D:Hello. Jenna?

H:What?  Hi!  Dr. Pomatter.  What are you doing here?

D:Oh, my car wouldn’t start this morning.  God knows why.  Gotta take the bus home.

H:Where do you live?

D:Stanton Grove.

H:Oh, it’s nice over there.

D:Yeah, it’s nice.  If you like trees, which, who doesn’t like trees?  It’s a long walk.  You mind if I sit down?

H:Not at all.

D:Thanks.  So you’re a waitress.

H:I’m a waitress.

D:Where do you work?

H:A little diner off Highway 27.  Joe’s Pie Diner.

D:Sounds like a veritable factory of pies.  I’ve never been there.  Is it good?

H:Yes, it’s very good.  We make all the pies there fresh.  Breakfast pies, dinner pies.  27 different varieties of pie.  And a new one that I create every day.  I was just inventing a new one in my head when you walked up.

D:Did you make that marshmallow pie that you brought me?

H:Yes I did.  Marshmallow Mermaid Pie.  I invented it when I was nine years old, in my mermaid phase.

D:That was probably the best pie I’ve ever tasted in my life.  That pie, it was—that pie was biblically good, that’s how good it was.  That pie could win pie contests and ribbons and things.

H:Thank you.

D:Yeah.  You know, there was a pie diner right near where I grew up.  And I used to go there every day after school.  I had a mad crush on this waitress named Beatrice.  She looked tragically cute in her uniform, and years later I was doing my residence and she came in with an emergency ovarian cyst.  I actually treated her.

H:Wow.  That must have been something for you.

D:Well, she was at least 50 years old by then.

H:Life does a funny kind of thing sometimes.

D:Yes it does.  Yes it does.  Do you want to hear something else kind of funny?  When I saw you sitting here all alone in your uniform, I had a flash back.  You made me think of her.  You kind of remind me of her, when she was younger.

H:Wow, what a thing to say.

D:It was a compliment.

H:No, I know.  That’s why it made me uncomfortable.

D:You’re blushing, sorry, I shouldn’t have said that.

H:No, it was a nice thing to hear.  Nobody ever notices me in that way.

D:Well somebody noticed you that way, otherwise you wouldn’t be in the condition you’re in.

H:Oh, him?  He don’t count he’s just my husband.  I’m kidding.  Of course he counts, he’s my husband.  Oh, here’s the bus.

D:Call me whenever you need me Jenna, I’m here for all your questions and concerns.

