“Would you like something to drink, Henry?” Topazial asked.
She noted how very kind the eyes were that gazed at her over the rim of his glasses, “I’d love another cup of that hot chocolate.”
“I’ll get it for you.”
His eyes stayed on her as she went and returned with two cups.
“I love hot coco too,” she smiled when she added, “especially with marshmallows.”
“Thank you,” he said, before adding, “well, I see that at last I have you all to myself.”
Topazial, a bit surprised, answered, “Meaning?”
“Meaning, I’ve wanted to talk with you alone since dinner.”
“Oh?  and what did…”
“Aw, how sweet!” Startled, with neither one of them having noticed Crystal’s approach, they both looked up at her. “I really need a camera,” she went on, “…the perfection of this moment, with the two of you so obviously needy individuals, sipping coco and supporting one another, it’s just too…touching!”
As she flaunted away, Topazial, too embarrassed and stunned to do anything else, lowered eyes. When she looked up, she gazed into…kind eyes, and she touched his hand…
“I am so sorry,” she whispered, “she needs prayer terribly.”
“I’m suspecting she needs more than that,” he said softly, “but no problem, I was concerned about you.”
“I’m used to it.” She took a large swallow.
“So, what were we talking about?” He asked.
“I don’t even remember!” She answered, and they laughed together.
“You wanted to know what I meant when I said I have wanted to talk to you alone, since dinner.”
“Oh, yes…I remember, now.”
“I think, you remembered before.”
She sighed and took a sip. “Alright, Henry, what did you mean by that?”
“I’m interested in you, obviously.”
She didn’t answer. She didn’t know what to say. She stared into her cup.
“What happened to your face?” Came the gentle inquiry.
Again, she looked into his eyes, but the pity she expected to find there, was not there. Just a pair of inquiring, soft and kind eyes.
“A two-year-old who momentarily slipped away from her governess, wandered down the back stairs and into the kitchen, so tiny…and unexpected, she wasn’t even noticed by the cook, with the pot of hot boiling water…”
After a momentary silence…
 “I heard you talking at the table, you’re going abroad to a re-known teaching university. Besides their pretty tough academic requirements, I’ve heard that the interview at that particular school is grueling, was it?”
“Yes, it was, it took about an hour and a half. But, thank God, it went well.  I passed my interview and have since received my acceptance letter.”
“Long ways from home.”
“But not from God.”
“Well then, congratulations are in order!”
“Thank you.”
“Then what?”
“I’m going to teach, of course…special needs children.”
“Then what?”
Topazial shrugged, “Whatever else God wants me to do.”
“Do you think…,” he stopped and their eyes met before he went on, “He…would want you to marry?”
Totally surprised, “I,” she stammered, “…I have no idea, that’s too far away to even consider right now.”
“Can I call to see you?”
Now she was beyond surprised but shocked with a question she had never been asked before or thought she would ever be asked and she almost dropped her cup as she carefully and slowly replied, “Well…I…I don’t know, really, I mean… you…you will have to talk to my parents or my brother.”
“I already have.”
She looked anxiously in the direction of her father who was standing and talking with Nan’s mother. He winked at her and gave a slight nod. When she looked back at Henry his face carried a slight satisfied look which for some reason irritated her. After all, she was not some piece of merchandise up for sale! And…
“Just who,” she began quietly, but with a great deal of indignation, “do you think you are to assume that I shouldn’t have first been approached?” She stood, trying to conceal her agitation, as she went on. “Did you think that I, because of my looks was so destitute for a husband that you didn’t have to consult me?!”
“That wasn’t my reason, at all.” he responded in a low, even tone, looking at her over the rim of his glasses.
“I am not for sale, Mr. Vesque…I don’t need you! I have who I need, and ‘He’ always gives me a choice! You have genuinely disrespected me…totally disregarding my….”
“I am sorry,” he cut her off, still very much in control, “terribly sorry, but I felt…”
“You do not know me well enough to feel anything concerning me! You know nothing about me, how could you as we just met a day ago for the first time!”
“Again, I felt,” he leaned heavily on his cane and stood, “that your family would be easier to convince of my candid admiration and appreciation for you, than you would be. Forgive me, but I see that I was not wrong.”
“How…”
“Well hello!” It was Nan’s approach that interrupted Topazial. She and Robert had returned from their walk. “Is everything alright”? She asked looking from Topazial to Henry waiting for an answer.
“You two seemed to have been having a heavy discussion,” Robert chimed in, “can we be included?”
“Apparently,” Topazial answered her brother almost in a whisper, her angry eyes boring into him, “you already are!”
Robert glanced at Henry and quickly summed up the situation, “Topazial…,” he began…
“I would have never believed that you would have done this to me, Robert,” she continued with moist eyes, “how could you…” she stole a look at her parents across the room, “how could they?”
“The question is how could we have not? Henry came to us early this morning, before breakfast…and he was not wrong. Do you really think that little of yourself, Topazial? We love you! Do you not understand that we would not allow anyone to approach you, on such a serious note… without first consulting us?”
“I am eighteen years old…not some silly child. I will choose for myself!”
“Of course, and you’re not obligated to anything, at all. But you should know that we consider Henry to be a worthy suitor.” 
She was silent, refusing to look at anyone. The awkward air lasted for only a moment when Robert spoke up again and broke the ice…
“How about we all have some punch?”
“I’ll get it!” Nan volunteered.
As she left them, music filled the placed. 
“I would ask you for this dance,” Henry ventured, “but I who at one time loved to dance…cannot anymore.”
“Shall we?” Robert offered his sister his arm.
“No, thank you,” she answered, as she headed in the direction of the room’s exit.
“Topaz,” her brother called to her, “…where are you going?”
“To get some fresh air,” she turned and added somewhat haughtily, “may I?”

