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  Dedication




   




  This book is dedicated with love




  To an unrivaled artist




  Dan Fogelberg




  Rest in peace would’ve liked to have met you.




  





  The Stage:




   




  THE INCOMING CLASS OF 2014




  CORDIALLY INVITES YOU




  TO THE




  25TH ANNIVERSARY




  HIGH SCHOOL REUNION




  PARTY




  OF SAINT MARY MAGDALENE




  BASILICA HIGH SCHOOL




  CLASS OF 1988




  IN THE SCHOOL GYMNASIUM




  FRIDAY




  AUGUST 2ND




  AT 7:30 PM




   




  The Class of 2014 Has Worked Hard To Make This One Special




  So Think Twice Before You RSVP




   




  Part One




  




  
Chapter One
July 31st, 2013





   




  Russell James Blaudel crumpled up the invitation and tossed in the trash. “Just unpause The Duke.” They looked at Stagecoach.




  Monica Blaudel, his soon to be twenty year old daughter scrunched her brow. “John Wayne was meant to be a lonely ranger dad, you weren’t.”




  Her dad was forty-three, about one seventy, five-nine, black hair graying at the temples and handsome. He sat on his favorite easy chair, a tannish affair that had been restored twice. Russ never intentionally threw anything away he loved—and despite his physical fitness routine, there was nothing better than sitting on his chair watching a classic with one of his twin children. No visible jewelry, no rings and thirteen years divorced.




  “You’ve been on me about that since you were fifteen.” His daughter was perched on the matching couch, jeans, old Brittany Spears T-shirt and bare feet tucked underneath her. She was every bit his daughter, though not as wiry, same black hair—except hers was halfway down her back in a straight pony tail. She wore her late mother’s engagement ring on her right middle finger and her Confirmation crucifix was usually visible. She never wore boob shirts and her jeans were never too tight.




  “I'm not unpausing Stagecoach until you talk about Kitty and Friday.” Russ scratched a place above his clavicle. He couldn’t remember the last time anyone in that house spoke Kitty’s name. Appropriate, since his kids never met the woman.




  Blaudel stretched in his suit pants, rolled up sleeves and loose tie. The top button of his white shirt was open and his pants were black. The living room size was medium and it was clean. He had grown up in this house, as had his kids. A million pictures of them, even some of them with his late ex-wife. The room was ordered. A few books; Chesterton, Lewis, Hahn, Sheen and Sheed as well as the family bible, he eyed the front door and the hall to the dining room as well as the stairs. There was an opposite hall to the kitchen. Behind the flat screen were sliding doors to the back yard. Finally, there was a den off the living room that had been the playroom for him and siblings, now the priest and nun; then it was his kids’ playroom and it had become his home office. “I have to wrap your present if you don’t want to watch the movie.”




  “I do want to watch the movie and I'm old enough to not need presents, and we are going to discuss Friday,” now the businessman sighed.




  “Dinner at your favorite restaurant, dessert at the place of Rusty’s choice, you bring Brett and he brings Lisa, a twentieth birthday to remember. Then I go home and let my grown kids fly.” This had basically been the tradition since the kids had been kids, alternating restaurant and dessert choices.




  “I changed the reservation ‘till tomorrow and made sure your secretary’s worked your schedule. Rusty and I discussed that reunion—this time you’re going.” Her father stood up.




  “In twenty-five years I’ve never gone.” He went to the window which made his daughter grimace. At that moment Rusty came down the stairs.




  Rusty was every bit a junior, he looked practically identical to his dad at twenty. The younger wore jeans and sea green polo. Though he had inherited his mother’s brown eyes, as his father and sister had blue—also the younger Blaudel wore glasses like his mother had and he wore her wedding band on his right pinky.  “Movie over?”




  “Paused,” Russ explained, looking at the lawn.




  “Did you tell him Kitty will be at this reunion?” Their father closed his eyes.




  




  
Chapter Two
August 2nd, 1980





   




  Russell James Blaudel, ten years old, opened his eyes on the beautiful day in his backyard. “Tag, you’re it.” A hand touched his orange and red—ah, the seventies—striped turtleneck in the back. His too blue with white side striped shorts were something better left in the Carter administration. But hey!




  “I'm on you.” He turned, but his best friend was already running away. Pixie cut chestnut brown hair and a white T-shirt with yellow shorts, even at ten, Kathleen “Kitty” Slater was athletic. They both wore white sneakers and striped athletic socks.




  Russ chased her around the oak tree. “Kit,”—he missed. “This is it Kitty, if I get you,”—he missed again.




  “If you get me then what?” Squealing with glee, she evaded him again.




  “I’ll give you a new nickname,” he grabbed the tomboy’s shoulder just long enough and let go. They’d been playing in the backyard together so many years that neither remembered when the friendship began—probably in diapers.




  Kitty went eye to eye with him. “Okay Russ, what is my new nickname?”




  “No one can call you it but me,” she took him by surprise by puckering up and quickly kissing him on the cheek. That was something new and it was their first kiss, puppy love.




  He blushed and took a step back. “I'm gonna marry you someday.” Strong words for a ten year old girl. But tell me that you’ve never heard it on a playground.




  “Really?” She giggled again.




  “Soooo… who am I?” From the living room window, his mother, Shana Marie Blaudel watched chuckling.




  “You’re my Kit Kat.” They looked at each other smiling.




  Kitty approached him “Kit Kat?”  A cross between what everyone else called her and the actual name of her favorite candy bar.




  “Mmmm… yeah.”




  “I like it.” Dave Blaudel, the boy’s father joined his mom and put his arm around her.




  The elder Blaudel asked for an update and laughed.




  Outside the conversation continued. “Good.”




  “But,” he waited and then she tagged him and ran. “You’re still it.”  Russ chased.




  His parents laughed.




  




  
Chapter Three
2013





   




  “I don’t speak of her.” Russ turned to his children and then walked to his office. “Turn the TV off and follow me.” He opened the office door.




  Monica got up and turned off the TV. She stopped the ancient VHS copy of Stagecoach. Then she and her brother padded after their father who turned the light on.




  The office was different. It was not ordered. It had pictures of the kids, but it also had a birthday party picture from when Russ was fifteen, the only picture Rusty or his sister had ever seen, outside the yearbook, of Kitty Slater. There were also three framed movie posters; The Searchers, The Rio Bravo and True Grit. There were various papers, even wrapping paper and files around the corners of the room and the desk wasn’t ordered. It was piled with a laptop as well as more papers and files.




  “What dad?” his son asked.




  Russ sat behind the desk. “We need a new topic and as this this is your last birthday on my watch.” From the drawer he retrieved a box from Kay jewelers and an envelope.




  “Daddy?” Monica asked. “I’ll always be your little girl.” She and her brother sat in the two folding chairs facing the desk.




  Her father smiled. “Yes, you will. But,” he sighed. “But you’re not children anymore.” He glanced at the picture of him and Kit Kat over his fifteenth birthday cake. Then he looked at Rusty fast. The twins noticed.




  “You were twenty when she left dad,” Monica ejaculated.




  “I don’t speak of it,” was repeated. He but the velvety black box in front of her and the envelope in front of her brother.




  “You don’t have to face it as a lonely ranger,” his daughter began.




  “I don’t remember you dating… ever, you and mom never went out. After the divorce, never, we had the same teachers you did,” his son went on.




  “You weren’t like this with Kitty,” they looked at each other, “and that ended,”—




  “Twenty-three years ago Friday,” Russ concluded.




  “When you were twenty,” Rusty concluded trying to be smart.




  “That’s why this birthday is such a big deal for you, dad. Your whole life hinges on when you were twenty,” a new thought from the daughter.




  “Childhood’s end? Or something?” his son suggested, who looked his sister and they nodded. Oy Vey.




  “Let me suggest something else.” He got up and went to the window, opening the blinds and revealing the oak tree. “Maybe all your birthdays are precious to me because you two are precious to me and I watched twenty years go by in a blink.”




  Russ leaned against the window sill and looked at his kids. “And you feel that as over because you grew up at twenty?”




  “That’s the problem with you Monica, you’re too damn smart.” Though frustrated, her father beamed with pride.




  “No dummies in Prelaw at Steubenville dad,” Rusty joked.




  “Or PreMed,” she poked her brother.




  “Yes, my life changed at twenty and I had to grow up.”  He sighed. “No, your mother and I weren’t all I hoped for. But she gave me you two and I love you guys more than life itself.”




  “We love you too dad,” they said together.




  He went back his chair and held the back standing. “Kitty Slater is back and single, you gotta face her.” This time it was Rusty.




  “I agree Dad,” Monica smiled.




  Russ looked down and sighed. “Open your presents.”




  




  
Chapter Four
1989





   




  “Happy birthday Lover,” Kitty, 19, told him and crossed her fine legs on his bed. Pink toenails, but everything else was tomboy. Toned and tan and she still had that beautiful pixie cut at 19. She was also perfect in her boyfriend’s eyes. In those awkward years between becoming an adult and living as an adult a happy couple can really know joy.




  Russ accepted the box. “What’s this?” He was curious. He was hard to shop for. His dad had given up. The Business Major leaned against the wall with the poster of The Searchers.




  “Open it,” she said coyly. She looked around his room. Yes, he had grown up in it. College commuter—he was boring and she wouldn’t have it any other way.




  Except for the posters and the titles of his books the layout hasn’t changed for her boyfriend in all the years they’d known each other. Friends and then older and then more than friends. Same twin bed, same crucifix, same dresser and he still had clothes on the floor.




  “Okay.” He tore the striped paper. “Oh my God.”




  Stagecoach on VHS.




  In 1989 VHS was still expensive and not easy to buy classics. What do you get for the guy who has everything?




  Something he just still may be using in twenty-four years.




  “I guess you like it,” she smiled.




  “Like it,” his eyes looked like saucers, “I,”—he looked up at Kitty’s expectant face.




  “Love it?” Her soft green eyes danced.




  “Not as much as I love you Kit Kat,” he kissed her. It was passionate and hard. They kissed beautifully and then Russ kissed down to her neck. Then they looked down and the VHS and he grinned. She put it on the nightstand and kissed him again. Then Kitty began to use her hands. It wasn’t always the plan, but sometimes he gave in.




  The jock and the egghead, two gorgeous college students very much in love, made love and when they were done, he held her tight. They spooned and she could tell he was happy but not completely at ease with the situation. This is why they made love so sporadically, he really was trying to wait for marriage.




  “Are you going to Confession about this?” He would.




  “Mmmm,” he smelled her hair. “Let’s think about something else.” She was small but sturdy in his arms.




  “Are you happy with me?” Stupid question.




  “You’re all I ever want Kit Kat.” She kissed his arm.




  “Even if I make you feel guilty sometimes?” she raised an eyebrow and studied Our Lord on the cross. She was also Catholic, but not as serious.




  “Never said it was guilt. Never said I had any regrets. We can’t get married in college, but we won’t always be in college.” Russ hesitated. “Holding you I feel… complete.”




  “You’re the only person I let myself be a girl with.” Raised by a single mother and a total Tomboy, Kitty was the Annie Oakley of Rose, CT.




  “You are faster and stronger and a better shot than any man I know,” he reminded her. “But to me, you’re all woman.”




  “Oh, yeah?” she patted his arm and grinned. She had perfect little teeth.




  “Tell me.” Russ’s heart was pounding in his chest, like love would make it explode.




  “I beat Lieutenant Thompson in Target practice.” He was the Reserves champion at the base she served at. Well, Kit Kat’s boyfriend guessed she was now.




  “That’s amazing.” Russ was never sure what she was saying when she talked military, but be never let on. “Kit Kat, that’s really incredible,” he leaned up and kissed her cheek. The room was very blue, the carpet very tan.




  “I feel so empowered during drill,” and they were the emptiest weekends of her boyfriend’s life.




  “I feel empowered when you smile.” Kitty rolled over and her breasts pressed against her lover. “I feel more alive.”




  “You show me joy.”




  




  
Chapter Five
2013





   




  Rusty opened the envelope. “Oh, dad. The concert.” Two rather expensive music tickets with backstage passes and two round trip train tickets. Also a dinner for two gift certificate at a famous restaurant. Not cheap.




  “You and Lisa will enjoy yourselves. Take my Amex, if anything goes wrong,” not like signing Russell Blaudel would be a lie.
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