Chapter 11

Anne felt much better leaving the hospital.  Nell took her right home.

“Dolly went over this morning with Suzie and cleaned up everything, including things that weren’t dirty,” Nell said, smiling widely.  “I went to the store and bought you some fresh milk and fruit and such.  I think Dolly left you a nice little pan of barbecued chicken, too.  Do you think you’ll be all right?”

“I’ll be fine,” Anne said firmly.  “Having things back together will help tremendously.”

Anne looked over at her car as she got out of Nell’s.  All four tires sported the bright blue stripe proclaiming they were brand new to the world.  Her father had always lectured her not to have tires put on that way.  She smiled.  She assumed someone was sending her a message, and not thinking of sending one to anyone else.

She saw a piece of paper under the windshield wiper, and went by to pick it up.

A short note in bad handwriting.

Figured I’d better fix what got damaged.  Hope you’re okay. M

She tucked the note in her pocket, and walked up to the house beside Nell, smiling.

Nell stayed with her quite some time, not leaving until she’d settled Anne at her kitchen table with supper in front of her.  After she left, Anne looked over her mail while she ate, finding several cards amidst the usual raft of ads.

After supper, she settled herself back into her room.  When she went to hang up her clothes, she opened her closet and stopped short, staring, the dress she carried falling down over her feet.

Her new tan dress, clean and repaired, hung on the door.  After a moment, she reached up and touched the spot that had been torn.  Very neatly mended; it didn’t even show.  All the wrinkles gone, and no stains of any kind.

Anne ran her hand down the dress, and bit her lip.  Only one person knew about that tear – if he’d noticed.

She picked up her other dress, hung it up, and went back for the others.  After putting away the overnight bag, she went downstairs, and went looking for a book she had begun several days before.  She thought she heard an engine nearby, but didn’t think too much about it at first.  

After a couple minutes, though, she went and looked out the back door.  No, no one had parked in the church lot.  Her car sat all by itself.  

Something caught her attention, though, and she opened the back door, then let out a gasp.  On the back steps lay a bouquet of flowers, wrapped in green paper.

She picked them up, and brought them inside.  Her hand shook just a bit as she slid the paper off, and saw a note.

She was getting used to his handwriting.

Welcome home.  Hope you’re okay.  I do love you. M.
She stood still, sniffing the lilies and fingering the stems a few minutes.  Then she laughed, looked under the sink for a vase, arranged the flowers in it, and put it in the middle of her table.  She left the light on over the sink and the blinds open by the table, and went upstairs.

She found her bag, and opened the little pocket, took the ring out, and put it on.

Whatever happens, I’m in it.
She got ready for bed, and called his office phone a little later, getting a gruff answer.

“Darrow’s.”

“Mark, it’s Anne.”

She heard him let out his breath.  “Yes, it is.  How are you?  I’m sorry I didn’t come see you in the hospital, but I thought – well, I thought you didn’t need to explain any more than you already had to.”

She laughed.  “Thank you.  I’m okay.  It was a bit of a preventative measure.  Too much stress does that to me.  My doctor commended me highly for going in when I did.  I’m much better.”

“I’m glad.”

Neither of them quite knew how to bring it up, so a silence stretched out.  They both began at once.

“Mark, I put – “

“Anne, darling, I’m sorry-“

She smiled, and said,  “Wait a minute.  You go first.”

“I’m sorry, sweetheart.”

“You’re forgiven, dear.  I don’t have to understand it all.  But I do love you, and I do wonder how two stubborn set in our ways people like us are going to manage to live together.”

He let his breath out and chuckled gruffly.  “Oh, we’ll manage.  Keep the forgiveness part close to mind, okay?  I guess we’ll have to do a lot of it.”

“I put the ring on tonight.  I took it off at Nell’s.  I didn’t want a lot of questions.  Oh!  And thank you for the flowers.  They’re lovely.  And the tires.  And – the dress.”

“Dolly did that for me.  She doesn’t ask questions.”

“God bless her.”

“Amen.  Anne, I think I can relax about it.  He’s in so deep there’s no way out, even for a snake like him.  It might improve my manners.”

“There’s not much wrong with your manners.  But, Mark, when are we really going to get married?  I have a feeling we’d better not wait too long.”

“Agreed.  Let me think about it.  When are you thinking?”

“Last week might have been wise.”

He laughed.  “It’s not that bad!  So, sooner the better, you think?”

“Yes.  I don’t want to give people a lot of time to speculate or think about it, or heaven defend us, give us parties or stuff.”

“People are speculating enough.  I heard about your encounter with dear Mrs. Barr, Anne.  Evie takes great relish in telling it, so she can crow about how lovely a pastor you are, compared to others.”

Anne moaned softly.  “Oh, Mark, I really wish… oh, well, what can be done about human nature, anyhow?”

“Keep preaching.  God will redeem what we let him.”  Mark thought a moment.  “Say, weren’t we talking about getting married?  Let’s get back to that.  Much pleasanter subject!  I bet my friend Diego would be happy to do it.  I’ll call him.  He’ll probably come up immediately, because he’s given up on me living a normal life of any kind, so he’ll want to grab the opportunity.  You remember Villa?”

“Oh, yes.  Yes, he will like this, won’t he.  Tell him he can use my office all he wants.”

Mark laughed.  “Tell you what, I’ll call you tomorrow and tell you what he says.”

“I imagine he’ll say a lot,” Anne said, chuckling, remembering his friend’s volubility.

“Good thing I’m the only one who has to hear it!  And he’ll probably take credit for it, too, because he suggested I take you for a ride on the bike.  Anyhow, we’ll see.”

“How’s Ben doing?  You’d better ask his permission.”

Mark laughed again.  “Ben is fine.  Ben already told me he likes you.  I don’t think there’s any objection there.”

They talked on for a little longer, then she yawned, and he gently ordered her to get to bed and get a good night’s sleep.

He hung up and looked at the phone, wondering if he looked as beaming as he felt.  He sat several minutes just looking at it, not clearly thinking of anything.  

He got up finally, shut off the lights, and went upstairs.


As he walked into the little apartment, Ben looked up at him with a look of wonder in his eyes.


“Good news, Dad?  What’s up?” he asked, eyeing his father curiously.  Dad’s been pretty grim since that drug bust.  Barely talked while we changed those tires for Pastor Anne.  Did the old man drop dead?  What’s happened?

“Hey, Ben, you own a nice suit, right?”


Ben stared.  “Well, yeah, it’s okay.”

“Good!  You’ll need it.  Anne said she’d marry me.”

Ben grinned.  “Great!!  When?”

“As soon as I can convince Diego Villa to get up here to do the ceremony.  Mind, Ben, keep this under your hat!  Don’t even tell Dicky!  Well, actually, Dicky’d be safe.  Talk to him or the Dobies if you have to talk about it, okay?”

“All right!”  Ben jumped up, grabbed his father’s hand, and shook it heartily.  “Congratulations, Dad!  And do we get to go live at her house?  I’d like that, I’d get a big room!”

Mark laughed, they sat down, and started talking at once.

“Two weeks?”  Anne sounded almost a little distressed.

“Is that too soon?”

“No, it’s not soon enough!  What am I going to do with myself for two weeks?!”

“You have to buy a dress, on the sly.”

“Why on the sly?”

“Well, this is what Ben and I came up with …”


“I dunno, Mark, they seemed to buy the idea of a joint service just a little too quickly, don’t you think?”

“Do you care?”

“Well, - “

“Look, it’ll work out just fine, honey.  I’m afraid to tell Dolly – Ben tells me she thinks you’re too much of a lady for me.”

Anne burst out laughing.  “Oh, that’s okay.  I gather most of my congregation is a bit afraid of you.  I don’t think they’ll object – they won’t find a way!”

Anne looked in the mirror.  The ivory silk dress suited her very well.  She could put her robe over it without anyone suspecting much for the first part of the service.  

She went down to the church and through her office to her little room. She could hear Diego, praying aloud in the sanctuary in Spanish.  Smiling, she slipped a dark blue robe over her dress, and sat down to have some quiet time with God herself.

Diego’s praying broke in on her own, and finally she just listened to his, and agreed with most of it.  He certainly covered all the bases in his prayer, praying for Mark, for how he would treat her, for his wounds from his father, for hers from her mother, and from any other sources that might have hurt her.  Anne winced slightly.  

Can we keep that one between us, Lord?

Diego went on, praying for each person who would be in the pews.  She gathered from the wavering sound in his voice that he was walking up and down in the sanctuary.  She smiled.  The Spirit would be there in full force today.

Anne closed her eyes a few minutes.

To say the congregations were stunned was an understatement.  But their astonishment gave way to delight, and Diego, weaving together themes of community, love, and unity, convinced them all that the marriage of their pastors had to be the best thing that could happen. 

The marriage itself took ten minutes at the end of the service.  Anne, looking up at Mark for the first time since their dinner together, hoped her voice wasn’t shaking too badly, and focused on the words she repeated after Diego.  Mark’s arm behind her felt secure and solid, which gave her relief.

He said his vows slowly and steadily, pronouncing every word.  She made herself meet his eyes, even if that meant her own kept filling up with tears.


He put a very pretty gold ring on her finger, over the diamond.  The ring she gave him was plain.  They had agreed to buy rings separately.  He looked quite pleased with his.  He gave her a gentle warm kiss; it was more than enough to send Anne’s mind off into some other realm.  She hoped someone would later tell her about the rest of the day, as she saw it through a haze.


Ben, Suzie, and Dolly passed around rice to everyone to throw.  Lizzie put together two overflowing plates of food for them to take with them, since neither of them ate much.  

Mark gave Ben a warning look as they headed out of the church.

“Now, mind, you do exactly what Dolly tells you!”

“Yeah, yeah,” Ben said, grinning.  “Like I could get away with anything else?  Not that Shank’s not threatening, but it’s Dicky, who’ll say, ‘oh, Ben, don’t tease poor Dolly’ in that way of his!”  Ben put his arm around Anne.  “So, Mom, I’ll be looking forward to my room.”

Anne looked at him.  “’Mom’?” she asked, a bit blankly.

He looked baffled.  “Why not?  You’ve married my dad.  What else would I call you?”

Anne shook her head and laughed shakily.  “Something I didn’t anticipate, that’s all, Ben.  Does that mean I can hug you whenever I want?”

He looked at her, grinning.  “I guess so,” he said, with an exaggerated sigh.

Anne and Mark walked into the parsonage, put down the food on the table, and Anne dropped into a chair.

“Now what?” she asked.

He smiled.  “Don’t worry.  Want a cup of tea?  You hardly ate a thing, and I don’t think that’s good.  Relax.  No one’s going to bother you for two weeks.”

“Well, except you.”

“I hope I won’t bother you,” he said, grinning at her as he filled the kettle.  

Anne let him fuss over her, ate what he put in front of her, and did try to relax.  Sometimes it was easy; she did actually feel hungry, and enjoyed what Lizzie had packed up for them.  But sometimes it was hard, if she thought too much.  She kept her eyes mostly on her plate.  

Mark said something about Shank making sure he put everything back.

“Back where?”

“He and a couple of the guys brought my bed over here.  Didn’t I tell you about this?  I have a water bed, very easy on my hip.  Dolly remembered that and convinced both Shank and me that it would be easy to get it over here.”

Anne looked up at him blankly.  “You may have said something, and I forgot.  It’s been happening a lot.  So there’s a whole new bed in my room?”

“You’ll love it.  Yes.  They put your bed in the front room, and the one there in the back.  Easily switched if you want.”

“I’ve no opinion.  I’ve never slept on a water bed.”

“I’ve had one most of the last fifteen years.  Otherwise I take an awful lot of aspirin.”

Anne watched him as he got up and walked across the room.  He certainly didn’t seem to be limited in any way.  She commented as much.

“Oh, mostly I’m fine,” he said.  “I have most of the trouble in winter, or in cold wet weather – in the natural hip.  Another reason I’m glad I live here, that’s not usually a problem.”

Anne thought a couple minutes.  Then she said, “Mark, maybe we need to leave each other notes.  I’m not used to someone doing things in my house.  Anything.  This is going to be hard.”

He sat down again across from her and smiled at her.  “Will it?”

She looked at him, bit her lip, and laughed.

