, beloved, I did not.” 

	She stepped up, grabbed his large hand and gently pulled it from his face. “Cease George. The pock marks will only worsen.”

	George winced as he wrenched his hand free. It didn’t take much for his fair skin to look amiss. After all, a man of his standing needed to look fashionable. That’s what the people liked. That’s what the people wanted. And that’s what he wanted. 

	“Martha beloved, they lay beneath a table, and I surmised none desired them.” 

	Martha’s hands flew to her hips. Her eyebrows scrunched. “Truly? Didst thou not deem them as Thomas’?” 

	“In truth, I entertained the notion, yet, deemed he have no need thinking he possessed another pair here in.” 

	Martha’s voice rose. “Oh, does thou reckon such?” 

	“Indeed. A man of his standing should have two pairs.” 

	“Ahem. Where does thou keep their second pair, my good sir?”

	George waved his hand. “I had a brace of two pairs. But alas, too fitting and cumbersome. Why not bestow them on another sole?”

	And yes, that’s exactly what he carried out. He could afford a new pair if he wanted. And the young soldier who had supped with them a fortnight ago had appreciated them more than he did. Even when he rode his mount, Nelson, they'd never stay in place. They pained him much with their cumbersome size. And he hated the way they made him ride with brow furrowed and lips pursed tight. After all, a good rider on his steed need not look like a fledgling. And he wanted no one to look on him as if he were a fledgling. No one who had commanded the Continental Army should wear such an item. Definitely not this man. A man who defeated the British, one of the founding fathers of the new country, and the first President unanimously elected, not once but twice to the office. 

	“Ahem.” Martha queried, “George, did you even trouble to inquire?”

	“Nay, I merely retrieved them. They lay there forsaken. I surmised they belonged to no one.” 

	“Truly?” 

	George returned his gaze to the large window that overlooked the Potomac. He rubbed his neck. “Indeed, why would anyone abandon them on the floor?” 

	Martha stomped her foot. “George, thou simply can’t seize them. Thou must inquire to whom they rightfully belong.” 

	George shook his head and stepped away from the beautiful vista. 

	Martha watched him retreat. 

	The low-heeled leather shoes he wore echoed a determined cadence as he crossed the room. He stopped a few feet away from his gallery of portraits. The wall held approximately twenty-one paintings he had collected over the years. He slowly scanned each one from floor to ceiling. His eyes settled on one painting in particular, a popular British print, The Dead Soldier. George closed his eyes. The images before him danced in his head. 

	Too many soldiers, too many compatriots. Had the cost been worth it? 

	With a touch of anguish that still lingered long past the war, His breathing remained slow and steady. A slight smile appeared on his lips as he heard the notes of Nelly’s, harpsichord float from the confines of the little parlor.

	A gentle squeeze on his forearm prompted his eyes open. Martha glared up at him. “Dearest. Assist me. I strive to comprehend.” 

	George peered down at his wife. She stood only five feet tall. Her color pale, but her features strong. Her unwavering eyes gave no freedom for escape. 

	He finally let out a deep sigh. “All were occupied with Thomas. They bore the mark of time with their worn appearance displaying a faded hue and stiffness. Some per chance deemed them fit for the waste bin, yet They only require a thorough cleaning.” 

	She shook her head. “Oh George, thou art truly incorrigible,” 

	Hand in his pocket as if he looked for something, he finally pulled out a clean white crisp handkerchief and moved to the opposite end of the room. He stepped on to a small rug near the large fireplace and sat down on one of the two oversized wingback chairs that held court with the plump settee near the fire. He took his spectacles off and began to clean them slowly.

	Martha moved next to him. “Dearest, I am aware you are in need of a new pair, yet, partaking in such pursuits does not yield a solution.”

	“I acknowledge this, I simply did not reckon Thomas would notice their absence.”

	George rubbed his jaw. “And presently, he shall have no need for them.” 

	Martha teetered back and forth on her feet. Her black skirts brushed the floor nervously. “Didst thou lay eyes on Thomas?” 

	He looked down at his wife with heavy lidded eyes, a little wet at the corners, “Nay, my love. He’s traveled on to Bucktrout Funeral Home in Williamsburg.”

	Martha’s eyebrows shot up. “Goodness graciousness. Tis lamentable that after all these years of comradery, he was spirited away so abruptly.” 

	“I would still prefer to keep them, does thou agree?” 

	But before Martha could answer, a tall man dressed smartly in black coat and britches walked into the room. “Pray, forgive my inquire sir, but will you and the Madame be partaking your meal at the customary hour?”

	George nodded. “Indeed, Billy. At the stroke of four.” 

	“Might you be venturing out this eve?” 

	“Aye, ready my garments for the night, I beseech thee.” 

	“Aye, General.” 

	“Prepare the fresh frock coat for display.” 

	“Aye. All shall be prepared, sir.” 

	“Very good.” 

	The valet nodded to Mrs. Washington. 

	Martha smoothed down her skirts. The crinoline underneath swooshed lightly when she turned and walked over to one of the two matching large Federal style highboys. She drummed her neatly trimmed nails on the open shelf of the black oak cabinet. Their rhythm first fast, slowed considerably as she stared at the miniature porcelain figurines. “Oh George, I deem it not fitting, yet, I fail to perceive how thou can return them without causing a stir.”

	George stared at the floor. “I understand, yet, I am confident Thomas would not take offense.” 

	Martha huffed. “Very Well. If their ownership is acknowledged, thou must return them with apologies.” 
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