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Attie looked at the clock. Too late, she thought. Way too late. Spinsterhood might have its good points; it might not be so bad. At age 38, Attie was blessed with a face that swore she was in her mid twenties. She kept herself trim, and that helped the illusion.

If truth be told, she was not unattractive. Dark brown hair that she parted at the crown so it bobbed softly above the tips of her shoulders. Dark eyes nicely spaced over a nose a tad bit larger than she preferred. And a finely shaped mouth to frame a set of good teeth when she smiled. All in all, a pleasant faced young woman, whose smiles young men returned affably, respected, and quickly forgot about.

Conversation-wise, she tried, really tried, but soon they grew bored, or she did. Whatever impassioned her, left them disinterested, and vice versa, much like her violet plants that never flowered for her, past their first bloom, no matter how carefully she nurtured them. Much like her love life, non-existent.

Where was he? The man who would find her interesting enough to enjoy listening to her; admire her. Where was he? The man whose gentle spirit and integrity she yearned for. Over the years, she had met several young men who fit the latter description, but they never felt the same about her. This was always the case — blind dates, Meet Your Soul-mate Services, so and so's cousin, or brother, or widowed father.

This past spring, her mom and dad gifted her an orange plant to keep in the corner of her small patio. She tended it carefully, making sure it received lots of sunshine and water, and whispered to it daily. But as was her fate with plant life, not dissimilar to her love life, the leaves stayed green and fresh, but no blossoms, and no oranges. When the cold weather set in, she moved the foot-wide plant into her kitchen where at seven in the morning, on clear days, sunlight filled the room.

The newly repainted walls reflected the sunbeams streaming through the casement window over her sink. The eggshell peach pastel color proved a good choice for her kitchen and her living area, as the soft pink for her bedroom and the seascape blue for her bathroom.

The phone on the kitchen counter rang and the answering machine announced her mother's name, Grace. Attie's parents preferred landlines and only used her cell number if unable to reach her otherwise.

Attie lifted the receiver. "Hi, Mom."

"Hi, dearest. Checking to see if you are still coming for lunch?"

"Yes, of course."

On her mother's line, in the background, her father's voice resounded, "Grace, ask her to pick up some anisette toast cookies, the soft ones."

"I heard. I'll get them."

"You're a sweetheart, dear. We did go shopping earlier this week, but the store was out of them."

"I'll find them, don't worry."  Her parents ought to let her do their shopping, she thought, shaking her head. They were both in their mid-seventies. Mom didn't drive, and of late, Dad kept to the nearby Church and local shopping area. She didn't mind at all helping them. They had been the kindest, most generous parents raising her in a home filled with deep respect and love of the Lord and His Blessed Mother. Before entering Kindergarten, Attie knew and understood the Our Father, Hail Mary, and Glory Be to the Blessed Trinity.

Grace and Charles, loving parents, kept her on the straight and narrow, and taught her to live by the golden rule, of doing onto others, as you would have them do unto you. On the over-protective side, but not possessive. When she decided to move on her own, after graduating college, they felt the loss of her daily presence, but were supportive and understood her need to have her own space. They were thrilled when she chose an apartment only a mile away. She was their sole child, after trying to conceive for years and given up hope. Financially, they did not qualify to adopt, although she had no memory of ever wanting for food or clothing, or dolls.

She worked part-time during high school, and full time as a teller at a local bank during college that she attended in the evening. Her parents helped out when and where they could, but she learned self-sufficiency from an early age.

Her parents, like many of their generation, hoped she'd find a good man, marry and start a family.  She stayed with the bank, did well, and built a small career with them as Manager of their Savings Department, receiving a decent salary that enabled her to help her parents as well, so they were, as her mother often said, "financially, in a good place."

What she'd failed to achieve, was to find a good man, start a family of her own, and give her parents the pleasure they craved of grandchildren to fill their empty nest. Grace and Charles had married in their early thirties. After two miscarriages, they were granted a beautiful healthy daughter, Attie. Health and age precluded further pregnancies.

Attie drove her electric Ford into the parking lot of the cul de sac of senior citizen garden apartment buildings where her parents resided — a wonderful endeavor her township propelled some years ago for its aging citizens. The four-story brick-faced buildings housed a spacious apartment on each floor. Behind each building, flowering backyards replete with farming squares were allotted to senior citizens who enjoyed growing their own produce. A couple of fruit trees, Peach and Pear, provided a welcome atmosphere to enjoy during the summer months from the patio at the rear of each rent-controlled apartment.

Attie turned off the ignition. She gathered her purse and the paper shopping bag containing the anisette cookies her dad liked, and left the car. A few feet away she pushed the buttons on her remote to lock the car and set the alarm.

She entered the building and chose the stairs rather than the elevator up one floor to her parents' apartment. Attie's mother answered the doorbell, all smiles, and arms outstretched to hug her only child.

"Mom, watch the cookies," Attie warned, as her mother closed her arms about her.

"Oh, sorry," Grace said, taking the cookies and placing them on the kitchen table. Before Attie could put her purse down, she was back in her mother's arms. "Mom, I was just here a few days ago."

Attie read the hurt expression on her mother's plump face. "I know, you missed me," she said, returning her mother's hug. "I missed you, too."  She hugged and kissed her twice more. Then glanced at her father who sat at the head of the kitchen table, reading his newspaper. He raised his head and met her gaze, smiled and waved playfully. "Hi, sweetie," he greeted, and reached for the cookies. "Grace, any coffee left?"

Grace nodded, "I just brewed a fresh pot. I'll pour us all a cup," she said, relinquishing Attie and moving to the kitchen cabinet holding the coffee cups. "I made your favorite, Chicken and Veggie bow-tie casserole," she told her. "It'll be ready to serve in a few minutes."

Attie licked her lips. Chicken and Veggie bow-tie casserole was her favorite meal. "Take your time, Mom. It's Saturday, I'm in no hurry."

"Does Attie know we're having company later?"

"Oh, I haven't had time to tell her. I invited them for coffee and cake. Lovely old couple, like us," she laughed. They just moved in to the apartment on the third floor. Not many friends and relatives left, except for their daughter and son.  Their daughter lives in Chicago with her husband and their three children.  Their son has his own apartment in town".

"Let me guess," Attie said. "He's single, about my age?"

Grace sent Attie a puzzled look.

Attie pursed her lips. "Mother, are you at it again?"

"Grace looked shocked. "No, dear!" Guiltily, she admitted, "Not this time. I won't deny the thought did cross my mind. But unfortunately, from what Nancy — that's his mom — tells me, he's a loner, pretty much accepted bachelorhood. Never been able to find the right girl, and basically given up trying."

"Is he joining his parents here later?" Attie asked suspiciously."

"No, Attie, honest. I did ask Nancy to invite him, but she told me that he doesn't do blind dates, hasn't for the longest time. She's lucky she has a married daughter and three grandkids, two boys and a girl. So, her son feels there is no pressure, no real need. Nancy said he seems content. He visits them every Sunday, attends Mass with them, and has dinner with them. Sometimes they go bowling, or he takes them out to a movie. Sunday is pretty much the day he spends with them."

"He sounds nice, Mom. They're lucky."

"Yes, they are," Grace said. "Like we are, to have you."

"Same here," Attie replied.

Grace asked hopefully, "Will you stay to meet them?"
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