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     Should I really be here?  Better yet, should we really be here?  Maybe this was a mistake.  I don’t think there’s really a way we can pull this off successfully.  Thoughts and doubts swirled through my mind.  But I was trying to be supportive of my mother.  Truth be told, there was no talking her out of this once she set her mind on it.  Of course, deciding how she would do this generated countless different options, not one of which she had chosen by the time we got there.  I took a deep breath and steeled myself for whatever might happen here in Long Island.
      Knock, knock, knock!  My mother, Abrielle, rapped on the door strongly, businesslike.  She held a basket of fruit in her hands, a rare thing to see these days, especially with the variety of fruits it held.  It was a weekend, and she hoped the resident would be home.  You see, the resident was the man who had received my father, Sampson’s eyes after his passing.  There was so much emotional intensity wrapped up in this visit.  I really hoped my mother would know what to say.
     “You’re sure you’ve got a plan, Mom?”  I whispered.  She had shared five drastically different plans with me before we left home.  The driver had already taken off, leaving his com contact.  With fuel restrictions, he couldn’t just wait, and if he could wait, the running tab would break our bank.  We’d already taken a six hour high speed train ride from Illinois to get here to Long Island; we forked out a pretty good amount for this endeavor, but it was worth it.  Mom had to go and see, for herself, the man who had received Sampson’s eyes.  Sampson, the love of her life, and the only father I’d ever known, the best father I had, better than the donor who’d supplied my genetic code.
     She shifted to the other foot, nervously.  “I told you, it’ll come to me…”  She broke off.   I knew the rest: (The minute I see his face and look in his eyes.)  I shook my head.  She’d told me to stay quiet once he opened the door.    When she started talking, the strategy would be revealed and, having rehearsed the possibilities in my head, I’d know how to react, what part to play in this charade….
     I was seriously nervous.  It seemed to be a pretty warm day and was two hours past noon; I pulled at the collar of my business suit.  Each of Mom’s plans had required us to look business-like.  She was holding a basket of fruit and had to have a good reason for spending all that money for such a rare commodity, (bananas cost almost as much as dinner now), to give away to a stranger.
     Only, Jefre Saldalgo was not a stranger.  Not entirely.  He was the recipient of Sampson’s eyes, and we already knew an awful lot about him.  Of course, this was against the rules.  She couldn’t help it.  She meant him no harm.  I couldn’t blame her for being compelled to do this, either.  And, let’s admit it, bending the rules for a good reason was something we did in my family.
     “Mam, they’re not going to answer right now.  Who’re you looking for, anyhow?”  An older woman in a one piece comfort leisure suit called from next door.
     “Jefre.  Jefre Saldalgo.”
     “How you know him?”
     “Well, he used to know my husband.  They had a falling out and…I just wanted to talk with him.  My husband passed away….”  Mom started to get tears in her eyes, making the story more believable.  Actually, I suspected the tears were real.
     The lady walked over to us, comfort moccasins on her feet that matched her leisure suit.  “There, now, I’m so sorry about your husband.  Did he go to Chattanooga High School with Mr. Jefre?”
     “Well, yes, yes, it was in Chattanooga.”  Mom was brilliant.  She said very little, and the lady just dumped out information like she was throwing out the trash.
     “Jefre tells great stories about Tennessee.  What was your husband’s name?”
     “Timothy Witten.”  Mom was getting good at this fabrication business.  It surprised me, as she was not like that at all; honesty was most natural to her.  I was the one so good at pretending.  “I suppose Jefrey’s working?”  She looked forlornly toward the sidewalk, dreading a walk back to the transportation hub, where we’d have to meet the driver again.  In our nice suits….in this warm day that seemed to be getting hotter by the minute. 
     “I’m Abrielle, by the way.  Abrielle….Witten.  What does Jefre do now?”  Mom asked.
     The lady smiled, trustingly.  “I’m Beatrice, by the way.  So,” she fanned herself, “Jefre sells the healthy grocery choice and delivery option.  The orders can be tailor made to any customer’s health issues.  I had a real penchant for chocolate.  But he found me healthy alternatives.  I have to keep my sugar lower!  He has 300 customers and growing.  I’m one of them!”
     Mom grinned from ear to ear, showing genuine warmth.  She wasn’t a manipulative woman at all, but this façade was grand!  “What a wonderful profession!  Has he been doing that for long?”
     “Oh, several years.   He had surgery on his eyes though, the end of last year.  Business had suffered when he wasn’t seeing through the one eye.  Surgery worked like a charm.  He’s a new man.  I’ll tell you what…” she moved closer, as if she and Mom had become fast friends.
     “Jefre works at home.  He just doesn’t like disruption, you know, he has to help buyers choose what they like and what benefits their health….sometimes they need some of his persuading.  He has a Nutritionist degree, though, which makes him an expert.  Still, he had to twist my arm to give up certain things.”  She chuckled, and her plump form jiggled.  She was pleasantly plump, and did not actually look unhealthy at all.  She added, “But I know a way I can get him to hear us.”
      Mom’s eyes lit up.  All was not lost.  Not that she would have given up anyway.  “I’d really appreciate that, Beatrice.”  
     “Mr. Saldalgo never does business face to face.  Even with me.  And he hates having his business interrupted.  But he usually answers when I use the Matt.”  She unrolled her phone and communication device that she’d just pulled from a pocket in her one piece leisure suit.  It surprised both of us, and we looked at each other, because the pockets were not visible at all.
     She pressed one corner of the device and spoke.  “Mr. Saldalgo, Jefre.”  A face appeared on the device.  
     “Hello, Beatrice.  Are you okay?  You know you need to stick to your grocery allowance.”
     “Shhh, Mr. Jefre.  That’s not it this time.  No blood sugar issues.  No binging. I’m being good!  I hate to bother you, but can you please come to the door?”       
     “Alright, I guess so.”  He let out a breath, loudly.  “No, Marina, don’t!  Just stay there!”  He spoke sharply to someone, his wife?  “I’m on the way, Beatrice.”
     Mom smiled, but I saw a bead of sweat glisten on her forehead.  I quickly prayed that this idea of hers wouldn’t completely go south.
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