
I began walking down the main street, Boulevard de Grand Case, which was about a mile 
long. I was looking at the menus posted in front of each restaurant as I went. The whole area has 
a lighthearted atmosphere with lots of energy, happy tourists, and pleasant local people. 

I had been there for about fifteen or twenty minutes, trying to narrow down my choices. I 
was carefully studying a menu hanging in front of one of the quainter establishments when 
someone behind me cleared their throat. I said excuse me and moved a little to the side so they 
could see the menu. 

“Are you following me, Brian,” said Amanda. 
“Why no, I had no idea you were going to be here, Mandy. So much for the, ‘I think that I 

will fix something light for dinner at home,’ thing,” I laughed. 
“I guess I’m busted. What kind of food are you looking for?” she asked, with a sweet smile. 
“I like everything. That’s my problem. There’s nothing I won’t put in my mouth,” I said, 

thinking better of it right away after it was far too late. 
She looked at me demurely over the rim of her reading glasses with the faintest of smiles. “I 

know,” I said, “a poor choice of words. I’m sorry,” I offered, grinning as I thought she would see 
the humor in it. 

She laughed. “Are you married?” 
“No,” I replied thinking of how glad I was that Joy had decided to move in with her old 

roommate. 
“Are you engaged?” 
“No.” 
“Do you have a girlfriend that would be heartbroken if she knew you were going to have 

dinner with someone else?” 
“No, again,” I replied. 
“Then there must be something wrong with you. What is it?” she asked, with a sweet smile. 


