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Regrets by the Fireplace
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Beverly sighed as the memories of her conversation drifted slowly away to the tune of crackling flames and snapping wood from the fireplace. She eyed Heather sadly. “I regret that decision to this day.”

“But why? You did the right thing.”

“No, my dear. He did. He was testing me. And I failed.”

“But you were so kind.”

“Yes, to Green and his family, but not to the man who gave me the chance to open my heart.”

She reached over and took Heather’s hands in hers and squeezed them. “You see, Heather, all the time he said those horrible things, he was smiling in his eyes. I let his lips overrule what I was feeling from him. That was his second test; to see if I could read a person’s true desires; their true character.”

Beverly let go and sat back again. She sighed. “I failed him twice, I’m afraid.”

They both sat there a long time by the fire, watching the flames flicker and curl, leap and lick at the dwindling logs in the fireplace.

Heather heard her cell make a buzzing sound.  She picked it from her purse and examined its face. “Be sure to bring the notes to my office first thing tomorrow morning.”

She put the cell back and glanced at Beverly.

“I better go. Boss will be very unhappy if I sleep in and am late.”

Beverly smiled. “Do you mind seeing yourself to the door, sweetheart. I need to rest a bit more before I go to bed.”

Heather did an unusual thing for herself. When Beverly shut her eyes, she took the blanket that lay on a third chair, lifted it and placed it about Beverly’s shoulders. The woman’s eyes, which had closed, stayed closed but a slight smile touched her lips.

Heather bent over and gave the woman a light kiss on the top of her head and then hurried to the door and let herself out.

She stood on t he front porch a long time, considering all the things she had been told.

Then she noticed her purse weighed more than usual. She shrugged it off. She was so tired anything she could carry would weigh a ton.

She headed for “Potty,” her fiat car.

She slapped its roof and sighed. “Ah, Potty, what a day. Hell, what a night!”

She got in, stuck the key in the ignition, cranked the engine and let it idle a few minutes while she thought about what to ask Mister Razorback tomorrow.

She had so many questions to ask Beverly still. And the Prince...if he was really a Prince and not a figment of her imagination...she wanted to talk with him.

Hopefully, not in the dark, of course.

With those thoughts wheeling about her mind, she put her car in gear and chugged down the street for home.
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​The Office
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Heather wound up her work early. Her boss, Mitch Razorback, raised an eyebrow at her efficiency. “You want something?”

“I’ve finished all the work. I wanted to catch the library before it closes early today.”

He snorted, but then his stern face cracked a weak smile. “Fine. Come in earlier on Monday.”

She was so happy about it; she gave him a hug before he could get away from her.

He shook his head and walked off, grumbling to hide the fact that he had a smile on his face. Wouldn’t do well for her to think him easy.

Heather scampered back to her cubicle and hurriedly began putting things away nice and neat for Monday. He’d probably have new invoices and letters to dictate by t hen. He always did.

She smiled.

The old coot thought he was hiding his smile. But she could always tell he was because his toupee would flop back over his ears a touch, giving him away.

She said goodbye to the other girls in the office. The receptionist, the graphic artist and the cold caller. It was a small advertising agency and ran on shoestrings. Mister Razorback, or Razor, as the girls called him when he wasn’t around didn’t like men for some reason. Always said they stunk bad and performed even worse.

They smiled.

He just preferred women.

No surprise at his age. His wife had died a year ago of...she frowned...cancer.

She sighed and made for the front door.

“Off to the library,” she told her friends. “Happy weekend!”

“You too, Heather!” They echoed.

She shut the door as she exited, then let out a whoop of joy.

Inside Mister Razorback came into the front area and heard it. Again, he turned his back so the helpers couldn’t see his smile.

He was really starting to like Heather. Reminded him of someone he once knew and loved quite deeply. And with that thought he decided he was leaving early too. Joe’s Bar had his name on it and it was time to sling those memories back to where they belonged: The past.
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​Library
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She entered the library almost at a run. She was so excited about last night and now Mister Razorback giving her time off.

“Mrs. Beverly!” She called out.

No one seemed to be in the library.

That was odd.

A shadow moved in the book shelves, crossing from one set of racks to the next.

Impossible of course, but now that she was beginning to understand what was going on not so much.

She rushed into the same shelving unit she had met the Prince, hoping he would appear right away so she could talk with him.

Something about the man truly fascinated her. She didn’t think it was any of that romantic stuff, but the way her heart pounded when she went into the aisle, no one would have believed that were true.

She reached the same unit where Shakespeare’s poems were supposed to be.

She bent down.

All the books were gone.

“May I help you?” A mature woman’s voice asked from behind.

She jumped up, happy as could be. She spun around and said, “Beverly...” Then her words clung to the back of her throat.

The person standing there was not Mrs. Beverly. It was a younger woman with a severe suit on and highly polished shoes. Her hair was stark blonde and she had a tattoo on her right arm.

“Uh...”

The blonde librarian gave her a questioning look.

“Where’s Mrs. Beverly?”

The librarian gave her a look like she was dealing with a mad person.
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