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This book is a work of fiction. Any
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purely coincidental. The characters are a creation of the author’s

imagination and are used fictitiously.




Chapter 1


Patsy stood in the

kitchen and looked through the window as she waited. Charles knew

she wanted to attend the Homeware party as she had told him on a

few occasions so he didn’t forget. She looked up at the clock

knowing she was already late. Patsy picked up the phone and dialed.

Eleanor took a little while to answer. “Eleanor, it’s me, Patsy.

Charles isn’t home yet. I really wanted to come to the party,” she

said.


Eleanor could hear the disappointment in her

voice. “Patsy, it’s fine. Tammy brought a friend and she placed a

whopping big order. Don’t worry,” Eleanor said.


“I’m sorry. Enjoy your party,” Patsy said as

she almost cut her call.


“Patsy are you still there?”


“Yes.”


“I wanted you here. You wanted to meet the

Homeware lady. This is something you could do. I know Charles won’t

let you work. He hasn’t arrived home on time, purposefully, so you

can’t come. You must do something, Patsy. He is ruling your life,”

she said.


“Eleanor, if she is available tomorrow

morning would you ask her if she could come and see me? I know I

have to have a party to get started. Would you host a party for me

if I signed up as a Homeware lady?”


“I won’t ask her but I will make sure she

comes and sees you. Did you make all the copies she needs? Did you

fill in that form? Of course I will host a party for you. Patsy get

out of that relationship. Get a divorce. He doesn’t treat you

right,” Eleanor said.


“Not all that easy. Eleanor, I will be here

all morning. I have to go. Enjoy your party. Charles has just

pulled up,” Patsy said.


“I will relay the message,” Eleanor said.


Eleanor walked through to her entertainment

area and looked at everyone. The women were placing rather large

orders. “Ladies, and Hope, in particular. I have a friend, Patsy,

who was supposed to be here tonight. Hope, she would like to sign

up as a Homeware dealer. Is it possible to make this her party?

Hope?”


Hope gasped. “Yes of course! When can I see

her?” Hope asked.


“Tomorrow morning, if you can fit her in to

your schedule. She has filled in her forms and has everything

ready. Ladies, we need to help my friend Patsy. I need you to book

a party with Patsy. Hope I am so sorry I am doing this to you,”

Eleanor said.


“Eleanor, go ahead. Is Patsy a close

friend?”


“She is a close friend. I want to help her so

I will book another party but I would like it at work,” Eleanor

said and everyone chimed in.


Hope took out a brand new diary and took a

pencil and passed it around. Every single woman booked a party for

during their lunch hour at work. She was amazed at the support. She

already had over thirty demonstrations booked. “Ladies, I will keep

this party open for another twenty four hours. If you can get more

orders let’s do this for Patsy,” Hope said as she handed every

woman a catalogue to put in their bags.


Eleanor opened bottles and bottles of wine.

The women were shopping.


Charles walked through and smiled a smug

little smile. “Hello, Patsy. I am starved. Is supper ready?”


“Yes supper is ready. Supper is always ready

on time. Charles I asked you to be on time. I really wanted to go

to that Homeware party I was invited to,” Patsy said as she took

the casserole dish out of the oven and dished up.


“My life cannot be regulated by Homeware

parties,” he said.


“But it can be regulated by the pub,” she

said.


“I haven’t been in a while. I felt like a

beer,” he said.


“Tonight of all nights. I have a pounding

headache. I think I will eat and have an early night,” she said as

she ate her meal. Charles could not take his liquor and she knew he

would probably eat and put the television on and fall asleep. She

hoped that would be the case. He got up with his plate in his hand.

“I am going to catch that series I enjoy,” he said as he walked

through to the lounge. Patsy sat and ate on her own and wondered

how the party was doing and whether Eleanor would earn a little

gift for hosting the party. She had read the brochures over and

over again and knew she would be a good saleslady. Patsy was a

go-getter and full of life. She knew every product and what the

benefits were. She hoped Eleanor’s friend could see her in the

morning. Patsy hadn’t even finished half her meal and she heard the

loud snores from the lounge and she got up and quietly walked over

and took the plate out of Charles’ hand and put it on the coffee

table. She fetched a blanket and covered him, knowing he would

wriggle down and get comfortable for the night so she walked back

to the kitchen and chuckled to herself. Maybe she had an easy life.

Sure, Charles was possessive but he wasn’t abusive and didn’t get

physical when he drank. He always passed out. She sat down and

carried on eating and thought about the huge plans she had for

herself. One of those plans was to get a divorce. She wasn’t in

love with Charles. He wouldn’t allow her to work and he shouted a

lot when he had a bad day. She had to make money and stash it until

she was ready to leave. Homeware would be her money spinner and her

escape. She finished her meal and went straight to bed. The dishes

would wait. She didn’t want to risk Charles waking up. Patsy lay

for hours thinking about what she could do to make money. It wasn’t

as though she didn’t have money but when she got married Charles

seemed to take over the finances. She eventually fell asleep.


Patsy got up early in the morning and cooked

their breakfast as she always did. Charles always ate a proper

breakfast before leaving for work. He never chatted but sat and ate

and left the moment he had finished. He got up and kissed Patsy on

the cheek and walked out. Patsy carried on eating. They had already

been married for two years. The physical part of their relationship

seemed to have been a thing of the past. There was no longer any

affection. Patsy sighed and got up and tidied up.


Hope drove up to the house and admired the

beautiful home. She walked to the door and rang the bell. Patsy was

so quick to answer and let her in. They sat down in the lounge and

Hope went through every possible detail. Patsy nodded as she

listened. She took the form from her handbag and handed it to Hope.

Hope went through everything and looked at her signature. “Does

your husband need to give his consent?”


“Consent?”


“Are you married in community of

property?”


“No. We have an ante nuptial contract. I need

not ask for permission.”


“I see you have made a note that this is a

new bank account.”


“Yes. I would like my earnings to be paid

into it.”


Hope smiled and nodded. “You don’t need a

bank account unless you are a manager. This business is strictly

cash. Now tell me why. Eleanor has gone out of her way to help you.

This husband of yours. Is there a problem? And, no, this is between

the two of us but I need to understand why you could not come to

the party last night. Why you are on edge the way you are?”


“I want to save enough money to pay for my

divorce. My money isn’t accessible and I had to close my bank

account a few years ago. Sure, I have everything my heart desires

but in fact I have nothing. Once my divorce has gone through I will

have control again. What I thought was love is in fact infatuation.

I have a beautiful husband.”


“You mean sexy,” Hope said.


“No, I really mean beautiful. I fell in love

with the gorgeous face and not the person,” she said and smiled and

got up and picked up a photograph and showed Hope.


“My God! He is stunning! He is a beautiful

man,” she said and smiled as Patsy nodded. “So you have a goal to

work towards.”


“Yes I do. The moment I reach that I will go

straight to the attorneys. I need to claim my life back and I can’t

do it sitting at home every day.”


“Are you qualified in any field?”


“I am a qualified doctor. I had to give it

up,” she said and Hope stared at her. “If I wanted to have the

beautiful husband I had to.”


“What a terrible choice to make! I have a lot

to tell you. Last night’s party was your start up party. The ladies

all booked demonstrations to be held at their offices.”


“I can attend the morning meetings but not

the evening meetings,” Patsy said as Hope handed everything to

her.


“Your starter kit will be ready tomorrow once

all the orders come in. Where would you like me to deliver it?” she

asked.


“To Eleanor. I will speak to Eleanor. I won’t

let you down.” She slipped everything under the couch and walked

Hope out. She sat and read through everything. It was time to

spring into action.


For the next three months Patsy worked like a

Trojan. She had demonstrations booked for every single day and

attended every single meeting. Charles never had a clue that Patsy

was raking in the cash. After three months she achieved her goal

and went straight to the attorney. She knew they were expensive but

it would be money she had set aside. She met with her family

attorney to get the divorce in motion. There was a lot for them to

do. Her divorce would become intricate and messy. She knew that as

a given. It took another three months for the paperwork to be drawn

up. Patsy was on tenterhooks as she waited.


Charles sat in his office chatting to his

assistant when the Sheriff of the Court walked through to his

office. Charles looked up. “There is a process to follow. You phone

and make an appointment. I will see you when I am available,” he

said.


“In my line of work I don’t stand in a queue.

I arrive and serve the papers,” the Sheriff of the Court said and

handed Charles an envelope.


“What is this?”


“Divorce papers.”


Charles almost ripped the envelope open. He

looked at the front page and smirked. He turned to each page and

signed on the dotted line and shoved the papers into the Sheriffs

hand.


The Sheriff went through every single page

and opened it to the last page and put it on the desk. “You skipped

a page,” he said and Charles stared at him. He looked down then

signed and dated the page. “Magistrate area,” he said and Charles

filled it in. The Sheriff took the document and put it back in the

envelope. “You can fetch your copy at our offices,” he said and put

a business card on the desk.


“You can make copies here,” Charles said.


“We don’t work that way,” the Sheriff said

and walked out nodding to Irene.


“Mister Ashworth what is going on?”


“Patsy has filed for a divorce,” he said and

turned his chair and looked out of the window.


“What does that mean?”


“It means nothing. She can move out of the

house tonight,” he said and swung his chair around and closed his

laptop. He picked up his jacket and briefcase. “See you tomorrow,”

he said as he walked out.


He made his way to the Sheriff’s office to

fetch his copy of the divorce papers and paid the hefty fee for the

set of copies. He was livid at the price he had to pay. As he drove

home he worked himself up. He was way past irate. He drove into the

driveway and saw the car parked in the driveway. Nothing would

deter him. He did not allow Patsy to have visitors when he was

home. He walked in and slammed the door then walked through to the

kitchen. “Patsy!” He walked through to the lounge and looked at

Patsy, Gerald and Eleanor. “What have I told you about visitors

once I get home!” he bellowed.


“I see your papers were delivered to you

today. Do you remember Eleanor and her husband, Gerald?” Patsy

asked.


“I recall meeting them and I think you need

to leave please,” he said as they all looked at him.


“I think you will be the one leaving,

Charles. Have you read through the divorce papers?” Patsy

asked.


“When am I supposed to read through them? I

have a very busy job,” Charles said.


“Maybe you need to sit down and read them.

Unfortunately I have taken ownership of everything that is

rightfully mine. Hand me the keys to the van please,” Patsy

said.


“What!”


“The van belongs to me. The car belongs to

you. Please read through your papers before things turn nasty. I

have been lenient. Our divorce will go through on Friday when we

are to appear in court. You don’t have to be there unless you

contest the divorce,” she said.


“I will not be there. You can get out now if

you like,” he said.


“I own this house,” Patsy said. “You have

till Friday to do all the transfers into my account. The details

are crisp and clear in the divorce papers,” she said.


“And if I don’t?”


“They will arrest you,” she said and Charles

bellowed with laughter.


Gerald stood up. “I will walk you through to

your bedroom to pack,” he said.


“I am going nowhere! This is my home!”

Charles said.


Charles turned and fetched his briefcase and

took the envelope and slipped the document into his hands and read.

“This is absurd! This house belongs to me!” he said as he kept on

reading.


Gerald looked at him as he got up and walked

down the passage to pack. Charles walked out and pointing at Patsy

said “I will see you in court!” Gerald walked out with him and

snatched the key from his hand as he wanted to open the van door

and handed him the key to the car. Charles walked off in a rage and

climbed into the car and drove off.


Patsy looked up as Gerald walked in. “The

house keys are on his key ring. My key ring only has the key to the

car,” she said and smiled. “Thank you for being here. Tomorrow I

have a demonstration at your offices, Eleanor.”


“I can cancel that,” Eleanor said.


“No because I had a brainwave. You don’t want

to cancel,” Patsy said.


“Patsy are you okay?”


“More than okay. I am cross he didn’t take

the time to read through the document. He will go straight to his

parents. I will be discussed and run down but I don’t mind. He will

end up with what he had when we got married. I could have claimed a

lot more but I am not that way inclined,” Patsy said.


Gerald smiled and nodded. “We are spending

the night. Eleanor packed our pajamas into her handbag,” he said

and looked at Eleanor.


Patsy gurgled with laughter. “Gerald, Eleanor

has a clutch bag,” Patsy said.


“You will be amazed at what fits into that.

We would rather spend the night if you don’t mind,” he said.


“You are more than welcome,” Patsy said and

got up and went to the kitchen and poured their mugs of coffee.


“Good,” Eleanor said. “I didn’t pack in any

pajamas.”


“Since when do we wear pajamas?” he said and

grinned.


Patsy walked through and put the cups down

and walked back to the kitchen. She took three plates from the

cupboard and took the casserole from the oven and walked through

and put the plates and knives and forks down and walked back to the

kitchen. Patsy took the casserole and Eleanor walked through and

took the spoon and placemat and followed. They all sat and dished

up for themselves and sat and chatted.


“Will you stop selling Homeware?” Eleanor

asked.


“No most definitely not. I might win the

tickets to the cruise for two,” Patsy said and smiled. “Please

don’t think I am being harsh and callous. Charles has had his way

for too long. I realize that I let him take over and rule. But I

also realized that is not the way it should be. We have a contract.

We drew it up before we were married. I own everything. Even the

company he is running into the ground. It is time I took ownership.

He has to come up with a lot of money that he has syphoned from me.

We haven’t slept together in a romantic sense for over a year. This

is not the way I saw my married life taking shape,” she said.


“Patsy we support you all the way. Are you

sure about tomorrow?”


“I have plans,” Patsy said. “I will be there

and I will have record sales,” she said and smiled.


It was late when they all went to bed. For

the first time Patsy slept like a baby. She was up early cooking

their breakfast. Eleanor and Gerald stared as they walked through

to the kitchen to fetch coffee. They sat down and felt as though

they were having a feast. They both left straight after breakfast

and made their way home to shower and change before going to work

for the day.




Chapter 2


Patsy climbed into

her van and adjusted her seat and smiled. Once the divorce was

through she would upgrade her van. She drove to Eleanor’s house and

the maid let her in and she collected her demonstration bag and

everything she needed. On her way she did a few deliveries and

booked a few demonstrations and made her way to Eleanor’s company.

Patsy put up her display and took the special order form and recipe

sheet and went through to ask Eleanor to make a few copies.


Eleanor handed them back to her. “We have

been called into a meeting over lunch time,” she said

apologetically.


“No problem. You will find me in the

kitchen,” Patsy said and walked off smiling. She took the items she

needed and walked through to the kitchen. Grace, the cleaner, put

the oven on and watched as she cleared the table and put the

products out and put the recipe sheet and the special order sheet

on the table. As she made the little quiche treats the kitchen

seemed to fill up. The normal order sheets seemed to make their way

to the different offices. Patsy sat and waited for a little while

and took the two trays of quiches out of the oven.


Eleanor ran in and stared. “Is that what

smells so good?”


“Yes,” Patsy said as Eleanor took the

dishcloth and took an entire tray and ran down the passage. Patsy

gurgled with laughter. Eleanor ran back and grabbed a pile of

recipes and the order forms.


“Don’t leave!” she said and ran off.


Patsy chatted to everyone as they came

through and took a quiche and an order form and a recipe sheet.

They filled in their names and handed the order forms to Patsy.

Patsy sat and made a list of all the orders. Eleanor walked through

and handed her a pile of order forms. “Men get hungry. Our next

meeting is next Wednesday. Please book me for another eating and

feeding demo,” she said and Patsy gurgled with laughter as she

carried on filling in her sheet. Eleanor left her in peace for a

while and walked through to her office a while later and Eleanor

got up to make a copy so that she could collect the money.


“Wednesday lunch time,” Patsy said as she

made her way out of the offices.


“Make a big quiche,” she said and chuckled.

Eleanor stared at the order sheet. Patsy was a brilliant business

woman. Apart from the orders which had been placed with Eleanor

before Patsy had arrived, Patsy had an additional bunch of orders

for the products she had used to make the quiche.


“See you Wednesday,” Patsy said and smiled as

she walked out.


The Managing Director, Paul Lewis, suddenly

looked at his watch and stopped in at Eleanor’s office and sat

down. “Eleanor, your Homeware lady, has she already left?”


“She is on her way out,” she said and watched

as he quickly got up.


“Back in a jiff,” he said and moved as fast

as possible. He ran down the passage and spotted Patsy as she

walked towards the lift. “Let me give you a hand,” he said and took

her demonstration bag.


“Gosh! Thank you! Aren’t you supposed to be

in a meeting?” she asked.


Paul bellowed with laughter and nodded. “I

am. I am Paul Lewis,” he said.


“Patsy Ashworth but not for long. Oh, I

didn’t mean to say that. I need to remember to introduce myself as

Patsy Golding,” she said and smiled and felt the blush creeping up

from her neck to the roots of her hair.


“Are you getting divorced?” he asked.


“Yes, I am. It is long overdue,” she

said.


“I went through a divorce myself. Five years

ago. My wife had no ambition. We got married and she gave up her

job and turned to the bottle. We weren’t together all that long.

Our marriage lasted exactly twelve months. That’s when she decided

to divorce me. She told me I lived for work and forgot all about

her,” he said.


“Was she right or wrong?” Patsy asked and

smiled.


Paul chuckled and shook his head. “I kept to

strict office hours and didn’t socialize with the men and I didn’t

veer off in the wrong direction and see anyone else. I was

committed to her. Hilary. Her name is Hilary. I respected her

wishes of not wanting to work. She always had enough money in her

account. I didn’t question how she spent it,” he said. “What is

your excuse?”


“I was forced to give up my career and became

a possession. My fault entirely because I let it happen,” she

said.


“No it isn’t. Sometimes we are forced into

doing things we don’t want to do. We fear what we will lose and we

make the wrong choice. Even though you realized it was wrong you

feared something,” he said and smiled and looked at her.


“I feared being lonely. It was as though I

was giving everything up for all the wrong reasons. I know that

now, but I didn’t quite realize it then,” she said.


“Will you be going back to work?”


“I don’t know what to do but I can fall back

into my career. At the moment I am enjoying selling Homeware. I

don’t need to work,” she said.


“Golding. I know the name,” he said.


Patsy nodded. “Paul, you have had your finger

on that button the entire time. Are you going to press the button

that magically takes us to the ground floor?” she said and

grinned.


“Oh that button!” Paul said and pressed the

button. “I like to be in control of buttons,” he said and

grinned.


“Buttons, switches, knobs and handles, not

forgetting the remote, are not man toys. We know how they work. We

are the ones who always replace the batteries and have to track

down the remote. Why is that?” Patsy asked and stared blankly at

Paul.


Paul stood and laughed. Patsy giggled as the

doors of the lift opened and they stepped out. “Oh you are in the

basement. Good! I detest parking out front. My luck and it rains.

Every single time I park outside there is a downpour,” he said.


“There is an invention called the umbrella.

Paul you really need to learn to watch the weather forecast. They

show it just after the news on telly,” she said and smiled.


Paul smiled as he walked with her. He loaded

the bag into her van. “See you on Wednesday. Will it be a quiche

next time?” he asked.


“I will see what I can come up with,” she

said and smiled.


Paul opened her door for her and she climbed

in. “Patsy, stick to your guns. Even if he tries to put up a fight.

I know the Golding attorneys. They are powerful and a force to

reckon with. Don’t knuckle down,” he said and looked at her.


“I won’t. I am in court on Friday. Thank you

for walking with me and carrying my bag. I really appreciate it,”

she said and smiled.


“It was good to chat. I will see you on

Wednesday with a box of chocolates and flowers to celebrate a new

you,” he said and smiled.


Patsy nodded and smiled. “I rather like

orchids,” she said.


“A typical Golding child. I know your

brother, Michael. What chocolates do you prefer?” he asked.


“Dark chocolate. Paul you need to go back to

the office. Hop in and I will drop you off at the front door,” she

said.


“Scoot over,” he said and Patsy moved over as

he climbed in. “I love your vehicle. I have the same but I need an

upgrade,” he said.


“That is on my to do list too,” she said and

smiled as Paul drove out of the parking area and straight to the

front door. He climbed out and smiled and waited for Patsy to shift

over. “Wednesday,” she said.


“Wednesday,” he said with a smile and waved

when he reached the front door. Patsy drove off smiling.


Paul smiled to himself as he climbed in to

the lift and pressed the button. He burst into laughter as he

pressed the button. He climbed out and walked through the

doors.


“Mister Lewis were you with our Homeware

lady?” the receptionist asked and smiled.


“I bought all those goodies today. And I have

that recipe too. I will make a whole lot of little quiches very

soon,” he said.


“So you were asking her for tips and hints so

you can make the perfect quiche,” she said.


“I was!” he said and laughed as he walked

down the passage.


“Oh I hear you,” she said and chuckled. “It

took almost an hour. That must be the slowest lift in town,” she

said and chuckled.


“Get the repair man in,” he said and chuckled

as he carried on walking.


Eleanor and everyone on the management team

looked up as he walked in and frowned. “Have we wrapped this

meeting?”


Graham looked at him and looked at his watch.

“An hour ago when you left us,” Graham said.


“Oh! Sorry about that. There was something

wrong with the button in the lift. I had to sort that out,” he said

nonchalantly. “I think we have come to a conclusion. You can all go

back to your offices now,” he said as he smiled and walked out of

the boardroom.


Gordon grinned. “That guy is besotted with

Homeware,” he said.


Olga gurgled with laughter. “Should we place

our bets? Homeware or the Homeware lady?” she said.


Malcolm shook his head. “Ever since Mister

Lewis got divorced he has become a confirmed bachelor. I reckon it

is the quiche. Although the Homeware lady is rather pretty,” he

said.


Eleanor chuckled and shook her head. “The

Homeware lady will be here next Wednesday. Make sure you take your

catalogues home for your wives,” she said and Malcolm waved his in

the air.


“I ordered the special set of goodies. My

wife will be making quiche in a while. That is one thing she can’t

get right. That recipe is easy enough even I could knock up a

quiche,” Malcolm said as they all got up and walked out of the

boardroom.


Paul sat down and leaned back in his chair

with his hands clasped behind his head. He rather fancied Patsy but

he would not push her. He would give her enough space and not push

her into a rebound romance. “Irene!” he said.


“Yes Mister Lewis,” Irene answered.


“Bring your notepad please,” he said and she

got up and walked into his office.


“Irene, book me in for a haircut next

Wednesday morning. First thing in the morning. I also need you to

order the biggest bouquet. It can only be orchids. Oh right they

don’t do those in a bouquet. Get them to send a selection of

orchids in five different colors in those special containers so

that she can nurture them,” he said.


“Who are the orchids for?”


“They must be sent to Miss Patsy Golding and

they need to deliver them here on Wednesday morning,” he said. “And

put a big reminder in my diary on Tuesday. I need to buy

chocolates,” he said.


“I presume Miss Golding is the Homeware lady

and you are thanking her for the quiche. You realize she has become

our Homeware lady. We cannot live without her. She fed the entire

management team today,” she said.


“That quiche was awesome! I had five little

quiches! Did you order that special set of items?” he asked.


“I did. Now I can’t wait! I think we need to

send your navy suit in for dry cleaning on Tuesday. You haven’t

worn that for a very long time and it might need to be freshened

up,” she said.


“I’ll bring it in tomorrow. Pop a note in my

diary. Irene, how long is the rebound period?” he asked.


“In this case I don’t think it applies. There

has been no romance in that relationship for a very long time. I

went to Eleanor’s party a few months ago and we were chatting about

Patsy and a few others. It wasn’t gossip. We were chatting about

women who become owned. I would take her out for supper. Patsy is

going through her divorce on Friday,” she said and smiled.


“Her brother is a super bloke. A really nice

guy. He inherited the hotel chain and made a success of it. Patsy

inherited the printing side of the business. I won’t comment on

that side of the business but the management let it slide. I can

see some changes coming,” he said.


“May I be frank?” she asked.


“Yes of course,” he said.


“The entire Golding network is a success. The

printing side is the only part of the group that is not making

money but that is because of the managing director. If Patsy takes

control there will be huge competition between her and her

brothers. I love what they do. Michael sets a challenge and does a

huge spread in the newspaper. Dennis, his brother, retaliates and

it is almost a war! Friendly though. They knock each other in the

media in a fantastic way. Congratulating each other on the

wonderful adverts and the lovely models or the sexy hunks. It

creates such a buzz you want to read every article and go looking

at the different companies. There are bloggers that focus on their

companies. It is fancy footing in the media with just enough

friction but such a buzz,” she said.


Paul gurgled with laughter and nodded. “They

do outrageous things. Do you remember when Dennis did a huge spread

on what not to wear on a Monday morning and had a photograph of

Michael in his pinstripe suit? Oh my gosh I packed my pinstripe

suit away for about a month. I thought it was hilarious but I would

wear none of my pinstripe suits. Next was Michael telling the world

how not to wear a peak cap. The most amazing thing is that fashion

has nothing to do with it. Hotels and car rentals. They had a

lovely photograph of Dennis and his family at their son’s baseball

game. Suddenly car rentals were in fashion. People wore their peak

caps back to front in solidarity with Dennis. The question is, what

will they do to Patsy?” He chuckled and shook his head. “So,

rebound is not to be considered,” he said and looked at Irene.
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