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“Beautiful place for a wedding,” Betty said as she parked the car in Windhamwood Resort's overflow lot.  “Remind me, dear: how are you related to the young bride?”

“I wouldn't call her a young bride,” Margaret answered evasively.  “I was nearly twenty-six when I married Charles, and Maggie is a darn sight older than that.”

“Maggie?” Betty asked, snatching the wedding invite from Margaret's hand.  “Is she named after you?  You never did tell me who this girl is to you.”

Margaret harrumphed.  “Of course I told you.  You must have forgotten.”

“Well, then, tell me again.”

“Where's the sense in that?” Margaret snipped.  “Nothing sticks in your little brain.”

Betty tittered.  “Even so, I'd be keen on knowing whose wedding I'm about to attend.”

Margaret's heart clenched.  “The bride is of no relation.  I sat for her mother when I was young—helped me pay for university.  That's all there is to it.”

“Oh,” Betty replied.

Margaret tried not to flinch.  She knew Betty could read her like a book.  

Betty always seemed to know when she was lying, and said, “I thought a wealthy benefactor paid for your schooling.”

“Nursing school, yes,” Margaret replied.  “During my first few years at university, I took on babysitting jobs in the neighbourhood.  Tutoring, too.  And each summer I worked at the—”

“Popsicle factory,” Betty joined in.  “Yes, I've heard that story so many times I could no doubt tell it myself.  I just didn't know you'd ever babysat.  I can't imagine you caring for children.” 

“Yes, well...”  Margaret felt beads of sweat accumulating on her upper lip.  She used the wedding invitation as a fan before saying, “Are we going to sit in this hot car all day, or shall we attend the ceremony?”

Betty checked her watch as Margaret pushed open the door.  “We are a touch early, dear.”

“I'd like to get my bearings,” Margaret replied.

“Good idea.  Very good.  Perhaps a stroll around the grounds?”

Margaret had already walked away from the car by the time Betty emerged.  The poor woman was breathing quite heavily by the time she caught up.  “Would you look at that lake?” Betty said, pointing it out in the distance.  “Isn't that a sight to behold!”

“Quite lovely,” Margaret replied, watching the sun sparkle off its surface.

After a long moment looking out across the sprawling resort, Betty said, “I'm surprised you wanted to come.  I thought you hated weddings.”

Margaret felt quite puzzled by this revelation.  “Who ever said I hated weddings?”

“You don't attend them very often.”

“I'm not usually invited,” Margaret reasoned. 

“Strikes me as odd that you were invited to this one,” Betty casually remarked as she brushed the wrinkles from her skirt.  “You babysat the girl's mother, you say?  Not exactly a close connection, is it?”

Taking the opportunity to change the subject, Margaret pointed across the sprawling expanse to where a huge white tent was set up.  “That must be where the wedding will take place.”

“Or the reception,” Betty replied.

“They held the reception last night.”

“Before the wedding?”  Betty seemed scandalized.  “I was hoping for a nip.”

“I'm afraid you're plum out of luck.  They're putting out high tea after the ceremony, but no alcohol.  That way nobody drives home intoxicated.”

“Well, yes, I suppose that's perfectly reasonable,” Betty said as she bumbled down the hillock toward the lake.  “I was just in the mood for a tipple, that's all.”

Betty's turn of phrase sent Margaret barreling back to the distant past, to the time in her life that had landed her at this very wedding.  Every sense ignited as she remembered sitting in the Bensons' front room with her purse in her lap, finished for the evening and waiting only for her wages.  The children were long in bed and she'd spent much of the night at her studies.  

“Can I offer you a tipple before you take off?” Dr. Benson had asked.

The offer surprised her, because it implied that the doctor saw her as an equal.  For a man who was not only a medical practitioner but also as handsome as Rock Hudson to offer Margaret a drink was truly unprecedented in her life.

Before she could say no thank you, that she really ought to be getting home, Dr. Benson's darling wife clucked, “Oh, Fred!  You shouldn't be offering the girl alcohol.  She isn't yet twenty-one!”

“I'm afraid I am, Mrs. Benson,” Margaret interrupted.  “I turned twenty-one not three weeks ago.”

The lady of the house seemed distracted by the task of removing her evening gloves.  She barely took the time to remark, “Silly me—I thought you were the student.”

“Yes, that's right,” Margaret continued.  “I'm a university student, Mrs. Benson, not a high school girl.”

“You're thinking of that other sitter we had,” Dr. Benson cut in.  “Tricia was her name.”

“Oh, yes, that's right.”  Mrs. Benson turned as though she had only just realized Margaret existed.  “And you are...?”

“I'm Margaret, Mrs. Benson.  Margaret Miller.”

“Oh, that's right—Margaret.  It's all coming back to me now.  You're the one who's going through to be a nurse.”

“That's always been my aspiration, Mrs. Benson.”

Looking Margaret up and down, Mrs. Benson remarked, “Wise choice.  Plain girls do well in careers, don't you think so, Fred?”  Turning her icy gaze on her husband, she went on to say, “That other girl, Trixie—”

“Tricia.”

“Yes, Tricia.  She was a pretty young thing.  I believe she's married now.”

“That's right,” her husband replied.  He offered an apologetic chuckle, and then said, “We lose more babysitters that way.”

“Quite,” Mrs. Benson chirped as she swept off into the hallway.

“You'll pardon my wife,” Dr. Benson said quietly.  “She's terribly forgetful when it comes to names.”

“Of course,” Margaret replied, with the understanding that he was apologizing for so much more.  He was clearly embarrassed by his wife's remarks, though they were nothing Margaret hadn't heard from teachers and aunts.

“You'll have a drink, then?” the doctor asked.

From another room, Mrs. Benson clucked, “Goodness, Fred, would you pay Trixie for the evening and let her go?  A girl in her teens wants to get out with friends, not sit around with an old fuddy-duddy like you.”

“Actually, I'm not in my teens,” Margaret uttered, though the lady of the house had already swept up the stairs by the time she'd opened her mouth.  “And my name isn't Trixie.”

When Margaret met Dr. Benson's kindly gaze, he tilted his head knowingly.  “My wife...”

“No need,” Margaret cut in.  She always found it awkward when men made apologies for the women in their lives.  It was hardly the doctor's fault that he'd married a bubble-brained little madame.  “I ought to be on my way, at any rate.”

When Margaret rose from her seat, so did the doctor.  He asked, “Can I drive you home, Miss Miller?”

“Thank you, no,” she replied.  “I live very close-by: only a hop, skip and a jump away.”

The turn of phrase made her feel silly and childish, and she didn't know why she'd put it that way.

Dr. Benson smiled congenially.  He went to the mantel and plucked from it an envelope.  Clearly, this was her pay for the evening.  She traced her fingers across own name, Margaret Miller, admiring the script.  “Your wife has fine handwriting, Dr. Benson.”

He burbled and blushed before admitting, “It's actually my handwriting, that.”

A flush came over her.  She bowed her head to hide while tucking the envelope neatly into her purse. 

“I know what you're thinking,” the doctor went on.

On alert, Margaret asked, “Do you?”

“Why, certainly.”

Margaret gulped, feeling horribly flustered.

“You thought all doctors had chicken-scratch handwriting, didn't you?”  He chuckled to himself.  “Patients comment all the time.”

A wave of relief came over Margaret and she went along with the doctor's version.  “Yes, quite.”

What she had, in fact, been thinking was that she'd never come across a man who took care of household tasks, such as organizing the babysitter's pay packet.  It seemed more than a little unusual that Mrs. Benson hadn't written out the envelope herself.  

What did the woman do all day?

“Thank you, again,” Margaret said to the doctor as she made her way toward the door.

“I should be thanking you,” he replied.  “Let me show you out.”

The doctor followed at a respectable distance, and opened the door as she bent to lace her saddle shoes.  

Before leaving, Margaret said, “I hope you don't find me too forward in saying this, but...”

His eyes widened, and she struggled for breath.

“...but if you should find yourself in need of a babysitter in the near future, I hope you'll consider me first.  The children and I got on smashingly, and I was able to help them with their schoolwork after dinner.  They went to bed without a fuss after I read to them.  It was a perfectly successful evening.”

“Glad to hear it.”  Dr. Benson patted Margaret gently on the shoulder.  “I assure you we'll be in touch.”

* * *
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“IF ONLY WE'D BROUGHT a bag of bread,” Betty blustered as they looked across the small lake.

Shaking away her tender memories, Margaret asked, “Bread?  What ever do we need with bread?”

Betty indicated the waterfowl swimming along the shoreline.  “We could feed the ducks.”  

“Those are geese,” Margaret replied.  “And, anyway, you're not supposed to feed them bread.”

“Why not?”

In a haughty tone, Margaret said, “Bread makes their stomachs explode.”

“We used to feed the ducks all the time when I was young.  I never saw any stomachs explode.”

“Well, you wouldn't, would you?  It's not as if you're shoving them full of TNT.  The effect isn't quite so dramatic as that.”  In hopes of shifting the topic once more, Margaret said, “Let's see if we can't find a washroom before heading to the tent.”

“Good idea,” Betty said.  “This sunshine is doing my head in.”

“You ought to have worn a hat with a wider brim,” Margaret told her.

“Right you are, right you are!  Remind me next time.  You know how I forget.”
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