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Sue had just come home from work 
when she heard someone knocking. On her 
way to the door, she caught herself reaching 
up to adjust her glasses. It was an old habit. 
She smiled when she remembered that she 
didn’t need to fiddle around with glasses 
anymore.

At that moment, the front door swung 
open. Her husband, Brad, stood in the  
doorway.

“Brad! What are you doing home so early?” 
Sue exclaimed.

Brad grinned. “I’ve been home all afternoon.  
I just dashed off to the store. I have a surprise 
for you.”
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Sue frowned. “Oh, no, don’t tell me I forgot 
our anniversary!”

“Nope!” Brad crossed his arms over his 
chest. His eyes sparkled merrily. “Go ahead, 
you get two more guesses.”

She thought for a moment. “Not my  
birthday. Not a national holiday. Not—”

“Out of time,” Brad said, “and out of 
guesses!” He grabbed his wife’s hand and 
pulled her into the dining room.

Sue drew in her breath. The table was 
set with her best china and silver. Glowing  
candles and fresh flowers decorated the  
center of the table.

“What’s going on?” she asked. Then 
she snapped her fingers. “Wait! I think I 
know—you got a raise.”

Brad looked stunned and a bit disappointed. 
“How did you know?”

Sue laughed. “Just a lucky guess.”
“I made us a great celebration dinner,” 

Brad went on. “And that’s just the beginning.” 
He reached in his pocket and handed Sue a 
brochure.
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She glanced at the front cover. Welcome 
to the Painted Desert Resort, it said. Count 
on Mesa, Arizona, for fun in the sun! She 
squealed with delight. “You already did it? 
You made a reservation for us?”

“I did!” Brad said, looking very proud of 
himself.

“After all that nagging—”
“Yeah, well, you did keep reminding me,” 

he laughed. “And I also found this brochure 
on my desk this morning. So . . .” His voice 
trailed away.

“. . . it all worked out perfectly,” Sue  
finished his sentence.

“Yeah.” He frowned a little. “I still can’t 
believe I got that raise. Just last week  
our accountants said we were looking at  
cutbacks. I can’t figure out—”

“Oh, Brad, I’m so excited. When do we 
leave?” Sue cut in.

“Friday after work, just as you had  
suggested. If we get going about—”

At the same time they both smelled  
something burning. Brad howled as he dove 
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into the kitchen. A minute later he returned, 
holding out a smoking pan of badly scorched 
vegetables.

Sue laughed at his expression. Her  
husband looked like he’d just lost his best 
friend. “I’ll make a fresh batch,” she told  
him. “And while I do, you can tell me what 
resort activities really turn you on. There  
are so many choices!”

Over dinner, Brad asked, “Are you sure 
you want to go back to a place you’ve already 
visited? Maybe we should try a new resort.”

Sue looked horrified. “Brad, no! When my 
boss decided to send his employees to this 
resort, I thought it was a crazy idea. Our 
company had suffered a lot of losses, just like 
yours. Then, something changed overnight. 
All of a sudden my boss said we could use 
a break. And, hey—he was paying the bill!”

A wistful smile tugged at the corners of 
her mouth. “Little did I know how good I’d 
feel. You’ll thank me after we’ve been there 
a few days.”

Brad sighed. “I hope you’re right. But I 
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