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      Praise for BO’S CAFÉ


      “BO’S CAFÉ is more than the riveting story of a talented young businessman and a striking woman trying to keep their marriage

         and his thriving career together. What one reads actually shifts the foundation of the way we view the world, the way we reconcile

         our relationships, and how we define success. Groundbreaking. Soul-filling. Life changing. This is a story that will not let

         go of you.”

      


      —Wes Roberts, CCO, Leadership Design Group


      “Everyone needs to pull up to the counter at BO’s CAFÉ. It’s the safest place on earth to work through some of the most dangerous

         issues of your life.”

      


      —Tim Kimmel, author, Grace-Based Parenting


      “In a world obsessed with projecting the ‘perfect’ image, it’s not surprising that women are facing a crisis of identity these

         days. What is startling, however, is that we are not alone. BO’S CAFÉ offers a window into the private hell of a man’s fear

         of inadequacy and makes a compelling case for the power of grace through relationship to set things right for us all.”

      


      —Constance Rhodes, author, Life Inside the “Thin” Cage and The Art of Being


      “Real, witty, profound. This book should be required reading for all mentors! BO’S CAFÉ moves you to trust the love you have

         been freely given, to pursue the freedom it provides, and to start experiencing a life that most men and women miss—the way

         of authenticity, integrity, and joy.”

      


      —Carson Pue, author, Mentoring Leaders


      “I cried when Lindsey first hugged Andy, and when Steven confessed to Lindsey, and when Steven realized that Andy was his

         trusted friend, and when I wondered whom I was controlling through my anger. Kleenex, please.”

      


      —Bill Hull, coauthor, Choose the Life


      “Until we realize that we fall short of perfection and accept the unconditional love of God and the imperfect love of others

         available to us, we will continue to struggle through life. BO’S CAFÉ is a wonderful story that will help you in your journey

         to true fulfillment.”

      


      —Ken Blanchard, coauthor, The One Minute Manager® and Lead Like Jesus


      “BO’S CAFÉ challenges my own authenticity in leadership and encourages me to continue to find room and grant space for greater

         grace in my own daily living and interaction with others caught in the realities, disappointments, surprises, and challenges

         of life and faith.”

      


      —Commissioner Lawrence R. Moretz, territorial commander, USA East, Salvation Army


      “BO’S CAFÉ is not a free ride. It is a ride to freedom. In BO’S CAFÉ you will find a grace more powerful than willpower or tenacity. You’ll find a safe

         place in God that can handle our deepest wounds and most persistent sins.”

      


      —Todd Hunter, coauthor, Christianity Beyond Belief


      “What if you could reveal your worst fears and flaws and discover there are those who still believe in you? This is the power

         of BO’S CAFÉ—an authentic community where the unlikely are transformed. Pick up this terrific book and take a seat at the

         table of grace.”

      


      —Drs. Les and Leslie Parrott, founders of RealRelationships.com and authors of Love Talk
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      Dedicated to all the “Andys” who have been creating Bo’s Cafés for “Stevens” everywhere.


   

      Fenton’s —ill


      (Wednesday Evening, March 11)


      “They just never let up, do they?”


      He’s sitting right next to me—a guy about my dad’s age—with a tall glass of ice in front of him. He’s watching the tiny television

         bolted to the wall in the corner of the bar, balancing his chair with a flip-flopped foot propped up against the counter.

      


      A dozen empty chairs, and this guy’s sitting next to me. I get up and move a couple of stools over. I glance at him just long

         enough to size him up. He’s scruffy-looking, wearing an old Dodgers ball cap, ragged Levi’s, and a loud Hawaiian shirt. He

         looks like he’s been following Jimmy Buffett on tour. Old guys like this are all over Southern California. It’s as if they’re

         scattered around strategically by the Department of Tourism.

      


      “Sometimes it’s hard to figure, isn’t it?” he says, his eyes fixed on the TV.


      Is this guy talking to me? I think he’s talking to me. “I’m not really watching the game.”

      


      Still staring, he says through a mouthful of ice, “I’m not talking about the game.”


      I just need to stay quiet. He’ll figure out I want to be left alone.


      “You’re not a regular here.”


      I glance over at him. “No.”


      “No,” he repeats.


      “Look, no offense, but I’d really like to be alone.”


      He waves his hand. “No, hey—don’t let me bother you there, champ. You just keep at what you’re doing. Pretend I’m not here.”


      There’s a pause, and then he starts in again. “Yep, I’ve got my ice. Tall glass of ice, that’s what I’ve got. Nothing better

         than nature’s own H-2-O. Am I right?”

      


      Can’t this guy take a hint? I stare down at the bar, willing him to be quiet.

      


      “Cold, clean, no aftertaste. Just God’s own beverage. Agua. Yep, that’s my drink—el agua. It means ‘the water’ in Spanish. Those folks make a big deal out of the definite article, don’t they?” He shakes his glass

         and looks through it. “A lot of people might think el agua just means ‘water.’ Those same people would be wrong. It’s the water, isn’t it?”

      


      He looks over at me again. “Oops. Sorry. I’m bothering you, aren’t I? Look, you just pretend I’m not here.”


      Not even twenty seconds pass.


      “Truth be told, it’s not the water, really. It’s the ice. They say it’s bad for your teeth, but I love it. Crunching it. You

         know, the ice.”

      


      I shouldn’t be here. I should be home, watching the news with my wife and daughter after dinner. Instead, I’m sitting here,

         listening to some lonely old hippie chew ice.

      


      “Here” is a restaurant in east Culver City that has changed hands more often than a cafeteria tray. Its present name is Fenton’s

         Grill. On the sign out front, the neon Gr is blinking in and out, so the display sporadically reads Fenton’s ill. From the looks of the place, it’s easy to see why he would be.

      


      When I was a kid, Fenton’s wasn’t even Fenton’s. It was Petrazello’s—a friendly neighborhood restaurant, clean, homey, and

         reasonably priced. Even after dark I felt safe walking there. It was always the centerpiece of life in the ten or so square

         blocks of my childhood world. Little League teams would wolf down pizza there. Dates sat stiffly in rented outfits at white-linen-covered

         tables. I was one of them, sitting across from gorgeous Brenda Magnusson. A perspiring freshman in an ill-fitting suit about

         to go to homecoming, where the entire world would discover that I couldn’t dance. Other nights the place transformed into

         a loud, smoky den where husbands gathered around a television set in the bar, praising or berating the Dodgers. The women

         sat nearby, praising and berating their husbands.

      


      Old man Petrazello was always there, day or night, greeting the neighborhood at the cash register or on busy nights reworking

         tables to jam as many into that room as the fire marshal would allow. Nobody ever seemed to mind how crowded it was. Nobody

         seemed in a hurry at Petrazello’s. You were in a room with familiar faces. Friends of your parents walking by your table,

         tousling your hair, calling you by a nickname, and telling you they saw the double you hit last game.

      


      Old man Petrazello carried candy in a pocket of his apron for the kids. Good candy. Not the cheap mints they put up front

         for a donation to the Civitans. Old man Petrazello was always smiling too. It’s as if he didn’t run the place for a profit

         but because he truly enjoyed being a relative to everyone in our neighborhood.

      


      But that was then, and this is now.


      The once attractive freestanding building with a few parking spaces and some nice landscaping was eventually asphalted over,

         and some other cheap buildings were added to form a strip mall. Fenton’s is now more bar than restaurant. The TV is still

         in the same spot—maybe even the same one, judging by the bent antenna. The lighting is a strange combination of harshly glaring

         and dim. I have no idea how that effect is achieved, but it can’t mask the fact that the floor is the same drab green linoleum

         I remember. Every few feet along the bar—now Formica instead of wood—are mismatched plastic dishes of Spanish peanuts. One

         bowl has little tiki faces. Another says, “Visit Arizona!”

      


      The “grill” is several wobbly tables with plastic vases of plastic flowers. So I opted for the bar.


      Fenton’s is about eight miles from where I work—not far by Southern California standards, but I hadn’t come down here in years

         until recently. I guess it’s embarrassing to see what my childhood world has become. My old neighborhood is on the decline—one

         in a long list of once proud middle-class communities falling victim to quick-cash stores and porn shops. Taking the surface

         streets from my office in Santa Monica, the scenery quickly morphs from manicured curbsides and executive condos to a conveyor

         belt of sputtering neon.

      


      But now, for the first time in a long time, I’m actually inside this joint. The first two times I ended up in the parking

         lot and didn’t even get out of the car. I just sat there, angry, resentful, and noisy. Arguments at home, conflicts at work

         all rattling around in my head. And this horrible feeling that I can’t drive far enough to get away from it. Something is

         wrong. Something’s not working, when everything should be working. I don’t know how to describe what I’m feeling. It’s like coming to a place in your life where all the slot lines

         come up cherry but nothing comes out of the machine. You sit there, hoping that staring will make something happen.

      


      I’m here again, I thought, and I’m hungry. Fenton’s “illness” aside, I might as well see what this place has sunk to.


      Everything on the menu looks a little scary. This is not a place where you gamble on meat loaf.


      The bartender is impatient even though he has few other customers.


      “I’ll have a manhattan.”


      Why did I say that? I’m not even sure what a manhattan is. I think my dad used to drink them. Something about Fenton’s wood-paneled

         decor suggests that a manhattan might be an appropriate drink for a person who doesn’t want to stand out.

      


      A half dozen or so patrons are engaged in muffled conversations. The place looks smoky, though I know the smoking ban in California

         makes that impossible. It’s as if all the smoke of years past is still hovering in the air. Or maybe it’s grease from the

         grill. The surface of the bar feels a little filmy.

      


      My manhattan appears, and I’m quickly acquainted with why I’ve never ordered one. It tastes like butane with a splash of syrup.

         I ask for a glass of water and mindlessly stare at the sports recap on the television.

      


      That’s when the scruffy-looking guy sat down… I think.


      Okay, what can I say without sounding like a jerk so he’ll get the message? Why do guys like this go into bars and try to

            start conversations with complete strangers?


      “She got to you last night, didn’t she?”


      “What?” My head whips in his direction.


      “Last night.”


      Now I’m getting ticked. “Who got to me? What are you talking about?”

      


      “Your wife,” he says. “You knew she was right, of course. Same stuff. But no way were you gonna own it. What would you do,

         anyway? Say you’re sorry and repeat the same thing next week? I can see why you drink.”

      


      “I’m not drinking!” I nearly shout. “I mean, I’m not a drinker.” I put some cash on the bar and get up.

      


      “Sure… lots of guys come in a bar and order stiff drinks by name because they’re not drinkers. Listen, sport, you’re not obligated

         to explain anything to me. Most people don’t want to deal with what’s eating at them. Just pretend I’m not here.”

      


      This guy has just called me “champ” and “sport.” What’s next, “chief”?


      “Your wife,” he says flatly. “The argument. The whole reason you drove down here instead of going home after work. I mean,

         this is a long way from Manhattan Beach.”

      


      I turn and look at him. “What was that?”


      “Gotcha there, didn’t I?” he says with a grin. “Pretty hard to just get up and leave when a total stranger starts reeling

         off details about your life. Am I right?”

      


      He walks over to me and puts his hand on my shoulder, like he’s about to tell an old friend a joke. In one move I push his

         hand off me and step back.

      


      “Get away from me. You don’t know me!”


      For a moment the room is frozen, my words hanging in the air.


      He raises his hands, palms toward me. “Whoa, whoa, whoa there, partner. Calm down. I’m just talking.”


      Just as I get to the door he calls to me. “You gonna just up and leave? You come to this place for maybe the third time in

         as many months and finally stumble inside. You’re telling me some guy starts throwing out some pretty accurate details about

         your life, someone who takes an interest in you and the problems that got you here… and you walk?”

      


      “What?” I turn back from the door. “What are you saying to me?”


      “Look, you’re making me strain my voice here, chief,” he says. “You want to talk, then come sit back down with your nonalcoholic

         manhattan.”

      


      I walk back to the counter. What am I doing talking to this nut? I don’t want to talk to anyone. I sit down in front of the flammable drink.

      


      “—even if he could tell you why you’re so sad?”


      “Listen. Who are you, Mister?”


      “I just thought you might be thinking something along those lines. See if this fits: It’s like you’re stumbling around in

         a dark room, bumping into furniture. How am I doing? Making sense?”

      


      I stare at him blankly.


      “I’ll take your silence as a yes.”


      His voice gets quieter and lower. “After many experiences, you’ve learned to memorize paths around the pain. You think you’ve

         finally figured out how to navigate in the dark. You almost get used to doing life in the dark. Then the next day, week, month,

         maybe while you’re sleeping, the furniture gets moved, and you slam your shin into an end table.

      


      “And each time, with each new bruise, you lose more and more hope, more confidence, more sense of purpose. You start reacting

         to pain more than anything else. You make decisions based on what hurts least. You avoid stuff you know you should face. You

         avoid interaction with people you suspect might be moving your furniture. Eventually that list grows to include a whole lotta

         people.

      


      “And the worst part is that it feels like almost everyone else can see you stumbling around. It’s like they can all see the

         furniture. They might never tell you this, but you’re pretty sure they know.”

      


      He looks at me, waiting, but I’ve lost my response. He turns back to the television. “So how am I doing, Steven?”


      “How do you know my name?”


      He ignores my question. “They want to tell you, you know.”


      “Who does?”


      He taps the bar with his fingertips. “Your friends. Your family. Those you work with. Truth is, some of them have actually

         tried. They want to help. But you don’t believe they can help. Sound familiar, Steven?”

      


      I sit up straight on my stool and nearly knock over my glass of water. “Look, I don’t know who you think I am, but I don’t

         know you. Now stop the game, pal, and tell me how you know me.”

      


      No response.


      I pick up my water glass and lean closer to him. “You want me to call the manager? Or do you want me to pour this glass of

         ice all over you before I throw you out in the street?”

      


      His voice is quieter now. “Yeah, I guess you could do that. Then you could drive home and pretend this didn’t happen. You

         could go back to what you’ve been doing. Pretend it’s just a bad week, a couple bad breaks. But you’ll be back. If not here

         then somewhere else.”

      


      He pauses.


      “And until you let someone shine a light into your room, nothing’s gonna change. Life’s gonna get more painful, more confusing,

         and darker. Pour ice on me if you want. Heck, throw me out if it makes you feel better.”

      


      The man tips up his glass and shakes a couple of ice cubes into his mouth.


      “Oh, by the way, you might wanna take that name tag off your shirt if you don’t want strangers calling you by name, Steven…

         . Just a thought.”

      


      I look down and see the name tag—the little sticker with my name on it that I’ve worn all day since that meeting outside the

         office. What an idiot! Might as well have been wearing a sign around my neck saying, “Please talk to me, I’m lonely!” I rip the sticker off my shirt.

      


      We’re both quiet, except for his obnoxious crunching.


      “Look,” I say. “I shouldn’t have reacted like that. I’m… I’m not in a very good place. And some stranger starts spouting stuff

         about me and I don’t know what to do. Maybe this is all a joke someone put you up to, but I need it to stop. What do you say

         we start over? Tell me your name and how you know me.”

      


      He shakes his head. “Oh no you don’t. I’ll call the manager out here and see why a perfect stranger wants to know my name.”


      I chuckle. “I deserved that, didn’t I?”


      “Yes, you did.


      “Steven,” he says, “would it help if you knew that I’m from this neighborhood? I grew up here too. I remember when this place

         was Petrazello’s. Gracious Sister of Monrovia, they had great pizza! The sauce… It had this sweetness to it. Remember? Nobody

         was sure if it was cinnamon or what.”

      


      “I’d forgotten that.”


      “You can’t find that sauce anymore. It died with old man Petrazello.”


      Then he smiles warmly, searching my eyes. “Maybe it would help if I told you that I know your dad.”


      “You do? Why didn’t you say that at the start?”


      “I’ve seen you before this,” he says. “You were sitting in the parking lot.”


      “How did you know it was me?”


      “Your dad told me about the car. Steven, I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but there aren’t a lot of late-model SL-Class Mercedes

         in this neighborhood.”

      


      “So you know my dad, huh?”


      He nods. “We were pretty good friends when you were a little kid. Hung out here a lot. Then I got on the fast track, and we

         sort of lost touch until a few years ago. Anyway, he brags about you, you know. So I’ve kind of kept a watch for you and followed

         your life the last couple years. That’s how I was sure it was you today when you walked into Fenton’s. I was walking out of

         Radio Shack next door and thought, How cool is this? I know this kid, but he doesn’t know me. Let’s have some fun.”

      


      “So that’s how you knew about Manhattan Beach?”


      “Yep.”


      “So, you’re not a mind reader, after all?”


      “Not really. But I kind of was there for a while, wasn’t I?”


      “Yes, you were.”


      “I’m surprised he hasn’t told you about me.”


      “Me too.”


      We’re quiet again, both staring at the television set. Finally I laugh. “So are you going to tell my dad I threatened to beat

         up one of his friends?”

      


      “No, that can be our secret.”


      “Explain this, then.” I look away from the TV. “You said some things a couple minutes ago that my dad wouldn’t have known.

         What was that about?”

      


      He gives me a sideways look. “What stuff was that?”


      “You know, the fight with my wife and… that whole bumping-into-furniture thing.”


      “Oh, I just get those little sayings off the Internet. Sometimes they’re from Dr. Phil, sometimes Oprah.”


      “No, you don’t.” I shake my head. “How did you know those things about me? I hide that stuff pretty well.”

      


      “Maybe not as well as you think.” He lets that last statement hang in the air for a while. I’m not sure what to say. This

         guy may be my dad’s friend, but he’s still pretty annoying.

      


      He spins around on his stool and jumps up, like a little kid.


      “Come outside for a second? I wanna show you something.”


      He takes a few steps toward the door and turns to me. “Come on, it’s not like you’ll miss your drink.”


      So I follow his flip-flopping feet out to the parking lot. There, sitting directly next to my car, is a shiny cherry-red vintage

         convertible.

      


      He leans against the trunk. “Nice, huh? Buick Electra—1970. Only about six thousand ever made it to the street. Less than

         two hundred still running. Four-fifty-five with eight cylinders and 370 horses pulling this sled. I redid the whole thing

         myself from the ground up.” He looks lovingly at the car. “Even the upholstery. The door panels and the whole steering assembly

         came from an Electra owned by Cary Grant.”

      


      When he sees my blank stare, he says, “He was an actor… in the forties and fifties, um, before Brad Pitt was born. Anyway,

         you gotta jiggle the passenger door handle from the inside to get in, and she drinks a lot of oil. But if you want to get

         your hair scared, there ain’t nothing like this ride! You can sit in it if you’d like.”

      


      It truly is an impressive vehicle, especially the storage compartment which makes up half its size. You could drive a present-day

         hybrid into that trunk and still have room for groceries. This car looks like a shiny safety-deposit box on whitewall tires.

         No big fins, no gimmicks—Detroit’s last attempt to build a car that could comfortably fill an entire lane.

      


      I shake my head. “Thanks. I can see it just fine from here.”


      He hops in the car, starts the engine, and puts it in gear. “Suit yourself. Maybe we’ll see each other again. Nice to meet

         you, though.”

      


      “Hold on a minute,” I yell.


      He puts the car back in park and lets the engine idle. “Look, Steven, you’ll never discover most of what you went searching

         for tonight as long as you’re setting the terms. That’s how this stuff works. Maybe you came here for a reason. Or maybe you were brought here.” He peers

         into my eyes. “What if God brought you here to meet an old guy with a Buick Electra who may be just a little further down

         the road than you? I don’t believe much in coincidence. Maybe this is nothing more than a funny practical joke God let us

         stumble into. Or maybe both of us have been led here.”

      


      He reaches into his wallet and fumbles around.


      “My name’s Andy. Here’s my card.”


      I take it from him. There’s nothing on it but a name—Andy Monroe—and e-mail address.


      “You decide you want to ride around in this cream puff, e-mail me. Okay?”


      He puts the car into reverse. Then he smiles at me and slips on a pair of sunglasses as if it were noon.


      His giant Buick Electra with white upholstery and whitewall tires slowly rumbles its way out of the parking lot. By the time

         I look up from putting his card in my wallet, he’s vanished down Colorado Boulevard into the chilly early spring night air.

      


   

      “You Really Don’t Get It, Do You?”


      (Late Evening, Wednesday, March 11)


      By the time I work my way down the Coast Highway and into our gated Manhattan Beach neighborhood, it’s after eleven. Our gaslight-lined

         street looks even more quiet, safe, and elegant after driving through the area of sketchy, weed-choked rental houses that

         dominate life around Fenton’s.

      


      I pull into our circular driveway and turn off the car, admiring our home. The landscapers did a good job this week upgrading

         our ground lighting. This is the first time I’ve seen it at night. It really takes the shadows out of the front terrace and

         ties it in well with the surrounding trees and shrubs.

      


      Lights are all still on inside. That’s not good. It means Lindsey’s up, probably rehearsing tonight’s version of her disappointment.


      I don’t need this. Not tonight.


      I sit there a while longer; tapping my fingers on the dash, hoping the lights will turn off.


      We weren’t always like this. It wasn’t this hard. I actually used to look forward to coming home. We’d call each other during

            the day. And when I walked in, I don’t know, it was fun. I’d open some wine and we’d talk.


      More tapping.


      And what does she have to be disappointed about? What am I not doing? I could be doing a lot of other things than working

            this hard. If anyone should be complaining, it’s me.


      Ten minutes later I finally walk into the house. Lindsey’s standing at the kitchen sink and doesn’t turn around at my “Hey

         there!” My wife is a strikingly attractive woman. She has dark brown eyes and hair exactly the same color. She’s in great

         shape and dresses like she knows it. I married her, in part, because of her self-confidence. When we get crossways, it’s what

         I can’t stand about her.

      


      “I’ve called three times today at your office and twice on your cell phone.” She blurts it out with her back to me, like she’s

         hoping the suddenness will cause me to confess something.

      


      “Steven, you were going to pick her up from school today. You and her. You were going to have some time with your daughter.

         Remember?”

      


      “Crap!” I start for the stairs. “I totally spaced it.”


      She lets me get halfway up before she says, “She’s asleep. Come back down the stairs. You’ll wake her up.”


      She turns fully toward me and lets me see her disdain.


      “Steven, she stood at the loading zone for over an hour after school. Parents picking up kids circled around, concerned about

         her. ‘Are you okay? Do you need a ride?’ ‘No,’ she had to say over and over. ‘My dad will be here soon.’ ”

      


      “Enough. I get it.” If I don’t stop her, she’ll just keep at me.


      “She’s eleven once,” she continues. “This is it; this is that time. When you promise something, you can’t just—”


      “Don’t start this,” I say. “I made a mistake. I forgot. I screwed up, okay? I’ll talk to her later.”


      “Oh, ‘later.’ ” She nods sarcastically. “Which ‘later’ would that be, Steven?”


      “Don’t patronize me, Lindsey. You know what I mean.”


      “No, I don’t. I really don’t,” she says as she paces into the living room, straightening magazines that are already straight.

         “Is this the ‘later’ like those other commitments you make and don’t keep? Or is this a different one? I’m curious.”

      


      “Knock it off,” I say, raising my voice. “I don’t need this right now.”


      “Shhh! You’re going to wake her up. She doesn’t need to hear this.”


      “Oh, that’s great,” I say even louder, throwing my briefcase down. “Yeah, that’s good. Take a few jabs and then tell me to

         be quiet. Great!”

      


      She turns away and almost under her breath says, “I can’t keep doing this.”


      “Doing what?”


      “This.” She swipes her arm across the entire room. “All of it.” She holds her gesture, then slumps her shoulders and sighs.

         “I can’t keep covering for you, Steven. Jennifer loves you. You’re her dad. But she’s starting to not trust you, to no longer

         count on you. I don’t want that. I don’t want my daughter to grow up that way. She deserves more, Steven.”

      


      “Don’t start the drama, Lindsey.”


      “You don’t get it, do you, Steven? The pattern doesn’t change. You’re upset with your life and you take it out on me, on us.

         I am continually walking on eggshells around you. I’ve never walked on eggshells with anyone. Didn’t even know what it meant.

         And now, for Jennifer’s sake, it feels like all I do when you’re around.”

      


      She stops for a moment, as though she’s counting the cost of what’s coming next.


      “You know what? I’m not unhappy—not until you come in with your resentment.”


      “Here we go,” I mumble.


      “You’re so dissatisfied with your own life,” she says, back to straightening things, “that you can’t bear the thought of anyone

         being dissatisfied with theirs. You can’t tolerate the notion that it could possibly have anything to do with you. So you

         tear into everyone and everything and can’t understand why everything is all torn up around you.”

      


      “That’s not fair,” I shoot back.


      “You’re right. It’s not fair. Here’s how it goes.”


      She runs up to the front door, acting out what she is saying. “You walk in with something you’re unhappy about.” She runs

         back to the couch. “Then I try to reason with you. And you get louder and louder and meaner and meaner.” She takes a step

         toward the kitchen. “Then, when I can’t stand it, or you scare me enough, I leave the room.” She then walks back into the

         middle of the living room with her arms stretched out. “And somehow you imagine that you won.”

      


      I try to respond, but she stops me, raising her hand.


      “You know what?” She slowly shakes her head, a forced smile on her face that is more of a grimace. “I used to be able to stay

         in the ring with you. But something inside me has gone away. I’ve lost my confidence. I’ve lost who I used to be. I don’t

         even recognize me anymore. So, Steven, you win. You’ve beaten me down to where I can’t help you anymore.”

      


      “Look,” I say, trying to calm myself down. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I screwed up. Okay?” I walk into the living

         room. “Is that what you need to hear? I screwed up. I’ll make it up to her. I can find some time later this week. I’m sorry,

         all right?”

      


      She slowly walks over to stand right in front of me. “No, see, that’s not going to work this time, Steven. I’m done. I sat

         here tonight, as I waited and waited… again. And somewhere around eight thirty I found myself thinking something’s wrong with

         you. And I don’t know what it is. I don’t know if you’re having an affair or if the man I thought I knew has turned out to

         be a phony. So I’m done. I mean, really done.”

      


      “Why do you do that?” I ask. I hate it when she pulls the “affair” card. “Why do you always have to accuse me of an affair?

         You do this all the time. You know you can get me angry accusing me of an affair. All right, you got me. I’m angry.”

      


      She spins completely around in exasperation. “You really don’t get it, do you? You’re so wrapped up in your own arrogant little

         world that you can’t see what’s going on, can you?”

      


      “My little world?” I yell, getting louder with each word. “Oh! Excuse me, then. Would that be the arrogant little world that

         lets you spend half your day at a health club or gossiping with your little friends at fashionable little wine bars, on my

         dime? Would it be that arrogant little world?”

      


      “See, there you go. You think it’s all about the stuff. You think everyone should walk around bowing to you for what you can

         do.”

      


      She runs into the kitchen, calling out from there: “You’re so blind, Steven. Jennifer isn’t going to remember that she had

         all the stuff.”

      


      She walks purposefully back out of the kitchen, dramatically waiting a moment before she says: “She’s going to remember that

         you weren’t here. And even when you were here, you weren’t here. That’s what she’ll remember.”

      


      “That’s crap, Lindsey!” I yell.


      “All we have ever wanted was you, your person. And with all your skills and magic, you have been totally incapable of providing

         that for your wife and daughter.”

      


      “Shut up, Lindsey. Shut up!”


      “You’re doing it again. You get angry, then you get loud, and then you get stupid. Angry and stupid. Angry and stu-pid.” She pops the p.

      


      “Don’t do that!” I step toward her.


      “Do what?”


      “Stop it! You know what I’m talking about.”


      “Do you know that what you find significant means nothing to either of us? All your importance at the office, all your greatness.

         Nothing. Zip. Nada.”

      


      That’s when I snap. I yell and grab a vase of flowers off the dining room table, whacking her arm with my shoulder as I reach

         for it. I swing the vase like a discus thrower, flowers and water flying across the room and onto her. Then the vase slips

         out of my hands and explodes on the staircase. For a moment, we both look at the room, covered with flowers, broken glass,

         and dripping water. I’m breathing hard, my fists clenched at my sides.

      


      “Sometimes,” I growl through my teeth, “I really, really do not like you, Lindsey!”


      She swallows. “You’re acting like a crazy man, Steven.” Her voice is forced calm.


      I step right in front of her and yell at the top of my lungs, “Just shut up! Shut your stinking, stupid, fat mouth!”


      She tries to move away from me. Almost involuntarily I block her path.


      “Get away from me,” she says quietly.


      “No! I hate this!” My entire body is screaming. I can’t calm down. “Do you hear me? I hate you! Do you hear me?”


      Lindsey runs up the stairs. I run up after her, not knowing why. She’s standing in front of the closet when I get to the bedroom.


      “Get away!” she screams. “Get away from me, Steven! I’ll call the police!”


      “Stop it!” I yell. “Just talk to me. I’m not doing anything. I’m not going to do anything.”


      She runs toward the bathroom.


      “Don’t go in there, Lindsey!” I scream out. “I’m warning you. Don’t close—”


      Before she can close the door, I run toward it and slam my full weight into it. The door flies open, knocking her down on

         the other side.

      


      She shrieks, “Oh, God! You broke my nose! I think my nose is broken! Get away from this door. Get away from me!”


      I let go of the door. She slams and locks it. She’s crying, moaning, and screaming all at the same time.


      What am I doing?


      “Okay. Lindsey, calm down. I want us to talk.”


      She’s sobbing on the other side of the door. “I’m scared, Steven. I just need you to leave me alone.”


      “I didn’t do anything.”


      “You hurt me! I’m bleeding.”


      I rest my forehead on the door. She’s still sobbing. “Come on, Lin. That was an accident. I’m sorry. Open the door.”


      After a few moments she says quietly, “Steven?” She has stopped crying.


      “What?”


      She waits several more seconds before slowly saying, “I need to take Jennifer and leave right now.”


      “What do you mean? Leave where? Where are you going to go?”


      “To my mom’s. I need you to get away from the door and go downstairs. Will you do that?”


      I hate everything about this. If she leaves, everything is going to go nuts. But I can’t stop her. She’s already scared.


      “Are you really bleeding, Lindsey? Are you all right?”


      “I’ll be all right if you just get away from the door.”


      “All right, Lindsey. I’ll go downstairs. I’m going downstairs right now.”


      I turn and in a blur somehow find my way down the stairs and to a chair at the far end of the living room. I sit there stunned,

         my entire body shaking. My mind is racing. How did this happen? I’ve got to fix this and I don’t know how. What is Jennifer going through? She had to hear most of that.

            What is Lindsey saying to her?


      In a few minutes both Lindsey and Jennifer descend the stairs, each carrying an overnight bag.


      “Call me when you get to your mom’s house, will you?”


      Lindsey doesn’t answer. Jennifer looks back at me, confusion in her eyes. She walks a step toward me and tries to say something,

         but nothing comes. Then she notices the broken vase and scattered flowers, evidence of what she just heard from her room.

         She turns back to me with a look of fear.

      


      “It’s all right, honey. Your mom and dad are just working through some things right now. Everything’s—everything’s going to

         be fine. I’ll see you tomorrow. We all just need to get some sleep. We’re gonna be fine.”

      


      There are no responses. Only the sound of the front door closing behind them.


   

      “She’s a Lot of Detroit Magic, She Is.”


      (Thursday Morning, March 12)


      Next time I check, my watch reads 3:00 a.m. I’ve spent the last few hours staring at the ceiling, rehearsing everything Lindsey

         and I said, replaying the scene of my wife and daughter walking out the door. I’m spent. I cleaned up the mess. Now I can’t

         go to sleep, but I can’t think clearly either. Lindsey never called from her mom’s. I can’t call her this late, so I have

         to wait a few hours to make sense of anything.

      


      Everything’s too quiet here in the dark. My head is buzzing. And for the last hour all I’ve been able to hear is Andy’s voice

         from earlier in the evening: “You could go back to what you’ve been doing… . But you’ll be back… . And until you let someone shine a light into your room,

            nothing’s gonna change. Life’s gonna get more painful, more confusing and darker.”


      Last night at Fenton’s seems like a month ago now. Was Andy legit? Does the guy know my dad or is he just some spooky old

         stalker guy?

      


      I grab my wallet to find his card.


      Let’s just see what Google has to say about you, Mr. Andy Monroe.


      I sit down at the computer and type in “Andy Monroe.” There’s a songwriter named Andy Monroe. He dominates most of the first

         few pages. I’m pretty sure that’s not him. There’s also a playwright… an expedition diver… and a bull rider.
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