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CHAPTER 18

“I t’s the radiator and I can fix it, but I don’t have that part here. 
I have to order it in. Could be … three days. It’s Friday today, so 

there’s the weekend. It’s hard to say. Monday maybe, but not likely.”
The mechanic just kept talking as Kay and I looked at each 

other, eyes getting wider and wider. We were in a town a few miles 
off the highway, the sort of place where you might film a movie 
about a small town, with prop guys throwing tumbleweeds into 
the scene from off-camera: a single main street, a small grid of older 
houses with tidy yards, three churches, a gas station and a handful 
of businesses. I knew there was also, somewhere, a school and a library 
because I’d seen the signs for them pointing off the main street as 
we’d come into town. 

“You could have it towed ahead to Moose Jaw. But that’d cost a 
few hundred. Or more, on a Friday afternoon. There’s a motel, end 
of the main drag, and I can call ahead for you; my sister owns it. It’s 
not fancy, but it’s all right.” 

He stared at us. I looked at Kay and sighed. “David is going to be 
so pissed.” 

“Bugger it. We can’t control the bloody radiator,” said Kay, rolling 
her eyes. She turned back to the mechanic: “Is there a bar or any-
thing like that in town?” 

“No, there’s a few places to eat here, but if you want a bar, there’s 
one about five miles over, next town. It’s pretty good, sometimes 
live music on a weekend.”
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“All right then, we’ll stay till the part arrives. I don’t suppose 
there’s taxis around, if we wanted to go out one night to this place?” 

“No, but if you let my sister know you want to go, I’m sure 
she’d take you over.”

Kay looked at me and nodded. “Perfect—#13 go dancing, and 
#6 get drunk.”

“Kay ….” 
The mechanic—Randy—looked back and forth between us. 
“If we’re stuck, we’re stuck, right?” 
It was hard to argue the logic. I looked at Randy and shrugged. 

“Okay, we’ll stay till the part arrives. We’ll just get the bags we 
need out of the van.” 

“Sure, get what you want, and I’ll drive you up to the motel,” 
he answered. 

I nodded a thank you and turned to Kay. “You’re telling David.”

u

By nightfall we were settled in adjacent rooms at the almost-empty 
Sleepy Inn Motel. We had called David to explain the situation, 
walked up to the closest restaurant for dinner, and then spent an 
hour sitting cross-legged on my bed as Kay beat me at ten rounds 
of cribbage in a row. 

“This game is not really very fun,” I said, sighing and rolling 
myself off the bed. 

“It’s great fun; you’re just losing,” she said. 
“Yeah, well, that too. I’m going to go get a soda from the machine; 

do you want one?”
“No thanks, love.” 
I wandered outside. It was the sort of motor hotel where you 

pull your car right up to the door. It had a long row of matching 
doors with matching door mats, and matching patio chairs sat next 
to each one. There was a Coke machine outside the front office. 
It was chilly but clear, an autumn night on the prairie. In a few 
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hours, the stars would be crystal clear, I imagined—right now, 
the last tinge of sunset was still on the horizon, the sky a velvet 
blue not yet descended into the navy ink it would become.

I put my change in the machine and got a single can of Coke, 
then wandered back to my room. My phone buzzed in my pocket 
just as I got to the door.

A text from David: Sorry about the van. I’m sure this delay was 
not expected, and I hope it will not impact your plans afterwards.

We were back to formal texts, complete with proper punctuation.
It’s no problem, I wrote back. I don’t have a set date I need to be 

finished and I’m not yet sure of my plans after.
I stuck my head in the door and told Kay I was going to sit 

outside and look at the sky for a bit, and she came outside with the 
crib board under her arm. 

“I figured we were done for the night,” she said. “I tidied every-
thing up. Rematch tomorrow.” 

“Sure. You can kick my ass another dozen times by noon.”
“Nope. I saw a sign on the window at the restaurant. The Episcopal 

church is having a book sale tomorrow morning, so I will be out 
shopping for novels,” she answered.

“Mind if I sleep in and skip the book sale?” 
“Of course. You need your rest if we’re going out tomorrow night.”
“Seriously? Dancing?” I asked, wrinkling up my nose—real-

izing even as I did it how much of a bore I sounded like.
“Dancing. And shots.” She beamed.
“Um. We’ll see.”
“It’s happening, Ruthie. The list! The list is king.”
I smiled at her. “Okay, tomorrow night. Dancing. And maybe 

one shot.” My phone buzzed in my hand, and I lifted it to see. 
David had replied. I smiled.

“I’ll leave you to your conversation,” she said. “He’s a pain in 
the butt, my son, but he’s a good egg.” 

“Oh, I’m not … it’s not … we’re just … it’s about, you know, the trip.” 
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How had she known? But then, in all the time we’d been trav-
elling, I’d had very few messages or calls from anyone other than 
David. So yeah, of course it was David. 

“Good night,” she said, throwing a hand over her shoulder as 
she walked to her door. “Be good.” 

I dropped into the patio chair next to my door and set the 
Coke at my feet, unopened. I was too chilly now for a cold drink. 
I’d save it for later. I turned my attention back to the phone.

Oh, I assumed you’d be heading straight home?
I paused a moment, figuring out the best way to word a reply. No. 

I’m not sure yet. I might but it may be a good time to relocate somewhere.
Wouldn’t you miss anyone there?
No. I broke up with my boyfriend a few months ago. My family is all 

in Quebec. And I was living with my best friend, but she doesn’t really 
have room for me. So I don’t really have anyone I need to get back to. 

Oh. I didn’t realize. I just figured someone would be waiting on you 
to return.

No.
There was silence for a minute after that. Was that the end of 

the conversation? I’d sounded like an idiot, obviously. I shouldn’t 
have said all that stuff. I looked up at the sky and saw the first 
few stars twinkling overhead. On the other side of the parking 
lot, a pair of teenagers passed by, walking along the edge of the 
highway, their hands held and swinging between them, their low 
voices and laughter carrying across the still night.

I couldn’t remember the last time I’d held hands with someone 
or gone for a walk together. Teenagers in small-town Saskatch-
ewan had a better love life than me. I looked back down at the 
screen. He hadn’t replied yet. I was just about to get up and go 
back inside when it buzzed again. 

Have you thought about staying out here?
I stared at the screen. It was idle curiosity on his part, I knew, 

but still I wanted to read it as, “I’d like it if you stayed out here.” 
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Foolish of me, but I couldn’t help wishing that was what he meant 
by it.

Yes, I replied.
I think you’d really like it. It rains a lot, but it’s beautiful.
It looks it. I’m sure I’ ll stay for a while, get a hotel, sightsee. I guess 

it all depends on what I decide to do next.
Hotels here are very expensive.
Oh, good to know. Maybe not, then. 
There’s lots of room here at my place.
I didn’t respond right away, just stared at his words on the 

screen. I didn’t want to jump to conclusions, or into more bad 
decisions. And right now I could do both, easily.

Up to you, I mean.
Okay. Thank you. Bedtime here I think. Good night.
I shut the phone off and went inside to get ready for bed.

u

Kay had returned from the Good Shepherd Episcopal Annual 
Book and Bake Sale with six Nora Roberts romance novels, a 
Taste of Home Christmas cookbook and a handful of Archie comics, 
plus a plate of poppyseed strudel and a half-dozen bran muffins. 
She convinced me to take one of the romance novels, though I 
insisted I didn’t read them, and then she cut up the strudel and set 
a piece for each of us on paper plates.

Randy had phoned already to let us know the part was ordered, 
and a friend of a friend of a friend was going to pick it up in 
Moose Jaw and bring it here tomorrow, saving probably two 
days in delivery, so he could start working on it late Sunday 
or first thing Monday morning. We’d likely be good to go by 
Tuesday.

“Well, on the upside, we could use the break from the road, and 
now you can’t argue with me about going out tonight,” Kay chuck-
led. “We have days to recover.” 
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