
Here's a portion of The Story I've been working on. I offer it, Dear Readers, for your consideration. I'd 

love to hear your thoughts and reactions...I think. You'll pick it up quickly, but just in case you're 

confused, just know that this portion begins in the middle of the flow of the story so there are a couple 

references to details you haven't read about, because you don't have the whole story. But you're sure to 

figure it out without much trouble. I also am new at this and so I'm not sure this was the best way of 

posting this. If you've got insight into better ways, let me know! And, as always, thanks for reading! 

***** 

“Where are we going, really?” I asked, slightly nervous, the girls’ reports of Frisbees echoing in my mind. 

We hadn’t been driving for very long, but the suspense was difficult to handle. Mike didn’t lay out the 

agenda for me after he held my car door open and I climbed into the passenger seat. He watched me 

serenely as he drove and was not forthcoming with any information. I had already tried to bait him with 

casual observations, like “I’ve heard there’s a nice coffee shop over there Lowertown. Have you been 

there?” My attempt at a thinly veiled comparison (“I think my friend’s prom was at International Market 

Square, right over there. She said it was really nice.”) didn’t yield any results. A bit later I commented 

“Oh, so we’re heading over to Lake of the Isles?” and still was rewarded with nothing. 

Mike smirked at me, but kept his eyes on the road. 

“It’s driving you crazy, isn’t it?” He sounded happy about it. 

“Yes, a little bit. But I’m trying to assure myself that you actually have a destination in mind.” I did like 

being the passenger in his truck. It felt nice to have someone else be responsible for getting us wherever 

we were going, especially since Mike wasn’t prone to driving at high speeds or all herky-jerky like Max. I 

liked being near him in the small space. He smelled like Ivory soap, clean laundry and some kind of 

subtle brand-new basketball scent, and even this was familiar and comforting somehow. It seemed like I 

even knew his smell better than I should, since this was our first date. 

We pulled into a parking space facing Lake Calhoun in Minneapolis. Mike led me over to a small shack 

with a rental counter and paid for two pairs of rollerblades. “Are you okay with this?” he asked, 

challenging me. “I thought we could log some more time on wheels since it appears to be a recurring 

theme with you.” 

“Sure,” I said gamely. “I haven’t rollerbladed since I was 12, but I’m sure it will come back to me.” I 

whispered a silent prayer that I wouldn’t make a complete fool of myself, and sat down to put on my 

blades of disaster. Mike sat next to me, confidently cinching down his buckles and completing the job 

before me. He stood up and looked seven feet tall, which he probably was when you added the height 

of the wheels, since he was easily over six feet tall in his socks. I stared up at him. The sun was behind 

him and for a moment it made a halo of light around his head. ‘It’s a sign from God.’ I joked in my mind. 

“You all set?”Mike collected my precious motorcycle boots and held them in a tangle alongside his 

shoes. ‘Where was the respect for the boots?’ I thought to myself. He couldn’t know how much I liked 

those shoes. 



“I think so. The blades I used to have weren’t so fancy. I hope I’ve got all these buckles done right.” I got 

up gingerly and tried to move a few paces forward. “How do you stop these things anyway?” 

He pointed out the brake on my right heel. “Just flex your foot and that thing will slow you down…if 

you’re not going so fast that you’re out of control. If that happens and you can’t stop, aim for the grass 

and walk as you hit it so you won’t go flying.” He smiled sweetly. “If you do go flying or something, I 

have a first aid kit in my truck, so you’re all covered." He skated away, still smiling at me over his 

shoulder. 

“Perfect.” I muttered. 

We went around the whole lake without stopping, which wasn’t saying much since we weren’t going 

very fast to start with. It was a beautiful evening. The breeze made the leaves of the birch and poplar 

trees shimmy and shine, and there were lots of people out. It felt like one of the last warm afternoons of 

fall and everyone wanted to take advantage of it. There were couples holding hands, couples sitting on 

benches and talking, couples lying on blankets watching the boats on the smooth water. The air felt like 

it was charged with anticipation – or pressure, depending on how it was viewed. 

There were plenty of attractive girls who watched Mike for far too long, trying to catch his eye as he 

moseyed past them, but he looked right through them, and mostly stayed beside me even though I was 

sure he could probably go around the lake twice by the time I went around once. We talked in spurts, 

since the path wasn’t wide enough when we encountered other people so we had to go single-file much 

of the time, especially since my aim wasn’t particularly accurate and I didn’t want to accidentally run 

him off into the bushes along the path, or worse, into the lake. Seeing all those couples implied that 

Mike and I were part of the collective pairing off of the night and I wasn’t quite sure what I thought 

about this. Anyhow, I had to spend most of my mental energy on obstacle avoidance. I hardly had time 

to think about much else before we were skating side by side again, making our approach to retrieve our 

shoes. 

“That was painless, huh? You did great.” Mike sat down on a bench, easily removed his rollerblades, and 

stood back up, all before I had even made my way to the bench. He was easily an inch taller than me, 

even though I was still wearing my skates. I wobbled closer to him. 

“It’s just trying not to run over other people that messes me up. But other than that, I’m quite light on 

my feet.” I joked. He smiled as I nearly fell and braced myself by putting my hands on his biceps. I 

carefully shuffled to the bench. 

“So to get arms like that do you work out all the time or what?” I blurted sincerely after I assessed and 

let go of his arms and safely took a seat. 

“What are you talking about?” he asked, eyebrows raised and laughter in his eyes. 

“Ack, nothing. Forget it. Please. Sometimes I forget to use my thought bubble.” I felt the heat rising up 

my cheeks and I hoped he would let it drop. 



“What’s a thought bubble and again, what are you talking about?” Mike sat next to me and didn’t stop 

looking at me. He wasn’t going to let me off the hook. How could I backtrack now? I didn’t want to fall 

all over him, but a well-placed, well-deserved compliment couldn’t hurt, could it? 

“Okay, well, okay, umm, okay. You know the comics? The little people, they always have those bubbles 

above their heads, and that’s how you know who’s talking. And when they are thinking, they have more 

of a cloud.” I sighed. “I have a lot of jumbled up thoughts a lot of the time, and I do not have a very good 

filter, which you are discovering, and sometimes things that should stay in my head accidentally come 

out.” I took a shot at distraction. “Do you say everything you’re thinking?” 

He leaned back and rested his arms across the back of the bench, never taking his eyes off me. His hand 

touched my shoulder. He looked so at ease, so confident, that I had to fight against the growing 

sensation of being awkward and boring in comparison. Even if I was, it wouldn’t do any good to think 

that about myself. Better to live happy and in denial. 

“No. I don’t say every little thing that comes into my mind. And you don’t really do that either.” He 

paused, analyzing me. “You probably only say the things that catch you off guard or are connected to 

strong feelings. So, apparently, my powerful physique provokes a strong response from you.” Mike 

stood up and copped a pose like a statue. He kept standing there, frozen on his imagined statue’s 

pedestal with one arm pointing to the sky and one on his hip. Without turning his head, he did his best 

ventriloquist impression and said “You can’t stay away, can you?” a grin pulling up one corner of his 

mouth. 

“Oh my word, stop it.” I giggled, ducked my head and glanced around, slightly embarrassed by his 

silliness but exhilarated at the same time. 

“Help me, Hannah. You’re my only hope.” He remained posed, his pantomime insisting that I somehow 

release him from his captivity. What could I do? Tag him like we used to in Freeze Tag? I was now 

sufficiently mortified by the attention he drew to us, with passers-by subtly pointing and commenting, 

so I jumped up and tried to tap him on the nose. Just as I did, he shrugged out of being a statue and 

caught me up in a bear hug that lifted me off the ground. 

“What are you thinking now?” he asked, his soft voice next to my ear. He was dangerously close. I felt 

his breath on my neck and could smell a hint of some patchouli outdoorsy shampoo something in his 

hair. It was enough to make me dizzy, but that may have been the lack of oxygen. 

“I’m thinking that you’re too strong for your own good,” I squeaked, using the last of my air. “Now put 

me down!” He quickly complied and I sucked enough air to say “Bad statue. Bad,” and went back to 

being the shorty of our duo. He glanced at me sheepishly, as if to see what I was really thinking. “You are 

incorrigible.” I huffed. “Come on, let’s go get our shoes so I don’t have to get a neck cramp to look at 

you, you great giant.” He followed a step behind me, still waiting to be absolved from his impulsive 

embrace. “Do you have a ticket or something that lets us reclaim our shoes?” I asked, trying to make 

peace by letting Mike play the role of expert. 



“Um, nope. They just said they’d grab whichever ones we needed when we gave them back the 

rollerblades. They’ve got my driver’s license as collateral too.” He took my equipment and his own, and 

talked for a moment to the lady who worked the counter. I zoned out, replaying in my mind what had 

just occurred. This was progressing more rapidly than I had anticipated. A hug after just a couple hours 

together? Was this an indicator of things to come? Would he expect a kiss at the end of the night? Did I 

want to kiss him? Well, that was an obvious yes, but should I kiss him? What would that say to him? 

My brain was all in a twist when I heard Mike say to the lady, “What do you mean they aren’t there?” I 

snapped back to attention. 

“What’s up?” I asked. 

He looked at me with alarm. “She says they don’t have your boots.” 

This did not register. “What do you mean? Like they don’t have the boots I was wearing?” My forehead 

creased as I tried to understand this. 

The rollerblade lady butted in. “He’s saying you guys had these shoes and a pair of boots, but the only 

shoes in the bin with his license are these.” She gestured to the forlorn KSwiss on the counter. All alone. 

No companions. We were talking about losing my favorite kick-ass motorcycle boots. They were worn-in 

perfectly. I had searched for them for a full year before finding just the right pair. They hit my calf at just 

the right spot, the heel was just tall and chunky enough and they conformed to my feet like no other 

shoes I had ever owned. ‘And just exactly what would I wear for the rest of the evening?’ I thought, 

horrified. 

“Okay, let’s just hang on a second. Is there anyone else working back there who might know what 

happened?” I let Mike reason with the lady while I wandered back over to the bench and took off my 

socks. Just for a moment I considered whether Mike was pulling another trick on me, waiting until I had 

freaked out enough before he revealed that the blade lady was in on the prank and here were my boots 

in this other bin behind the counter. But another look at the conversation they were having confirmed 

that this was not a set-up. Mike seemed upset, but he maintained his composure, even in the face of an 

unhelpful employee. Finally, after what must have been at least 10 minutes of discussion, he came away 

from the counter, his shoulders slumped. 

“Hannah, I’m so sorry. Someone must have stolen your boots.” 

♠ 

We walked back to the car; Mike was still barefoot and carried his shoes. The shine was off the evening 

now, and we didn’t make any attempt to carry a conversation. I was mad but not at him, although it was 

better that Mike was quiet because my anger was floating around waiting for a target to descend upon. 

He came over to my side of the car and as I sat down he stood there with the door open, waiting. I didn’t 

know what to say, so I sat there and tried to get control over my bad attitude. 



“So…”he began. He shifted his feet and guiltily held his shoes out from his body, like he was trying to 

distance himself from them. He tried again, “So this whole thing is pretty crummy and I would 

understand if you just wanted to head back to the dorms. But maybe we could still go grab something to 

eat before we go back?” He looked so deflated, so defeated, that I wished he could conjure up my shoes 

like he had done with my bike tires. I also wished that I could rally quicker. 

“I guess we could go pick something up, but I can’t even go in anywhere without shoes.” 

Mike jumped in quickly and said, “That’s okay. I’ll grab something and we can even just eat in the back 

of the truck. I’ve got a blanket and everything.” He hustled me into the car and we drove off with 

growing possibility of salvaging the evening; the possibility sat between us on the bench seat like an old 

friend. With a surprising grasp of the offerings of the Minneapolis area, especially for a guy from 

Chicago, Mike stopped at the New French Market and picked up two gourmet sandwiches for us, along 

with a decadent piece of chocolate cake and two mochas. He asked me if I liked coffee, and I didn’t think 

I liked much of anything at that point, but he assured me that one of these mochas was a cure-all. We 

put the food in the back of the truck to eat later, and drank the coffee while we drove. I didn't even like 

coffee, but the mocha was mostly like hot chocolate, and it was yummy. 

He surprised me by insisting that we stop in at a neighborhood shoe store. He led the way, sure of 

himself, even in a women’s boutique. “You have to have something to wear. They’ve got to have some 

decent flipflops or something.” He spoke to the salesman and told him we needed something nice but 

not too nice. I was relieved that he wasn’t going to do anything too drastic just to get me out of my funk. 

The last thing I needed was the added guilt of Mike spending $50 on an attempt at replacement shoes. I 

felt bad enough that I was still acting like there was a raincloud over my head. The clerk was helpful and 

not pushy even though we were the only customers in the store. He showed us to the summer sales rack 

in the back of the store and Mike made me sit down while he brought me different shoes to try on. 

“Here you are, madam. I think you’ll find these to your liking,” he said playfully as he made me try on a 

pair of platform tennis shoes. 

“I wouldn’t last ten minutes in these things!” I exclaimed as I put them on and stumbled around the 

chair island. “Get them off of me before I turn an ankle!” I fell into the chair and Mike swooped in with 

another pair to try; hot pink stilettos. 

I squeezed my feet in, but couldn’t even stand up in them. “Not a chance. These are a death trap for 

anyone who wants to keep her pinky toe. Did you know that women used to have their pinky toes 

removed so they could fit into their pumps better?” I commented as I removed the offending shoes. As 

they left my feet I would swear I heard the pop of the suction breaking. 

“Of course they did, my dear. They also had ribs removed so they could fit into smaller corsets. How I 

treasured those days,” Mike mused in a granny voice. He jumped up and found another obnoxious pair 

of shoes for me to try, and then another, and soon I found that my mood was lighter and I was even 

enjoying myself again. Mike was good company.  



Finally he came over and stood close to me with one more box of shoes to try. I opened it and found a 

cute pair of leather-tooled sandals with just a hint of a heel, very manageable for me. 

“Hey, these are actually nice,” I said as I slipped my feet into them. 

“Yeah, I thought those might be the winners. Even though they aren’t exactly right with your outfit or 

whatever,” he said with a tug at my cotton jacket, “I think they look like something you would wear. 

Kind of understated, since they don’t make a big fuss of themselves with high heels or anything, but 

pretty in a sporty, casual way. Something that you could get used to having around all the time.” I 

looked up from my examination of the sandals to find Mike looking right at me, his face soft and distant. 

When he met my eyes, he smiled gently and immediately looked away. 

The sales clerk came back then. “It’s almost 8 o’clock. We close in five minutes.” I was grateful for the 

interruption. I looked at the box for the price, and was pleased to find that the tag said the shoes were 

already reduced to $20 and since Mike had found them on the half-price rack, that put them at $10, just 

inside my budget, which hadn't included buying any new shoes. 

Mike took the box out of my hands and charged up to the counter to pay. Max’s words floated up to my 

mind like steam rising from a lake on a summer morning. “Don’t pay for anything. He invited you on this 

date so he can pay.” I didn’t figure that her advice would include footwear, though, and it didn’t seem 

right to let Mike pay for shoes, doubly so since I wouldn’t be wearing them for more than a couple 

weeks before it would be way too cold to leave the dorm room without thick socks. Mike just blazed 

ahead. As I hesitated, he pulled his wallet from his back pocket. This brought me back to the present, 

and I reached for my purse. 

“Wait, Mike, I’ve got this.” I dug frantically through my disorganized catch-all bag, moving things around 

inside it, searching for the wallet I hadn’t had to use yet tonight. “Hold on, it’s in here somewhere.” 

It was almost like that old Sesame Street cartoon segment where the cartoon character reaches into a 

paper grocery bag and pulls out an entire bus stop bench, reaches in again and pulls out a bus stop sign, 

then reaches in one last time and pulls out a city bus. I was starting to get nervous that I would pull out a 

large vehicle or that I had left my money back in my dorm room, and wondered how either of these 

would look to Mike, when my fingers gripped the fuzzy shape of my wallet. “Ha ha, here it is!” I pulled 

my wallet from my purse, and scattered various receipts and gum wrappers in doing so. 

Both Mike and the clerk looked at me, Mike with amusement and the salesman with impatience. It was 

then that I noticed that the shoes were already in a bag, the transaction complete. “Well, I should get 

some points for the effort,” I commented as Mike and I walked out of the store, thanking the clerk as he 

followed us and locked the door behind us. 

“Really though, you don’t have to buy me shoes, Mike. Let me pay you back.” I waved my felt wallet at 

him. I teased, “I’ve got big bucks in here. Don’t let its appearance deceive you.” 

“You conceal it well. Most people wouldn’t expect $100 bills to come falling out of that scruffy old 

thing.” Mike stretched his arm across me and placed the shoe bag in my left hand, wonderfully close to 



me, then loosely took hold of my right hand. “But you just never know what to expect from people until 

you get to know them…” In the dim light he looked down at me, smiled and finished, “…or their wallets.” 

I felt him squeeze my hand then he let go, but he stayed close enough that our arms touched as we 

walked back to his truck. My head felt woozy. 

“Yeah, well, you still didn’t need to do that. They’re technically your shoes, so you just let me know 

when you want to borrow them.” I laughed out loud at the image it brought to mind. “But I don’t think 

you could fit those dogs in these dainty things.” I raised the bag and shook it a little for effect.  

“You hang on to them okay? I’m pretty sure they’re not my style,” he returned. “Hey, topic shift, but are 

you hungry and need to eat right away or can you wait little while longer?” We arrived at the car and he 

opened the door for me, again. This chivalry thing was more than a fluke with him, or else he was just on 

his best behavior. “I planned on something else, but since our evening has taken a couple unforeseen 

turns, I have a new idea.” 

“Do I get to hear this new idea?” I asked, not too concerned with his answer. I felt much calmer than I 

had when the evening began. 

“That depends.” Mike pulled out of the parking spot and started down the road. “Do you like surprises 

or do they bug you?” He took a quick peek at me as he asked. 

“In this instance, I think I would be okay with a surprise.” I answered. “However, as a general rule, I 

don’t like being teased with a surprise. The whole ‘I know something you don’t know’ isn’t very fun. And 

there is an unspoken expectation that if you give someone a surprise party, they should react a certain 

way. I can’t imagine that it would be fun to come into a dark room and have a bunch of people jump out 

at you. Oh, and don’t forget that they’re all yelling something at you too.” Mike laughed. 

I continued. “I’m not kidding! That whole thing sounds like it calls for any self-respecting girl to whip out 

her self-defense maneuvers. Forget the whole gasp of joy and delight.” I watched him drive while I 

talked, and wondered what he’d do if I moved across the seat to sit next to him. I controlled the impulse 

but just barely. “But I’m kind of a hypocrite, because I love the idea of someone taking the time to think 

about me when I’m not there, caring about me enough to put something together for me. Maybe it’s 

just the anticipated scripted response I don’t like. That and holding the surprise for ransom.” 

“Okay. Got it.” 

“What about you?” 

“I don’t know. I’ve never really been the recipient of a surprise party or anything big like that. But what 

you said about the giver having an idea of what you’ll do is true. Of course, most people do that thing, 

but what if you don’t? That could screw up the whole thing, and then you’re left feeling like a jerk.” 

Mike turned down a gravel road, which made me sit up and take notice, since there was a highway just 

behind us. Where were we anyway? “I think that’s why I don’t like getting presents," he commented. 



“Wait, you don’t like getting presents? Who doesn’t like getting presents? Why not?” We slowed and 

turned down another dirt road. 

“I like getting presents like at Christmas and stuff, when other people are getting them too. Or white 

elephant parties when it is supposed to be something funny, or maybe shared birthdays with your 

cousins or something. But I don’t like to get them alone, like when everybody is staring at you, waiting 

for you to open what they bought, waiting for you to be so excited about it. And what if you’re not? 

What if you don’t like it at all? You still have to pretend you do like it. Then what about the next 

present? What if you love it and it’s just what you’ve been wanting for a long time? You can’t freak out 

about it, ‘cause you’ll hurt the feelings of the other person. It’s just a bad situation.” 

We drove along a wooden fence, and came to a ticket window, out in the middle of nowhere. Hurting 

the gift-giver’s feelings had never occurred to me, so as Mike bought two tickets and drove inside the 

fence I was still processing how many times I had offended my family and friends. 

“Have you ever been to a drive-in movie?” he asked, handing me my ticket. 

“What? That’s where we are?” I looked around and realized he was serious. There was a concessions 

stand off to the left, posts with mini-speakers scattered all over the huge dirt parking lot, and an 

enormous white screen straight ahead. It must have been at least three stories tall, probably more. “No 

way!” I exclaimed. “I’ve always wanted to come to one of these! I didn’t think they even had drive-ins 

anymore. This is great!” 

Mike looked relieved at my response. We found a spot and reversed into it so that we could sit in the 

bed of the truck. “Alright, now let’s get those sandwiches.” he said. We got situated: a blanket over the 

top of a camping pad made our seat with the cab’s windows as a backrest, sandwiches and chocolate 

cake on paper plates with lots of napkins, and another blanket to keep away the cold of the descending 

night. Mike decided that no movie was complete without popcorn and a ridiculously large fountain 

drink, so he went to wait in line before the movie started. I didn’t know how I had managed not to 

notice all the cars that we must have come in with; the place was almost full and more cars were still 

arriving. 

I took the moment alone to review the afternoon and evening. In spite of the glitches, it had been a 

solid first date with a genuinely interesting guy. He was more than just funny and tremendously good-

looking. He was considerate, empathetic and resourceful. He seemed connected to the world around 

him, like he was in tune with it somehow and aware of the opportunities his surroundings offered. It 

also appeared that Mike was interested in at least another date, if not a whole bunch of future dates – I 

wasn’t totally oblivious to the way he watched me or how he had already found little reasons to hold my 

hand or comments he had made. But this raised its own set of considerations. I tried to think of it 

logically. 

On Considering a Steady Boyfriend 

by Hannah Anderson 



(double spaced, justified and spell-checked, of course, and sure to receive an ‘A’ from any professor) 

There is no question that I am drawn to Mike; we seem to understand each other without a need to 

explain ourselves. This makes the times we have spent together mostly stress free, except when he’s 

exasperating because of the tricks he’s playing on me. But even then, although I hesitate to admit it, I 

like the idea of him thinking about me when we’re not together. However, I don’t know if I want to 

forego the opportunity to get to know other guys this early into my college experience. Sure, it would be 

nice to have a standing date on a Friday night, and Mike is really a gentleman; he opens doors for me, 

takes time to give me plenty of attention and by the way who else buys a girl a pair of shoes on a first 

date? He would be a great boyfriend. I can just picture him giving me little mementos from our various 

dates and inside jokes, giving me unsolicited compliments. But do I want a boyfriend? 

Mike came back carrying a whole tray with popcorn, candy, a big drink that may as well have been a 

two-liter. He got there just in time and settled in while the screen lit up. We ate and talked a bit during 

the previews but once the movie started, we quieted down. Mike moved the box of snacks to his right 

so he could sit directly next to me, which was fine by me. I wanted a chance to try out what it would feel 

like to sit that close to him for more than just a brief moment. It exceeded my imagination. The evening 

had turned chilly, revealing that we were further into autumn than the day had let on; we needed the 

blanket, but when I cozied up to Mike, I was completely comfortable. And being that close had an added 

benefit: I got to smell his clean-guy scent, mingled with the faintly musty smell of his blanket mixed with 

the dampness of the evening dew.  

It was as close to a perfect moment as I could remember. It was almost like a piercing and succinct 

compilation of the emotions of the year thus far. There was sweetness, innocence, excitement, 

anticipation, tension, mystery, desire, uncertainty and ancient archetypes of quest. It brought up old 

songs from my consciousness and Nick Drake’s Northern Sky started playing in my head even while the 

movie continued. Even if we didn’t end up together, this would be a night for my dating history book. 


