Chapter 12.


Gifts





	After the presentation ceremony Irene, Jeff and Lorna went over to Cunningham’s Drug in the shopping center, taking stools at the fountain counter.


	“They do this Service Month thing every year?” Irene asked.


	“More or less,” Lorna told her.  “How did you know about it in the first place, Irene?”


	“Oh, you know, that little piece of news at the end of the six O’clock program.  Still, that’s not why Jeff here and I actually met, or wasn’t supposed to be…”


	“Really?” Jeff asked, taken aback.  “What do you mean?”


	“Well—it must have been a year ago or so.  I wrote a note to the Principal of your school asking for somebody to work with me, go to the store with, look up things in the phone book, find needles I dropped, watch movies—you know.”


	Jeff’s ears got warmer, and Irene continued, saying “I don’t know how the ad I wrote ended up in this year’s pool of community jobs.  There was a girl who came around a couple times last year.”


	“A girl named Julie?”  Jeff cracked up.


	Their order arrived as Jeff was laughing, drawing stares from others around the counter, but Jeff ignored them.  “Oh, that’s great,” he said when he finally regained control.


	“I see I have a reputation around school,” Irene remarked, nipping the end of her straw paper and blowing the straw free.  “Oh, I don’t want to say anything mean about the girl,” Irene said between swigs of her ice cream soda.  “Let’s just say that she’d probably have been happier if I’d been confined to a hospital bed, didn’t know how to talk and maybe wet my pants occasionally.  What does she say about me?”


	“That you’re a pain,” Jeff informed her.


	“This is news?”  Well I mean, she kept grabbing my cane in my hand and saying things like ‘if you had a doggy,’ and ‘you do so well…!’  That’s partly why I almost choked on my lunch over at your house that time.  Gee—I hope I didn’t make you mom feel bad.”


	“I think it pretty much passed over her,” Lorna said.  “So you in effect got recycled.”


	“Yeah.”  Irene wrinkled her nose, staring somewhat ceilingward.  “I guess I did!”


	“You mean,” Jeff said, “my name was almost Julie?”


	Irene noisily slurped her straw.  “Sorry about that,” she told nobody in particular.  “When I was a kid my mom wouldn’t let me get away with that, so I vowed that when I was gig,” Irene patted herself, “I’d do it every chance I got.”


