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Miss Lisa Simkins was considered the most lovely girl in 

the valley. Her wavy blond hair and bright blue eyes were 

made for poetry, and as a result she had no want for callers. 

Lisa was as sweet as could be and didn’t know how to 

dissuade these young men, for she was very very quiet and 

very very afraid of hurting anyone’s feelings.  

She hardly ever spoke, which seemed to be in her favor 

with some of the young men, but others sometimes wondered 

why she never seemed to say very much. The ladies of the 

town had differing opinions on that – perhaps there was 

nothing upstairs since she’d been blessed with so much else. 

Or perhaps she was alright in the head but was just plain 

boring. No one ever said anything too mean, though – how 

could you talk badly about someone so darn agreeable? 

One chilly October evening, Lisa was walking home alone. 

This was rare as any male over the age of eight took one look 

at her long glowing hair and would immediately become the 

proverbial knight in shining armor. It frustrated her 

enormously – she would like some time to just think, but she 

never said so. Tonight she finally got her wish because of her 

least favorite ‘chore’.  

You see, all those young men of course eventually 

proposed at one time or another, and each time Lisa had to say 

‘no’. It was horrid for her, from start to finish, and she ended 

up extremely frustrated with herself; mostly that she hadn’t 

the heart to turn them away in the first place. How COULD 

Danny have proposed? She hadn’t encouraged him, not really. 

Or had she? She began to wonder if she was one of those 

awful characters in a romance novel that toys with men and 

doesn’t say what she means. And for the first time in her short 

life (she was just eighteen), she started to hate herself. How 



COULD her mother have passed down such beauty to her? 

What a nasty thing to do. 

She was just bemoaning the fact that she had said ‘no’ so 

pleasantly that Danny was bound to come round again, 

starting the hateful process all over, when she bumped into 

Mr. Van Fleet.  

Mr. Van Fleet had all the confidence of a man who had 

done quite a bit in his 30 years. He had traveled and gone to 

school and courted a variety of ladies he decided weren’t quite 

right. John Van Fleet had in fact decided long ago that what he 

wanted was a plain wife. He was sick of the pretty girls who 

had nothing in their heads and were completely and utterly 

boring. And so, while John Van Fleet would have admitted 

that Lisa Simkins was a complete knock-your-socks-off 

stunner, he wasn’t interested in her in the slightest. And when 

she ran into him in the street, he would have also admitted it 

was entirely delightful to be accidentally holding her, but he 

definitely was still not interested. 

Lisa had gotten herself into a good grump by now, so when 

she bumped into John, she responded without thinking, “DO 

watch where you’re going!” Which for her, was downright 

rude. 

John, a bit set back by her tone, came back, “Well now, I’d 

say we were both not watching….hmm?” 

 He watched as she looked up, blushed and replied, “I beg 

your pardon Mr. Van Fleet. I’m sure it was completely my 

fault. I was thinking through….well, through some things, and 

I was distracted. Please forgive me.” 

“Miss Lisa, there’s nothing to forgive. But it is quite late 

and almost dark. Won’t you let me walk you the rest of the 

way home?” 



And sweet Lisa, who didn’t know quite what came over 

her, said with a sigh, “Well, I guess.”  

John’s eyebrows raised but he said nothing as he walked 

next to her. He was finding Lisa Simkins more and more 

interesting with each passing moment.  

“Perhaps it would help to talk through your problem, Miss 

Lisa. I don’t mind listening if you’d like.”  

Lisa looked sideways at him and wryly said, “I suppose 

you wouldn’t.” 

John’s eyebrows now went entirely missing. 

“I….have I offended you in some way Miss Lisa?” 

Lisa let out a light chuckle. “No. No, of course not Mr. Van 

Fleet. You’ve been so kind to walk me home. I do apologize. I 

seem to be very out of sorts tonight, don’t I?” 

He was deciding how wise it would be to agree when she 

said, “Oh, look at the sunset! It’s particularly lovely tonight, 

isn’t it?” And saved by that observation, he looked up into the 

evening’s close. 

“It does look pretty, doesn’t it?” 

She frowned. “Pretty. Yes. I suppose that’s the word 

everyone uses. No one thinks she might have something else 

to her.” 

“I….are…we talking about the sunset?” 

Now she was waving her arms, a unfamiliar crease resting 

in her forehead. “Or that she might have read a book. I’m not 

stupid, you know. I know that everyone thinks I am.” 

“Well now….” But John prided himself on his honesty and 

didn’t know quite how to answer. 

“No, it’s ok, you don’t have to prevaricate. I just…don’t 

know what to say when Billy talks football or Jim speaks of 

taking me dancing. Then when they propose I can’t decide 



what they think we have in common, for it seems I haven’t 

said a word.”  

John, still reeling from Lisa using the word ‘prevaricate’, 

started thinking too, now. “What about the ladies of the 

town?” 

“Well, they talk so fast, sometimes. And really, so much of 

it is gossip. I don’t mind hearing what’s going on, but I just 

have nothing to say about it, I guess.” 

He thought a moment. “Well, what do you want to talk 

about?” 

She smiled up at him. “Books. I love to read. Philosophy. 

Politics. I’d like to go for long walks and find out about 

different types of plants. I read a book by a naturalist who says 

there’s a good variety of edible plants around here. It might be 

fun to learn them.” She was bubbly now, bouncing as she 

stepped along, and John found himself entirely enchanted. 

By now they had gotten to the gate outside her home. Lisa 

turned, “Thank you so much John, for walking me home. I 

think talking really helped me work things out. I’ll be alright 

now, I think.” 

“I’m glad I could do it.” He stared at her a moment, his 

mind spinning until he finally blurted out, “Lisa…I have that 

book. By the naturalist, Steven Carding?” 

“Yes, that’s the one!” 

He rubbed his chin. “Well, how about you and I go on a 

walk and see if we can find the plants he mentions?” 

“I would love that!” Her smile was soft. “We could bring a 

picnic lunch too.” 

“Yes, that would be nice. Would Saturday work?” 

“It will, I mean, I’ll make it work. I’ll put my foot down if I 

have to.” 



“That’s my girl. I’ll see you soon.” He touched her hand 

briefly, then walked back down the road whistling.  

Lisa stood there smiling, and didn’t seem to stop from that 

moment on.  

Her mother remarked later, “You’d never have thought my 

Lisa would have married someone like that shabby bachelor 

Mr. Van Fleet. I should have taken her to the city last year – 

she’d have nabbed one of those Eatons for sure. ” 
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