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Chapter 1 –
Hawaii, Here We Come –
December 1972
The plane ascended into the sky as Bob gazed down at the
scenery below, watching it get increasingly smaller until the cars
looked like toys and then disappeared into oblivion. The vast Pacific
gradually spread out below and he knew it would be a long flight
home. It would be a time filled with mixed emotions as Bob and six
year old Steven flew from the San Francisco Bay area back to Hawaii,
their home.
“I can’t wait to get home and see everyone, but I’m going to miss
Grandma and Grandpa. Will you miss them too Dad?” Steven asked,
as he settled in and tried out the recliner button. “Hey Dad, are you
going to miss them too?” he said, tugging at his father’s sleeve.
“What? Oh, I sure will. But it’s going to be good to be back home
where it’s warmer,” Bob replied, gathering his thoughts.
Steven was chattering almost non-stop since they got on the
plane, but it was sort of like “white noise.” An older kid on the other
side of him addressed many of his questions so he didn’t have to
engage in much conversation, which Bob was grateful for. He was
emotionally drained.
Barbara Eastwood drifted in and out of his mind several times.
He could visualize her lovely, kind face with soft eyes that sometimes
danced with excitement. He re-lived the sweet gentle kiss, the
embrace that lingered, the feeling of holding and caressing her soft
hand on the winding 45 minute drive from the Central California
Coast over the hill to Santa Clara.
Bob twisted the wedding band which he still wore, even though
Ming has been gone a few years. She was the love of his life and the
mother of his dear children. She had qualities that he knew he
would never find in anyone else. He still loved her. Why did God take
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her away when she was so young and had a two year old child? Steven
had mourned deeply but seemed to have adjusted fairly well, now
that he is six. Bob still had moments of deep depression, which
sometimes came when least expected.
Thumbing through a newspaper that someone had folded up
and left in the seat back pocket, he noticed a story about a murder
trial in New York City. He thought about his own trial in San Jose for
taking part in an armed robbery in which someone was killed. It
made him shiver to think about how discouraged he felt while in jail
just a few days ago. He thought about how fortunate he was that it
was resolved by the capture of the real criminal. But it left scars and
many unanswered questions.
Bob shook his head in dismay, thinking about how things
evolved. He was almost ready to share what little he did remember
of his entire story with everyone, hoping it would bring things to
closure. However, he thought at the time of the arrest and trial, that
extra information would have jeopardized both he and his family
even more for various reasons. Apparently they assumed that he
used an alias for traveling only. Such a tangled web!
It had tortured him to see his family being dragged through the
trial. At the time, he kept recalling the words, “Be still and know that
I am God.” It was another one of the verses he and Ming had shared
sometimes. He had chosen to listen to it and not divulge any
additional information over and above what had been revealed.
Bob hoped that by withholding a few facts, he would be
protecting his family to some extent. Yet, he still wondered if
withholding further information by simply not providing it was the
wrong thing to do, and if it would actually result in complicating
things even more. He knew for sure that he was innocent, but he
didn’t know how to resolve the mystery behind his stolen identity.
He needed more information himself and he still does.
The prosecution had searched for information on someone with
the name Don Bentley, his birth name, as well as that of R. Johnston,
which was on his airline ticket. The “R” was for Robert, even though
he seldom used it. Bob Johnston was legally assigned to him in 1942
when they couldn’t find any information about his identity.
Miraculously, the police in Santa Clara didn’t pursue the
investigation to the fullest extent and, when not locating any such
individual, they theorized that he just used R. Johnston for traveling
12
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under fake ID. They thought he lived in California most of the time
as Don Bentley. The web tangled more and got deeper and denser.
And now, even though the real criminal was arrested, there are
still unanswered questions. There are issues that must be resolved.
He needed guidance and time to figure out how to do it. Yes, he was
glad that they didn’t delve into his current assumed identity and life
in Hawaii. If the story had been in the local papers, it would have
opened up further uncertainty and caused countless problems for
him and his kids, all four of them. And now there is Matthew too. Since
most of the mystery has been resolved, Bob was determined to fight
against identity theft with all his might. It destroys lives.
He reflected on the fact that Matthew, his oldest, has only been
part of his life for a couple days, and he longed to meet him. He still
felt a bit numb thinking about the moment Barbara, his short-term
fiancé from over 30 years ago, had told him about the birth of their
son. Since she had a short-term marriage when Matthew was a baby,
he also carried the last name of Eastwood. His long-term amnesia had
prevented them from knowing about each other. Families can be
torn apart, while others are brought together. Sometimes life takes
some strange twists.
Picking up the wrinkled newspaper again, he thumbed through
it and focused on a picture of soldiers under fire on the battlefield in
Vietnam. It was an article that summarized the war, which should
be over by now. He didn’t want to read it, but what he did see had
evoked fearful thoughts about the possibility of Matthew being back
on the battle field. He vividly remembered enough of the horrors of
war, with death all around. Barbara had told him that Matthew had
received shrapnel wounds twice over the last few years. Fortunately,
neither was life threatening. She hoped he wouldn’t have to go back
to ‘Nam again. God protect him
Bob’s mind now drifted back to the remarkable manner in
which his trial was resolved in California. When he and his
parents discussed the unusual way the situation unfolded, they
realized that it was due to the fact that when the officers
apprehended him at their home in October, he didn’t have his wallet
with him. He had put on a heavier jacket before going to the chilly
coast that morning. He didn’t remember to switch his wallet from
the lighter one, not being used to having to do so in Hawaii.
When asked about ID later, nobody claimed to know where his
wallet was. The officers only found the airline ticket, with the name
13
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R. Johnston on it, tacked on a small bulletin board in the kitchen. So
many coincidences! Or were they coincidences?
The meal was just served by the flight attendants and Steven
said he didn’t want the salad or other green stuff so he scooped it
onto his dad’s plate before asking if he wanted it. He liked the chicken
with pineapple, honey and soy sauce and the creamy mashed
potatoes. Then Steven asked his dad if he could have half of his
chocolate cake with coconut icing. “How about I cut it and you pick?”
Bob suggested.
Just as Steven reached over to choose his piece of cake, there was
a big lurch in the plane, causing many people to yell out, “Whoa!”
and “Seat belts!”
“Ouch! That burns!” Steven cried out as Bob’s hot coffee splashed
on his hand and arm.
An attendant immediately came on the intercom and announced
that everyone needs to stay in their seats and fasten all seat belts.
She ordered them to also put the trays up and lock them, adding
that those few who had been served already, should just try to hold
onto the plates. The turbulence continued and was getting worse.
Bob noticed some of the people near him glancing at one another
with apprehension. Steven was crying and saying that his hand and
arm was hurting. A young mother, who sat in front, turned around
and passed her glass of ice water back, saying that it should help to
splash some on the burnt area. She said she didn’t drink out of it yet.
It did appear to ease his pain somewhat. The closest attendant
motioned that she would be right there as soon as she could.
Suddenly it felt as if the plane was falling and many screamed
again. A serving tray rolled down the aisle, crashing into a passenger
who had just returned from the restroom. He yelled out and doubled
over in pain. The severe turbulence had caused chaotic conditions
to erupt throughout the plane. Terrifying screams bounced off the
walls of the cabin, magnifying them. Kids were crying and a mother
frantically yelled for help, saying that her little girl’s head hit the
side of the plane and she was non-responsive.
The turbulence continued for a few minutes while most crying
gave way to whimpering and other sounds of fear. Bob could see a
couple across the aisle praying as they held hands. He squeezed
Steven’s hand extra tightly and wrapped his arm around his shoulder
as best he could.
14
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“It’s going to be alright. Just stay put,” even though he himself
didn’t feel confident, “God, please help us,” he whispered. He had
never been on such a frightening flight and he wasn’t confident that
they wouldn’t crash. Fear gripped his insides, but he tried not to
reveal it.
The mother of the child who had been knocked out when she
hit her head was screaming that she needed help. A lady from a few
rows back announced that she was a nurse and she said that she
would be right there to check her out. Bob thought about what a
blessing it was that there was a medical person on board. Now he
could see the nurse working her way towards the child. Even she
was injured, judging by the blood on her blouse and above her eye.
A flight attendant yelled at her, telling her to take her seat and keep
her seat belt on. However, the lady continued to assist the child,
saying that she needed help and she would do what she could. The
mother frantically pleaded, “Save my baby! You have to save my
baby.”
Once things calmed down, disheveled people whispered among
each other, while maintaining their grips on hand rests or the hands
of loved ones, as occasional moderate turbulence continued. The
child, who had been unconscious for a while, was now awake and
her mother held a damp cloth on her forehead. Bob heard the nurse
tell her to report the incident and take the girl to ER as soon as they
land.
The flight attendant did help take care of Steven’s burns and she
wrote down the information required for a report. Attendants went
through the cabin taking reports of those injured in any way.
Fortunately, none were seriously hurt except for the little girl who
had been unconscious.
Eventually Bob drifted off to sleep a couple times while Steven
watched a movie and fell to sleep briefly too. Later, they both
watched the remainder of the movie. Bob found his thoughts focusing
on the fact that Christmas was only about two weeks away and he
hadn’t done anything to prepare for it. His three older children in
Hawaii would probably be well into preparations with their families.
He envisioned how excited his new young step-grandson, three
year old Larry, would be as he and Steven add laughter and joy
with their enthusiasm. He thought about how much contentment
his family provides. Cindy had longed for a family of her own when
she met Russ Woodrow almost two years ago. And she now poured
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all of her extra time and energy into her husband and step-son,
whom they were recently given custody of. Bob’s bonding with
Larry had solidified just before their trip. He had a deep love for
that cute and enchanting kid, with a dimpled grin.
Bob had a few flash-backs of joyful Christmas celebrations with
Ming and their children years ago. She always made it special and
planned weeks in advance. He thought about the added joy of having
Ming’s parents over on Christmas. It was the time of the year when
they both seemed to lighten up and laugh more than usual. They
spent extra time with Steven, as they did with the older kids when
they were younger.
Steven loved making cookies with his grandma when they turned
her kitchen into a pretend bakery. A few months ago he asked her
how come she didn’t come over very often except at Christmas last
year. Bob had talked to them about it and she admitted that it was
just too hard to be there without Ming in the last few years. She said
that she had to brace herself emotionally each time to handle the
occasions together in the home her daughter had made so cozy for
her family.
Getting off the plane in Honolulu, he noticed the heaviness of
the humidity, causing one to take a couple deep breaths when first
stepping into that air, which smelled of jet fuel at the moment. He
longed to get away from the noise and smells of the airport. He
longed to breath in the pure scents of Hawaii, his home since 1941.
The ever present ocean kept everything fresh as it swished away
any impurities by the strong surf which washed up on the shores
over and over. He longed to hear the soothing and gentle waves
nearby as he drifted off to sleep in his own bed again.
Turning the corner in the terminal, the sweet scent of leis given
out at the airport permeated the air, reflecting the variety of lush
flowers found in abundance on the islands. Heady plumeria, pakake
and orchids in pinks, lavenders and soft muted shades of white,
some with tinges of yellow, were plentiful. I had no idea there were
so many shades of white until Ming pointed it out one day. They
walked past several large planters which held vivid bright red and
orange hibiscus with their big petals.
He had missed the vivid splashes of color and muted pastel
shades which surrounded them as they walked past the corner
flower stand on their way to the luggage claim. The sweet aroma
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and the scene filled his senses. Lovely native Hawaiian ladies,
dressed gracefully in long, flowing floral prints, reflected the shades
of the fragrant leis they were eager to drape around the necks of
smiling passengers as they arrived. Most of those arriving were
dressed in an array of light colors, many in island prints. We’re
home.
The nurse, who had helped the injured child, stood by Bob and
Steven while they waited for their suitcases on the luggage belt at
the Honolulu Airport. She said, “Hi, I hope your son is alright. I heard
that he got burnt by hot coffee or something.” She glanced down at
Steven, who looked very tired at this point and didn’t respond to
her. He grabbed his daddy’s hand firmly.
“Oh, yeah, he’s going to be fine. He just has a minor burn. How’s
the little girl?” Bob questioned. “I guess it was a pretty serious injury
since she was unconscious for several minutes.”
“It sure could have been, but I think she’ll be fine. Her vitals
were good and she was responsive after a while,” the younger lady
replied as she searched the belt for her bag.
“How are you? It looked like you too were injured, judging from
the blood that was on your forehead and your blouse,” Bob
questioned as he looked puzzled, glancing at the sleeve where he
noticed it before. There was no trace of anything on her sleeve or
forehead.
“Oh that. Well, I had been closing the clasp on a broach I had on
when it happened, so the sharp pin poked my hand and I got some
blood on my blouse when I reached over to fasten my seat belt. Then
I brushed my hair out of my eyes which got some on my forehead. I
guess I sure looked like a wounded warrior. A little water from my
glass on a napkin and a band aid took care of a simple scratch. Then
I just rolled up my sleeves,” she replied with a chuckle. “Here’s my
card if you need someone as a witness to his injury.”
Bob guessed her to be about ten years younger than he. She was
willowy tall and thin, with shoulder length wavy light brown hair.
He thought she had a wholesome and attractive appearance, with
bright eyes and a charming, easy smile. He wondered if she was
flirting as he glanced down at her business card, which read Angela
Simpson, Pediatric RN.
“I see you work at the hospital a few blocks from the Royal
Hawaiian Hotel where I work.” He chose not to mention that his
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wife had also been a nurse at the same hospital, but wondered if
perhaps she knew her. He glanced down at Steven, who seemed
mesmerized by the blinking Christmas lights above.
“Well, I hope your little boy will be fine,” Angela said
sympathetically, as she looked down at Steven, pausing momentarily,
and continued, “I guess he’s your son. I suppose he could be your
nephew or something,” she said hesitantly, searching his eyes for a
clue.
“Oh yeah, he’s my son. Like I said, I’m sure he’ll be okay,” Bob
replied.
“Is his Mommy meeting you guys?” she questioned, searching
the people nearby. Now Bob knew she was flirting, but he wasn’t
interested in pursuing it. Steven looked up at her as if questioning
why she asked that.
“No, she’s gone. I mean, my wife died a few years ago,” Bob
answered as he hung his head and squeezed Steven’s hand a little
tighter.
“I’m sorry,” Angela responded quietly, with sorrowful eyes.
“He’s so young. I can’t even imagine.”
“Thank you. We’ve pretty much worked through it by now,” Bob
replied. “Well, there’s one of our bags. Sure hope the other one
arrives soon. I want to get home. It’s been a hard trip.”
“Oh! Well, I was on vacation, visiting my parents and sister in a
small town in central California. Had a great time! I have to go back
to work tomorrow, but I do like it, so that’s good,” she said as her
smile broadened. “Where were you?”
“We were in the Santa Clara Valley area,” he said, grabbing the
other suitcase off the belt. “Well, I need to go. Maybe we’ll see you
around sometime.” Grasping Steven’s hand, they started walking
towards the passenger pickup area to catch a cab.
The three older kids and their spouses all came over briefly that
evening to welcome their father and little brother home. Cindy and
Russe’s three year old son Larry was excited to see his grandpa and
Steven again. The bond was still in-tact
Running into Bob’s arms, Larry grinned as he was raised high
above and then warmly hugged. “Grandpa, you go away too long. I
missed you.” Bob’s heart melted as he settled on the end of the
couch and cuddled Larry, with Steven on the other side. Soon, the
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boys went into Steven’s bedroom and started playing fort, while
Bob filled the others in on details of the trip.
When Bob approached the office at the Royal Hawaiian Hotel
the next morning to resume his position, he was meant by his boss
who said he needed to speak to him privately. He had fully expected
to take over his old duties as before once he got home, knowing he
would have a lot to catch up on. Apprehensive, he asked what the
conversation would be about. They had discussed everything a
couple times at length over the phone and he didn’t expect any need
for further in-depth conversation.
“Bob, you will be on probation for a while. I have no other choice.
We’ve had a couple strong applicants to fill your position once the
word got out that you were on extended leave.” The words were
straight forward and deliberate. Although Bob was shocked, he
realized that it was not totally unexpected. But he was not prepared
for it.
“Whoa! I sure didn’t expect that. I guess I understand where
you’re coming from though,” Bob said. “It feels like a demotion.”
They continued discussing the situation for a while when his boss
was told he needed to take an important phone call and motioned
to his secretary that he would take it in a moment. He quickly told
Bob he could go into his office and get caught up on the current
status at the hotel by the guy who filled in for him. Bob had already
fully expected that he would have to work alongside the person who
took over for him for a few days, which they had discussed. He would
need to be up-dated and he was alright with that.
“Who are you?” asked the young man who was in Bob’s office, at
his desk, assuming ownership. Taken aback, Bob looked around,
noting the changes since he was last there. The desk was moved
back, closer to the window, and the book shelf was on the opposite
wall. Strange pictures had replaced his family.
“This is my office. Where are my pictures? And who are you?”
Bob questioned empathetically. He felt righteous indignation. He
didn’t expect the stranger to be using his desk and he hadn’t been
told his name yet.
“Oh, you must be Bob, the old manager. I’m Rich and your
pictures are in the bottom drawer. Nice family. The boss said you
would probably be back sometime this week,” the stranger replied
as he arose and extended his hand. They shook hands tensely. Small
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talk was awkward, and Bob answered briefly. He wanted to just
leave.
He went to the smaller desk and carefully took his pictures from
the drawer. Dismayed, he noticed that the glass on Ming’s photo had
been cracked, running diagonally the full length of the 5x7 picture,
through her beautiful face. Pain and anger struggled within him for
ownership of his emotions. “What happened to my picture? The glass
is cracked,” Bob questioned Rich sternly.
“What? Oh that, well I dropped it when I was carrying them
over to your little desk. You can replace it I guess,” Rich said.
Bob felt like yelling at him and had to use all of the self-control
he could muster up to refrain from it. Tears stung his eyes. Wiping
his eyes with his sleeve, he tried to focus on the image of Ming’s
sweet face with her gentle smile. The splintered shards of glass
appeared to have scratched the photo on the cheek of the face he
loved. He would need to be very careful removing it so that it
wouldn’t be scratched further. Bob was incensed even more when
he realized the guy didn’t even apologize.
“That’s my wife’s picture,” he announced, thinking that would
bring an apology.
But Rich just continued working and mumbled, “Uh huh.” half
under his breath, as he pushed some papers aside, with a few falling
on the floor. He pulled them over with his foot and picked them up,
putting the soiled pages in the de-shoveled pile.
“She’s gone,” Bob said loudly as he pushed his chair in and
continued, “Excuse me, I have to get out of here for a while.”
Bob proceeded to walk out to the front steps and sit for a few
minutes. Then he felt he needed more privacy so he wondered over
to a secluded bench under some palms and large ferns on the
corner of the hotel lawn. He mourned for his wife and her memory,
which he felt had been disrespected. Putting his head down, resting
it with his hands, his eyes stung with tears. The hot, humid air filled
his lungs when he took a deep breath, trying to clear the lump in his
throat. Ming, you deserved more than you got in life. And you deserve
more respect than you’re getting now. I’m so sorry and I miss you so,
so much. Oh God, why? Why?
He wasn’t sure how much time had elapsed, but he knew he
needed to get back to work. It would take tremendous courage to go
back into that office and face that insensitive guy. But he had to do
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it. So he walked back in, loudly pushed the extra chair into the small
keyhole of the desk and continued setting up his pictures. Then he
took the other phone and typewriter off the book shelf and placed
them on the desk, which he realized wouldn’t be big enough for his
regular work.
Bob half-heartedly continued to set up his “office” space in the
corner of the same office where he had held the top executive
position under his boss for years. He felt like someone just threw
him out of his home, out onto the street. He could feel the tension in
the air and wished with all of his heart that things didn’t turn out
like they had. It would take a lot of fortitude to get through this
“probation” period with grace. He didn’t think he could do it and he
sighed as he pulled out his chair with force.
He was emotionally exhausted that evening and it was challenging
to relate to Steven when he felt that low. His son was going through
his own period of readjustment after returning home. He would
have some extra homework to do each evening for several days.
The California school had sent the records with Bob for transferring
back to his prior school. He said his teacher didn’t ask him about the
extended “vacation” but a couple of the kids did.
One evening Steven was crying at bedtime and when his dad
asked him what was wrong he wouldn’t respond. Bob wondered if
it might have had something to do with the embarrassment of him
being in jail due to being mistaken for the guy who stole his identity.
Then he realized that people in that area didn’t know about the
situation he had been in. That was the main reason he didn’t divulge
any more information than necessary while being on trial. He had
hoped to protect his family from suspicion and pain.
Bob tried to make it easier for Steven to discuss the pain, at which
point the little boy threw his arms around his dad and sobbed. He
finally opened up about feeling like everything got worse when his
mother died. His dad let him talk until he thought he had poured out
as many painful emotions as he could. Hugs and a story calmed
Steven somewhat. After prayers, Bob noticed his son’s eyelids getting
heavier. He kissed him on the forehead and slipped out.
It was a long night for Bob once he got Steven settled down. With
the window open, he listened to the soothing waves lapping up on
the shore about a block away. Many things had gone wrong since
losing Ming. But that was all in the past and they needed to forge
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ahead now. Morning came way too early with the ear shattering
alarm clock blaring. Unfortunately, a severe headache made it even
harder to get up.
Finally the end of the first week rolled around and Rich
announced that he was leaving a little early. “Can you handle things
okay for the next hour?” The question and the tone angered Bob,
but he chose not to say anything, rather nodding.
Just as he was wrapping things up and preparing for the
weekend shift, a familiar face appeared at the check in desk. “Hi,
remember me? Angela from the dreadful flight,” extending her hand
to Bob as he cautiously grasped it. “How’s your little boy?”
“Hi, good seeing you again. Steven is fine. Have you heard how
the little girl is?” he asked.
“No, they haven’t contacted me so I guess things are okay,” she
replied. “I was just wondering if we could go out for coffee sometime
or even go to get a bite to eat,” Angela was bold, which Bob wasn’t
accustomed to from a lady. He wondered if it was because she was
so much younger than him as he shrugged his shoulders.
“I get off at 4:00 on Monday. Want to get an early dinner at the
new restaurant across the street when you get off?” she asked
enthusiastically, searching his eyes for a first response.
“I would bring Steven. I don’t leave him with sitters at night. I
guess I could go get him and meet you there about 5:30 Monday,” he
suggested.
It was agreed that they would meet there and she turned to
leave, flipping her hair and waving over her shoulder while walking
away, “Well, gotta’ go now. See you Monday.”
Bob shook his head, thinking about his “date” coming up. When
he got home he told Steven about it and was met with, “Do we have
to Dad?” His little boy had a pained look as he scrunched up his face.
Bob contemplated his son’s response and finally said that he would
let him order whatever he wanted.
Monday morning Bob insisted that he be given a separate office
from Rich. His boss agreed and quickly suggested that he could set
up in the small room adjacent to his, which was usually used as a
place for employees to rest. Most called it the lounge, but Bob
referred to it as “spare room.” It had no windows, was about half the
size of his prior office and was also used for extra storage, so boxes
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of various sizes were stacked against one wall. A padded bench and
one chair took space along the other main wall.
Reluctantly, he started setting up the “temporary office,” feeling
like he was dispensable. He wished he had worded the request
differently, asking that another spot be found for Rich. There was an
understanding that Rich would continue with the main responsibilities
and that Bob would be the fill-in during lunch or when Rich had a
meeting. Such meetings had previously been a time when Bob’s
vital role at the hotel was evident. Now he wasn’t even expected to
be in attendance.
Arranging his family pictures on the right corner of his small
desk, Bob took an extra moment to hold Ming’s photo, touching her
sweet face, noticing the small scratch which was caused by the
broken glass. When he inquired at the frame store about replacing
the glass, he decided to buy an entirely new frame too. He chose one
that was polished silver, more elegant than the prior frame. He was
grateful that he had a duplicate of the same picture of her at home,
which he kept on his nightstand.
The long day dragged on and Bob felt more useless than he did
the week before. He occasionally glanced up by habit, expecting to
see palm trees, the vast green lawn and ocean, forgetting there was
no window in that room. Rich popped in a couple times, asking him
to file some papers and check the numbers of an order. Cringing
inside, Bob thought about how condescending that was.
It was finally time to go home, get Steven from the next door
neighbor’s home and go over to meet Angela for dinner. Steven was
reluctant to wash up, making it very clear with his faces that he
truly didn’t want to go. When they finally got to the restaurant, they
saw Angela waiting on a bench near the entrance, laughing with and
talking to a guy closer to her age.
“Oh hi! This is my friend, Ed. We worked together for a while. Ed,
meet Bob and …his son. I met them on the ‘flight from hell’ I told you
about. I fly a lot but never on one like that.”
Ed extended his hand to shake and Bob responded, saying, “This
is Steven, my son, who was on that fateful flight with us.”
“She told me about that flight. Scary! I better go. I was just leaving
when I saw Angela,” he replied, “Nice meeting you. Hey Angie, see
you Thursday.”
Waving, Angela said that they are taking a class together to keep
23

Carol Cherry Anderson

medical administrative skills current. She said that he worked in the
office at the hospital. And she needed the class as head of her
department.
“Well, how are you Stevie?” Angela asked as she looked down at
the little boy, and opened the door, standing at the entrance for a
moment. The restaurant was decorated for Christmas with colorful
lights twinkling on the tree.
“I’m Steven, not Stevie!” the little boy announced in a loud voice
as he glared up at her
“Steven, be nice,” his dad insisted, holding the door and
motioning Angela to enter first.
“I see! Okay Steven it is from now on,” she replied winking at Bob.
They settled into a booth near the row of windows and Angela
said she already knew what she wanted, handing the menu back to
the waitress. Bob and Steven looked over a menu together as the
little boy pointed to a picture of a hamburger and said he wanted
that and a strawberry milkshake.
Bob said, “Are you sure you can eat all of that? Seems like a lot
for a 6 year old.”
“But Dad, you said I could have anything I wanted if I came,” he
pouted.
“So I did!” Bob responded, closing the menu and glancing up at
Angela, who frowned but otherwise ignored the rudeness of the six
year-old. He realized that he had better give in rather than turning
this into a more awkward moment than it already was. “I think I’ll
have the same thing anyway, without the milkshake. ” He and Angela
then proceeded to make small talk until the waitress came back.
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