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A Christmas Story

The second in the Johnny and Lisa series…….

A Christmas Story
**********************
"My sisters are going to love you," John assured Lisa as they drove to his oldest sister's home for
Thanksgiving Day.
"If they're anything like you, I'm going to love them," she said as she placed her hand behind John's neck
and softly ruffled her fingers through his thick hair that was just long enough to go a little past his shirt
collar.
John took his eyes off the road to look at her and smiled. "You should be glad that they're not anything like
me!"
"Tell me a little bit about them before I meet them," she encouraged him.
"Okay. Pam is the oldest and probably the most outgoing. She's married to a doctor, Steve Olsen. They
have two girls—two cuties. Well, one is almost grown, I guess. It's their house we're going to."
"Okay, Pam and Steve and two girls," Lisa recited to help herself remember.
"And then Marilyn is the middle one. She just got married last year to Brad Green. Marilyn and Brad live in
San Francisco and they're both teachers. That's how they met—they both teach at the same school. She's the
most quiet of all of us, but she's got a wicked sense of humor once you get her going."
Lisa smiled at John slyly. "So you're the baby of the family?"
John turned red and grinned. "Yeah, I guess so."
"I can't wait to meet them."
"Well, you'll meet them all, so be prepared!"
"John?"
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"Yeah?"
"Do they know I've been married before?" Lisa was excited about meeting John's family, but at the same
time she was a little nervous. She hoped that they would like her and that they wouldn't think any
differently of her for being divorced.
"I don't think so."
"You never brought it up?"
"It never occurred to me. Why?" He looked back over at her again, concerned.
"Just wondering," she said, gazing back out the window.
John reached over and squeezed Lisa's hand. "Don't worry. They're cool about that stuff."
"I hope so."
They arrived at John's sister's house in the middle of the afternoon that Thursday.
"Here we are," John said as he pulled into the driveway.
Lisa looked out the car window at a large two-story, brick house. Wow, this house is huge!
Just then the front door opened and two girls appeared. The youngest ran up to the Rover. The other girl,
who was about 16 years old, stood on the doorstep, smiling.
"Uncle Johnny!"
"Hey Annie!" he exclaimed as he bent down to give his youngest niece a hug.
"You've gotten so tall!" he said to the 12-year old.
"Really?"
"Really!"
John looked over at Maggie who had walked from the doorstep and over to the Rover. "Hi Maggie! You're
getting prettier and prettier every time I see you."
"Hi, Uncle Johnny!" She smiled at him and gave him a big hug.
"Hey girls, I'd like you all to meet Lisa. Lisa, this is Annie and Maggie."
"Hi," Lisa said to them, smiling. "It's nice to meet you."
"Hi Lisa!" they both said in unison.
"Everybody's waiting for you inside. Come on!" said Annie as she grabbed John and Lisa's hands and led
them into the house.
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Lisa looked Annie's head at John and laughed. These are great kids!
"Mom! Johnny's here!" Annie shouted as they walked into the house.
It wasn't long before there were four more adults in the foyer.
"Hi Johnny!" Pam said as she gave her brother a hug.
"Hey Pam. Thanks for inviting us."
John exchanged hugs with his other sister and shook hands with his brothers-in-law. Then he introduced
Lisa to everyone.
"Lisa, this is my oldest sister, Pam, and her husband, Steve. And this is my other sister, Marilyn, and her
husband, Brad. Everybody, this is Lisa."
Lisa was nervous about meeting John's entire family but any fears she had were put to rest when she was
greeted with a crowd of smiling faces and a chorus of hellos.
Pam grabbed Lisa's hand and led her out of the foyer and into the family room. "Come on in Lisa. We've
heard so much about you. It's so nice to finally meet you!" Everyone followed, including John who was
smiling proudly.
**********************
Pam came onto the patio where John, Steve and Brad were keeping an eye on the grill.
"Is it almost done?"
Brad set down his beer and lifted the lid to the grill. He inserted the meat thermometer into the turkey,
which was on a rotisserie. "Yep. Looks like it's done. Finally!"
Pam turned to her brother and squeezed his arm. "Lisa's great. This one's a keeper, John." She winked at
him and went back inside the house.
"You heard the boss!" Steve said, raising his beer to John.
John laughed. "Yeah, she always did know best. Or, at least she always thought she did."
They all laughed, knowingly.
"Pam said that Lisa's a nurse. Is that how you two met?" Steve asked.
"Yeah, she's a nurse, but that's not how we met."
"Does she work at Rampart?"
John nodded. "She works up in the baby-wing, as I like to call it," he chuckled.
"How long have you two been going out anyway?" Brad asked.
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"Almost four months. But we knew each other for almost seven months before we started dating."
"Really?" Steve raised his eyebrows. "Four months, huh? Isn't that a record for John?" Steve asked Brad.
Brad nodded. "From what I've heard, I think it is."
"And I don't think he's ever tried being friends first with a girl either."
John held up his hands in defense, with a beer in one hand. "Okay! Okay! So, I don't have a great track
record."
"Relax, John! We're just playing with your mind!" Steve laughed as he placed the turkey on a large platter.
John smiled, relieved. "I knew that."
**********************
"Time to eat girls!" Pam called as she placed the turkey in the center of the table. "Johnny and Lisa, go
ahead and sit anywhere you'd like."
John held out a chair for Lisa and gestured for her to sit and he pushed the chair in for her.
"Thank you," Lisa whispered, smiling at him as he sat down next to her. "Are you hungry?" she asked him,
knowing full well what his answer would be.
"Starving!"
"Okay," said Pam as she sat down. "Before we can eat let's all hold hands and go around the table and say
what we're thankful for."
"Aww Mom!" complained Annie.
"We have to do this every year," Maggie said quietly to Lisa. Maggie had chosen to sit next to her.
"Okay. I'll start and get mine over with!" Annie volunteered. "I'm thankful for my basketball team winning
our tournaments this year!" she exclaimed, smiling proudly.
"Hey! You did? That's great!" John burst out. "Oh, sorry," he said, clearing his voice. "Go ahead Marilyn."
"I'm thankful for Brad and for our first Thanksgiving together as a married couple." She smiled at Brad.
"You're next, honey."
"I'm thankful for marrying such a wonderful person and for her great family."
"Thanks Brad, that was nice." Pam said. "And I'm thankful for my health and for my family—for my
healthy family! And that includes my brother and my sister and my brother-in-law."
Now it was John's turn. "I'm thankful for my sisters and their families, a job I love, and I'm very thankful
this year for finding Lisa." He squeezed Lisa's hand and leaned over and kissed her on the cheek.
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Annie and Maggie looked at each other and giggled.
"Hey you two, just wait until you grow up and have boyfriends!" John teased them.
"Heaven forbid!" exclaimed their dad. "They're not dating until they're 30!"
"Yeah, right dad," laughed Maggie. "You're next, Lisa."
Lisa looked at John. "I'm thankful for Johnny. I wish I would've found him years ago." She stroked his
hand with her thumb. John smiled at her.
Maggie was next. "I'm extremely thankful for getting a B in math this semester. Finally!" Everyone
laughed.
"I'm thankful for my family," said Steve. "And for Maggie passing math!" He beamed at his daughter.
Everyone laughed again.
"Okay," John said, rubbing his hands together. "now it's time to eat!"
"Pam and Marilyn, this looks delicious! You two must be great cooks!" Lisa exclaimed.
"We'll see if you still say that after you taste everything," Marilyn smirked.
"They're great cooks! Don't let them fool you," John said passing Lisa the potatoes.
"What kind of foods do your family usually eat on Thanksgiving, Lisa?" Pam inquired.
"Seriously, you want to know?"
Pam looked at everyone, raising her eyebrows. "Yeah. At least, I think I do. Why?"
"Okay. Well, have you ever heard of lutefisk?"
"Loota-what?" John asked.
"Lutefisk. It's Norwegian. It's dried cod that's been soaked in lye. You boil it and serve it with melted
butter." Lisa noticed everyone making faces.
"It's not as bad as it sounds—if it's made right," she laughed. Then she told them about other Nordic dishes
typically served at holiday meals.
"I've never heard of any of these foods!" exclaimed Annie.
Lisa laughed.
"Maybe you should make some—what was it—lutefisk? Maybe you should make some of that for
Christmas. I'd like to try that—I think," John laughed.
"Hey, don't make jokes. I just might take you up on that and I may make you eat it!" Lisa threatened,
jokingly.
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John held up his hands. "Okay, sorry! No more jokes. I swear!"
"Yeah, you say that now."
"You sound like an old married couple!" Maggie observed out loud.
Everyone laughed, including John, while Lisa turned a deep shade of red.
**********************
After dinner Marilyn and Pam started cleaning up the kitchen and Lisa got up to help.
"No, Lisa. You don't have to help—we've got it under control. You're a guest," Pam told her.
"Oh! And what am I?" Marilyn asked jokingly.
"You're family. So that means you get to help!" Pam grinned at her younger sister.
Lisa visited with Brad, Steve and John at the table. John had moved his chair closer to Lisa's and his arm
was resting casually on the back of her chair.
When the talk turned to football Lisa discreetly got up and left the table. "I'm going to go take a look at your
yard, Pam, if you don't mind. It's so beautiful. You sure do have a green thumb."
"Thanks! I enjoy gardening. I guess you could say it's my hobby. You go on ahead. We'll join you outside
when we're done. This won't take long."
Lisa went out the patio door out into the yard. She was admiring Pam's flower garden when John snuck up
behind her. He wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her body close to his.
"Having fun?"
Lisa smiled and leaned her head back on John's chest. "Uh huh. I love your family. They're so nice."
"Good. I'm glad you're having a good time. And they like you, too." He kissed her cheek.
Inside the house, Pam and Marilyn were watching John and Lisa through the kitchen window. "Look at
that! Have you ever seen John act like that before with any of his girlfriends?"
"I can't say that I have," Marilyn replied.
"Well, I sure haven't. So, what do you think?"
"There's something special there, Pam. They really seem comfortable around each other. If you ask me, she
beats all of John's other girlfriends by a mile."
In a serious tone, Pam added, "I think this is the first stable relationship John has ever had. And ever since
Mom and Dad died, I've always felt sorry for John around the Holidays. I guess it's because he's by himself.
I mean, he has you and me and Annie and Maggie, but it's just not quite the same. He just always seemed a
little lonely."
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"I know what you mean. I'm keeping my fingers crossed for him. I really like Lisa and I think it would be
fun having her as part of the family."
"Me too. I'd like to see my little brother finally get married," Pam sighed, still watching them. Turning to
Marilyn, she joked, "And you know, it's about time we get another blonde in this family besides Steve!"
**********************
Later that evening, John parked the Rover in the parking lot to Lisa's apartment building. Before he even
shut off the engine Lisa had scooted over next to him. "Thanks for taking me to meet your family today. I
had a lot of fun." She leaned in and kissed him. "I love you," she whispered, smiling.
John wrapped his arms around her and pulled her closer, pressing his lips against hers.
"Do you want to come inside?" she asked, in between kisses.
"Sure," he replied, still kissing her.
John opened his door, stepped out and held out his hand for her. He had his arm around her shoulder as
they walked into her building. Once inside, John took Lisa's key and opened her door for her.
"You know, everyone really liked you," he said as they stepped inside her apartment.
"Do you really think so?"
"I know so. You got the thumbs up from Pam!"
"Really?" She smiled broadly.
"Really." He walked up to Lisa and embraced her. "You know what I've wanted to do all day?"
"What might that be?"
"This." He looked into her eyes and then dipped his head so that his lips met hers. He kissed her gently at
first. And then more deeply. "You feel so good," he said after their lips parted, leaning his forehead against
hers.
"You feel good, too," she whispered. She began to gently nibble on John's neck. "Do you want to stay
over?"
"I was hoping you'd ask," he whispered back. With his eyes half-cast he cupped her face in his hands,
slowly leaned in towards her and kissed her tenderly. "I love you, Lis'—so much," he told her when their
lips parted. He rested his hand on her face and gently moved his thumb back and forth, caressing her cheek.
She stared into his dark, brown eyes that were looking lovingly back at her. "I love you, too. More than
anything." She placed her hand on the back of Johnny's neck and pulled him down to her for another long
kiss.
**********************
"Morning," Roy greeted everyone as he walked into the locker room at Station 51.
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"Hey Roy," Marco responded.
"Good morning Roy!" exclaimed John.
"You're in a good mood," Roy observed as he opened his locker.
John stood tall, placed his hand on his chest and grinned. "You know what? I am in a good mood. In fact,
I'm in a great mood! I am in love!" John put his foot back on the bench and continued to tie his shoes.
"Oh, that's right. You took Lisa to meet your family for Thanksgiving."
"You bet!" He stopped tying his shoes, rested his elbow on his knee and looked up at Roy. "And my family
loves her!"
"That's great, John."
"And I have you to thank, Partner!" John said, pointing his finger at Roy, smiling broadly.
Roy just shrugged his shoulders. "You just needed someone to point out what was right in front of you."
He was glad for John that it was going so well with Lisa.
"So you guys are really serious, huh?" Chet asked. "Are you sure she's not just on the rebound?"
"What do you mean by that?" And then he thought for a moment and held up his hands. "Wait! Don't
answer that. I don't even want to know."
"You know, Gage," Chet explained, "sometimes when people get divorced they start dating someone until
they're not afraid to be by themselves—or, until they find someone better. Maybe that's what Lisa's doing.
Maybe she's just using you until she finds another guy."
"You know that exact thing happened to my cousin Emilio," added Marco. "Man, what a surprise that was.
We thought they were a sure thing and then, without any warning, she left him for another guy."
John was speechless.
Roy couldn't believe his ears. He looked at Chet and Marco wide-eyed while Marco quietly slipped out of
the room, realizing what he had done.
"Don't listen to them, John," Roy said quietly, giving Chet a dirty look.
"For crying out loud, since when are you the expert on divorce?" John asked Chet angrily, ignoring Roy's
advice.
"Hey man, my brother dated a divorced woman for five months until she dumped him. Turns out she was
using him the entire time. When she found someone she liked better, she just dropped him. Just like that!"
Chet annoyingly snapped his fingers right in John's face.
"I cannot believe that you would even imply that about Lisa. You can be so irritating sometimes! And you
know, that could happen to anybody, divorced or not," John snarled.
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"Look, don't get me wrong. I like Lisa. It's just that that kind of behavior is typical of divorced people and
you've got to watch out for it. I'm telling you, it happens. It happened to Marco's cousin," Chet warned him.
**********************
"Are you still thinking about what Chet said?" Roy asked as they drove back to the station after a run.
John shook his head and looked at his partner. "You know, Roy, I cannot believe he said that to me."
"Just don't let him get to you. He's just trying to get under your skin."
"Well, it worked," John said, clenching his jaw, looking back out the window. They sat in silence for a few
minutes until John spoke again, hesitantly. "Roy, you don't think there's any truth to what Chet and Marco
said, do you?"
"I don't know—maybe. But I don't think you have to worry about that with Lisa."
"Yeah, but we did start dating before her divorce was final."
"True. But just remember, you were friends first. There's something to say about that," Roy reminded him.
"I really don't think you have anything to worry about," Roy said, looking at him out of the corner of his
eye.
"Yeah," John said quietly. But he couldn't help but thinking about what Chet and Marco said. Could Chet
be right? No. I know Lisa and she wouldn't do that. Unless—unless she doesn't realize what she's doing.
What about all those times she called me when she was lonely before we started dating? What did that
mean?
John's silence the rest of the way back to the station did not go unnoticed by Roy. He just hoped that John
wasn't taking Chet seriously and that he wouldn't do anything foolish.
John had a stomachache and a lump in his throat during the ride back to the station. What if it was true?
How could he handle it? Truthfully, he didn't think he would or could handle it. He'd been dumped by
women too many times and he couldn't bear to be dumped by Lisa. He loved her so much.
Back at the station dinner was ready. Everyone had just sat down to eat when the telephone rang.
Marco jumped up from the table to answer it. "Los Angeles County Fire Department, Lopez speaking."
"Hi Marco. It's Lisa. Is John there?"
"Yeah, just a second." Marco sat the phone down and walked back to the table. "It's for you, John. It's
Lisa."
John thought for a moment. "Tell her I'll call her back," he said quietly and continued eating.
Marco gave him a questioning look, but, nevertheless, went back to the phone. "Uh, Lisa? John's busy right
now, but he said he'd call you."
Roy looked over at John. "What was that all about?"
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"Nothing," he answered without looking up.
"John, if this has anything to do with what I said this morning about my cousin, just forget it ever happened.
Okay?"
"It's a little late for that, Marco," John mumbled.
Chet raised his eyebrow and looked at John, not noticing that Roy was glaring him.
When John was finished eating, he went to the dorm room and laid down. He needed to be alone to think.
The next morning Roy noticed that John was unusually quiet as they were getting ready for the day's shift.
"You forgot to call Lisa back last night," Roy reminded him, not sure if he should even bring up the subject
at all. When John didn't answer him, he decided not to pursue it.
The day passed with several runs for both the squad and the engine. And again, Roy noticed that John still
hadn't called Lisa. Even when she called the station a second time John didn't take the call. He just gave
another excuse as to why he couldn't talk to her.
**********************
The next evening John was at home watching a game on television when there was a knock on his door.
He got up and looked out the peephole only to see Lisa. He hesitated, not knowing what he should do even
though he had a feeling she would call or drop by since he hadn't returned her calls. Should he answer it or
should he pretend he's not here? Why did Chet have to open his big mouth?
She knocked again.
He took a deep breath and opened the door.
"Johnny, I've been worried about you. Are you okay?"
"I'm fine," he said quietly.
"Did you have a bad shift?" He didn't look well.
"Come on in. We need to talk."
"What's the matter?"
"Sit down, Lis'." He gestured towards the couch as he closed the door.
She sat down and looked at him knowing that something was wrong, but what it was, she didn't know.
"Lis', when you left David, were you lonely?"
"Well, yeah," she said slowly. "Sure, I was lonely. But what's that have to do with anything?"
"Do you love me Lisa or are you on the rebound?" he asked her squarely.
She furrowed her brow. "What? What do you mean?" What in the world is he thinking?
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"Do you love me or are you dating me until you find someone else?" he repeated.
"Johnny! What are you saying? Of course, I love you. Where's all this coming from?"
"Are you sure? Are you sure you love me? Or, are you biding time?"
"Biding time? I can't believe you even think that. Johnny, I love you. I love you more than anything," she
tried to reassure him, still not knowing why he was asking her this.
"I don't know, Lis'. I just don't know." He shook his head. This was torturing him. He loved her so much
but it wouldn't mean anything if she didn't love him back. "Lis', I think we need to take a break."
Her eyes opened wide. "What do you mean, 'take a break'?" she asked, scared of what his answer would
be.
"I mean you and me—I think we need to take a break from each other."
"I—I don't understand. Did I do something?"
"No, I just need to think about things."
"What things, Johnny? Please tell me." What did I do wrong? Tears burned Lisa's eyes and she bit her lip
to keep from crying. "I don't understand. What brought this all on?"
John couldn't bring himself to look at her or answer her.
"Johnny?" she asked quietly.
"I'm sorry, Lis'," he said, finally looking at her. Seeing her eyes brimming with tears made him drop his
head in shame. He felt horrible for what he was putting her—and himself—through. But what if Chet's
right? And look what happened to Marco's cousin.
Lisa slowly got up from the couch and headed towards the door. When she reached the door she turned
back around. "So, are you going to call me or is this the end?" she whispered.
John looked up at her. His heart ached. "I'll call you, Lis'," he told her, almost inaudibly.
With that Lisa turned around, opened the door and left, shutting the door quietly behind her.
The tears were streaming down John's face now. I did the right thing. I know I did. I hope I did.
**********************
ONE WEEK LATER
"Hi Dixie," Roy said as he walked up to the nurse's station, which was festively decorated with garland and
Christmas lights. "We need some supplies."
Dixie looked up from her desk and smiled at one of her favorite paramedics. "Hi Roy." She saw John
walking up behind Roy. "Hi John."
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"Hey Dix."
"So what have you boys been up to lately?" she asked as she began gathering their supplies.
Roy set the drug box down on the counter and smiled. "Oh, I don't know. The same old thing I guess. You
have any plans for Christmas?" he asked casually.
"As a matter of fact, I do. I'm flying up to Oregon for a few days to visit my sister and her family."
"Really? That sounds nice."
"Yeah. It will be. I haven't been up there for almost four years now. What about you?" She handed the
supplies to Roy.
"We're staying home this Christmas. I have Christmas Eve and Christmas Day off, but I have to work the
day after."
Dix nodded and looked at John. "What are your plans John?"
Roy looked at his partner. He was curious, too, as to what John's plans were now that he and Lisa weren't
seeing each other.
John shrugged his shoulders. "I guess I hadn't thought about it. I'll have to see."
Dixie looked at Roy. She could tell something wasn't right with Johnny. Just then a pretty nurse with dark
hair and eyes walked up to John.
"Hi John. I haven't seen you for awhile. How have you been?"
John turned towards this nurse and smiled. "Hi Barb." He struck up a conversation with her.
"What's up with him?" Dixie quietly asked Roy.
"He and Lisa are taking a break," Roy answered while he watched Johnny talking with the nurse.
Dixie raised her eyebrows. "Really? Who's idea was that?"
"Johnny's."
"And they've agreed to date other people?"
"Well, that part I don't know about."
"You know, I thought Lisa was going to be 'the one,' if you know what I mean."
"Yeah, I know. I think we all did, including Johnny. And then Chet had to open up his big mouth."
"What do you mean?"
Roy looked at Dixie. "Well, I think that's what caused the whole problem, but I can't be sure since Johnny's
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not talking about it. But Chet started telling John about divorced women and how they date someone on the
rebound after their divorce. And then Marco told John about his cousin who had that happen to him."
Dix nodded her head. "Well, I suppose that does happen sometimes."
"Yeah, but I don't think that's the case with Lisa. I wish John could just ignore Chet sometimes. So anyway,
ever since last week, he's been in the dumps—until now," he added, wryly, looking over at his partner
flirting with the nurse.
"I just got a date!"
Roy's was surprised. "A date? With what's-her-name? That nurse?"
"Her name's Barb. And she asked me out," he declared proudly.
"Bully for you," Roy said under his breath. "Come on, let's get back to the station." Roy knew that John
was making a huge mistake.
**********************
TWO WEEKS LATER
"You're late," Roy said as John rushed into the locker room that morning.
"I know," he replied hurriedly as he quickly opened his locker to change clothes.
"Another date last night?"
"Yep. You know that makes six dates in two weeks and all of them with different chicks. I guess when the
word gets out that you're not available, then everyone wants to date you." John took off his shirt and began
putting on his work shirt.
"John, did you and Lisa agree to date other people?" Roy asked as he closed his own locker.
John frowned and shrugged his shoulders. "It was never brought up."
"But you're on a break, right? I mean, you two haven't officially broken up."
"Roy—,"
"Now just let me finish," Roy interrupted. "It seems to me that if you haven't broken up with her that you
shouldn't be dating other people. You should be thinking about your relationship with her and if you want
to continue it or not. You can't be dating other girls and be able to think about your relationship with Lisa at
the same time."
John clenched his jaw and looked squarely at Roy. "I don't know what to do, Roy. What should I do?"
"Well, do you love her?"
"Well, sure I do."
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"I mean, are you really in love with her?"
"Yeah," John replied quietly. "That's what makes it so hard. You know, Roy, I've dated a lot of women and
have been dumped by a lot of women. But, what if she's using me like Chet and Marco said? I don't think I
could take it if Lisa ended up dumping me. Do you know what I mean?"
"Sure, but that's the risk you take with any relationship. John, you've got to get that all out of your head.
Forget about what Chet and Marco said. You've got to talk with Lisa and tell her how you feel. You've got
to give her a chance."
Before John could say anything the claxon sounded. "Station 51. Car accident with injuries at the
intersection of Hearst and Cromwell. Hearst and Cromwell. Time out 8:10."
John quickly finished dressing and was tucking his shirt in as he and Roy ran into the bay towards the
squad.
**********************
During the ride back to the station after the call, Roy noticed John rubbing his throat.
"Sore throat?"
"Real sore. I think I'm coming down with something."
"Wouldn't surprise me. I don't think you've had one night off in the last week. You're either working or
you're out on the town. When do you rest?"
John smiled. "I don't. That's the beauty of it."
Roy rolled his eyes. Yeah, so you don't have time to think about Lisa. It seemed as though the talk he had
with John before the run had not done any good.
Later that afternoon, after dinner, John was feeling a lot worse. He took his temperature—it was 102
degrees. "Man, I think I'm going to have to go home, Roy," he said rubbing his forehead. "I don't think I
can finish the shift. I'm really feeling lousy. I'll go talk to Cap."
After talking with the Captain, Brice was called to fill in for John so that he could go home. Later that
afternoon Roy and Brice were at Rampart dropping off a patient.
"Brice, do you want to go ahead and get the supplies? I have to go see someone. I'll just be a few minutes."
"10-4, Roy. I'll give you 10 minutes."
"Uh, okay. That's really generous of you."
"No problem," Brice replied, failing to notice the slightly sarcastic tone that was in Roy's voice.
Roy stepped into the elevator to go to the eighth floor. He walked straight to the nurse's station and found
who he was looking for. "Hi Lisa."
Lisa looked up from her charts. "Roy! Hi!"
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"I hope you don't mind me stopping by."
"No, not at all." She smiled at Roy and then quickly grew concerned. "Is Johnny okay? He's not hurt, is
he?"
Roy raised his hand. "No. No, it's nothing like that. I just wanted to see how you were doing and to say hi."
Lisa let out a sigh of relief. "Oh, well, I'm okay. I'm getting by, I guess," she smiled weakly at Roy. "Uh—
where is Johnny?"
"He went home sick. I'm working with Brice today."
"Oh, I'm sorry," she said apologetically. She had heard plenty of stories about Brice.
Roy smiled. "Yeah, me too."
She wanted to ask Roy more questions about John, but this was neither the time, nor the place.
"Well, anyway, I just wanted to say hi and to see how you were doing. I'll let you get back to work."
"Yeah. I, uh, better get these charts back." She smiled. "Bye. And, thanks for stopping by. I appreciate it."
She picked up her charts and walked briskly down the hallway.
Roy knew that Lisa was keeping a stiff upper lip but that didn't prevent him from seeing the unmistakable
sadness in her eyes.
**********************
That afternoon when John left the fire station he went directly home and to bed. Early that evening there
was a knock at the door. It was Barb, the nurse from Rampart.
"Hi, Johnny. I saw Roy at the hospital this afternoon and I asked where you were. He told me you went
home sick. So when I got home I made you some soup." She held out a container in front of her.
John smiled. "Hey, thanks Barb. That sounds great. Mmm, it smells good too!" He opened the door wider
for her. "Come on in."
"I'll just put this on the stove to heat a little, okay?"
"Okay. Uh, I'll go get cleaned up a little. I wasn't expecting any visitors."
"That's okay, John. You're sick, remember?"
"I know. But it won't take me long. Make yourself at home."
Barb went over to the stove to heat up the soup when she heard a knock at the door. She walked over and
opened it. "Hi, can I help you?"
Lisa didn't expect to find a woman answering John's door. "Is John here?" she asked haltingly.
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"He's indisposed right now. Can I help you?"
"I, uh, just heard John was sick and brought over some food."
Barb smiled. "So did I! It's heating up on the stove right now."
"Oh, okay. Well, I just wanted to be sure he was okay." She looked over this girl's shoulder for John but
she didn't see him.
"He's fine. I'll take really good care of him. Thanks for dropping by, anyway. Bye!" And with that she
closed the door on Lisa.
Lisa was dumbfounded. She walked back out to her car. Once inside, she lay her head back on the
headrest, closed her eyes and fought to keep back the tears. I've lost him for good. Why did I come over
here? I'm so stupid!
"Was someone at the door?" John asked as he came out of his bedroom.
"Yeah, but she left. Come on over and have some soup, John. It's all heated up."
A woman? "Who was it?"
"I didn't ask her name. Come on, John, sit down."
"What did she look like?"
"Oh, I don't know. Blonde and kind of tall."
John's stomach sank. It had to have been Lisa. Dammit!
**********************
Two days later John was back at work. "Roy, did you happen to see Lisa the other day?"
"Uh huh," Roy answered as he poured himself a cup of coffee.
"And?"
"And what?" he asked and took a swig.
"Did you talk to her?"
"Yep." Roy grabbed the paper and sat down at the table.
"Roy!"
Roy looked up innocently. "What?"
"What did you talk about?"
"She asked me where you were, so I told her."
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"Do you know what you did, Roy?" John's voice was getting louder.
Roy put down his paper and looked at John. "What I did? No, tell me. What did I do?"
"Lisa stopped by my apartment the day I went home sick and Barb was there. Barb answered the door!"
"So?"
John sat down and dropped his head in his hands.
"John, tell me, how is it that I did that? Don't you think that you had something to do with that?" Roy was
enjoying making Johnny squirm a little. Johnny had screwed up big time.
John slapped his hand on the table angrily, got up from his chair and left the kitchen.
A few minutes passed, giving Roy some time to feel badly about how he had treated his friend. It was
apparent that John was upset. Roy found John lying on his bed in the dorm room, his bent arm resting over
his eyes.
Roy sat down on his own bed, next to John's. "I, um, I'm really sorry about that."
John sat up and swung his legs over the side of his bed. "Me too," he said wearily, rubbing his nose.
"So, do you want to talk about it?"
"What?"
"Lisa."
"What about her?"
"Do you want to tell me how miserable you are?"
John dropped his head. "I really don't want to talk about it."
Roy looked down at his hands. He felt badly for his best friend. "Well, if you want my advice I think you
should talk to her."
Still looking down at his feet, John nodded his head but didn't say anything. He wanted to call her so many
times, but he thought that how he treated her was inexcusable. He was ashamed of how he had reacted to
Chet's suggestion and, frankly, he didn't know if he deserved Lisa back, or if Lisa would even want to talk
to him, much less come back to him.
**********************
Lisa answered her page to report to the nurse's station. "What's up Carol?" she asked the other nurse at the
station.
"You've got a visitor. She's in the waiting room."
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"Do you know who it is?"
Carol shook her head. "No. I haven't seen her before."
"Well, I'm due for a break anyway. I'll be back in 15 minutes." Lisa walked into the waiting room and was
surprised to see who her visitor was.
"Hi Lisa!" Pam greeted her, looking up from her magazine.
"Hi Pam. This is a surprise," she said hesitantly.
Pam got up from her seat and walked over to Lisa. "How have you been?"
"Well—."
Pam saw the confused look on Lisa's face. "I'm sorry, did I catch you at a bad time? You were probably
busy, weren't you? Well, I won't stay long. I stopped at John's but he wasn't home and the hospital was so
close that I thought I'd stop by to see you." Pam stopped for a moment and looked closer at Lisa's face
noticing that she had turned pale.
"What's wrong?"
"I guess I'm just wondering why you're here." Lisa smiled weakly at Pam. She didn't want to be rude but
she was wondering why Pam came to see her.
Haltingly, she replied, "Well, I was doing some Christmas shopping and I just had the urge to drive over
and invite you over on Christmas Eve. Can you make it?"
Lisa still didn't understand. She slowly sat down and looked up at John's sister. "Have you talked with John
lately?"
"No. Not since you two were over to the house. He's been pretty hard to reach on the phone lately."
"So, you don't know."
Pam sat down next to Lisa. "Don't know what?"
She looked down at her hands. "Well, he wanted to take a break, but I have a feeling it's permanent. We're
not going out anymore."
Pam was more than a little surprised by this news and she could see that Lisa was clearly distressed. Rarely
was Pam ever at a loss for words, but she certainly didn't know what to say now. "I'm sorry, Lisa. I don't
know what to say. I didn't know."
Lisa nodded. "I'm sorry, too." She fought to keep her emotions in check but a few tears came to her eyes
that she couldn't hold back. "I miss him."
"Do you want to talk about it?" she asked quietly.
She wasn't sure if she should say anything. After all, this was John's sister.
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Pam saw the apprehension in Lisa's face. "Lisa, it's okay. You can talk to me," Pam assured her.
Lisa took a deep breath and let it out. "To be honest, I really don't know what happened. One day
everything is fine, and the next day he wants to take a break."
"It was his idea?"
Lisa nodded her head. "He got this crazy idea that I was using him."
"Using him?"
"He probably didn't tell you, but I was married once before," she confessed. She looked at Pam to see what
her reaction would be, but Pam didn't even flinch. "Johnny was a really good friend to me when I was
going through my divorce. And after about six months of us being just friends I realized—well, we realized
what we really meant to each other." Lisa paused to wipe a tear from her eye. "I'm sorry," she said as she
looked at Pam, embarrassed.
"Don't be." Pam opened her purse, took out a tissue and handed it to Lisa.
"Thanks." Lisa took a deep breath and continued. "Anyway, now he has this idea that I was using him to
get over my divorce. He said he just wanted to take a break and that he would call me. That was over three
weeks ago. And since then, I've heard that he's been dating other women."
Pam was shocked by this news and at the actions of her brother.
"Pam, I love your brother. I would never use him. You believe me, don't you?"
Pam put an arm around Lisa's shoulder. "I most certainly believe you. And I'm so sorry. Do you want me to
talk to him?"
Lisa shook her head. "Thank you, but I don't want him to think I put you up to anything. Anyway, I don't
think it would help. I think he needs to figure this out for himself."
"Lisa, would you still consider coming to my house for Christmas? Please?"
"Thanks Pam, but I can't. I'm not part of the family and John will be there. I just can't. But I appreciate you
asking."
Pam looked squarely at Lisa. "Lisa, please. We all really want you to come. The girls have been counting
on it and just because you and John aren't going out doesn't mean we still can't be friends. Besides, I haven't
been able to reach John. And I think I remember him saying that he'd have to work. Would you come?
Please?"
Lisa looked at Pam hesitantly.
"Please?"
"Pam—."
"I am not taking no for an answer," she told her firmly.
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Lisa gave in. "Okay, okay. If you're positive."
"I am. We'll see you Christmas Eve. We're eating around seven o'clock and we go to the nine o'clock
church service. You're welcome to join us."
Lisa nodded. "That would be nice. Can I at least bring something?"
"You sure can. You can bring a dessert."
"You've got it. And thanks Pam. I really appreciate it. I just hope this doesn't cause any problems."
Pam patted Lisa's hands. "Don't worry about it. I'm allowed to have my own friends," she smiled
reassuringly. "And we're going to pick you up because I don't want you driving home late by yourself on
Christmas."
"No, that' really going out of your way. I don't want you doing that."
"It's a done deal. Steve will pick you up at six o'clock. Is that okay with you?"
Lisa smiled gratefully. "Yeah, that sounds great. Thanks Pam."
**********************
Christmas Eve
"Hi Roy, come on in."
"Hi. I just wanted to drop your present off." Roy smiled as he held out John's gift. "Chris and Jen picked it
out."
"Oh yeah? Thanks. Uh, just a second." John left the room and came back in carrying two gifts, which he
handed to Roy. "Here's something for you and Joanne and something for the kids." He pointed to the gift
for Roy's kids. "It's just a game. I thought they both could play it—you know—Chris and Jen," he
explained.
"Thanks, Johnny." Roy smiled at his friend.
"Lisa actually helped me—," John started and then stopped. He continued, "She helped me pick them out.
The day before Thanksgiving we went Christmas shopping. She wanted to get it all done before the big
rush." He chuckled. "Turns out it was a pretty good idea. I haven't been in the mood to shop since." He
reached up to wipe some tears from his eyes. "AAAUGH! DAMMIT!"
"Are you okay?"
"Yeah, I'm fine. Uh, do you—do you want a beer or anything?" he asked, pointing to the fridge.
"Sure. A beer would be good." He knew that John could use someone to talk to right now.
John came back from the kitchen with two beers and handed one to Roy. John plopped himself onto the
sofa and took a big swig from his bottle.
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"You miss her, don't you?" Roy asked as he sat down.
John took a deep breath and exhaled. "It's obvious, huh?" he smiled painfully.
"Do you remember the day you went home sick?"
John nodded. "Yeah, the day you talked to Lisa at the hospital."
"Uh huh. I went up to see her when Brice and I made a stop at Rampart. We didn't really talk all that much.
I just wanted to see how she was doing."
"How was she?" John asked quietly, looking down into his beer.
"Well, I think I scared her. When she saw me she thought something had happened to you. But I told her
that you were fine—that you were home sick," he explained. "She, uh—," Roy paused, "she looked pretty
sad."
"Yeah, well that makes two of us."
Roy leaned forward. "John, why don't you pick up the phone and call her," he tried to persuade him.
"And say what, Roy? That I messed up and ask her for her forgiveness?"
"Well, yeah. That's a start. She misses you—I could tell. And I know that you've been depressed over this
whole thing, too. You've got to swallow your pride and call her."
"You're right, Roy. I know you're right." John took a deep breath and let it out.
"Well, do it. Just don't even think about it—just pick up the phone and call her."
John took a deep breath, looked at his partner and said with determination. "Okay. I'll do it. I'll call her."
Roy smiled and slapped John on the back. "I'm glad. You're doing the right thing." He set his beer down.
"I've got to get going. Joanne and the kids are waiting for me. Let me know how it goes, okay?" Roy got
up and headed towards the door.
John nodded and stood up. "Roy?"
Roy turned around. "Yeah?"
"Thanks."
He smiled. "You're welcome. Merry Christmas."
"Merry Christmas, Roy."
After Roy left John walked over to the phone and dialed Lisa's number. He let it ring almost 20 times before
he hung up. Disappointed, he got another beer out of the refrigerator and began nursing it, thinking about
what he should do next. Halfway through his second beer the phone rang.
"Hello?….Hi Pam."
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"Hi Johnny! Did you know that you are one hard person to track down? I've been trying to reach you for
the past few weeks!"
"Well, I've been working most of the week," he explained. He'd been dating too, but he wasn't about to tell
her that part. "No, I'm not doing anything, but..….Thanks, but…..."
"Your nieces miss you, John." She knew she could get to her kid brother's heart through her kids.
John sighed. "Yeah, I miss them too. Actually I was just trying to call Lisa…...No, she wasn't
home…...Okay, okay. I'll come over. Just give me some time…...I don't know, maybe an hour, an hour and
a half. I'm not sure. I've got some things I need to do first."
Before John left his apartment he tried calling Lisa once more but there was still no answer. Maybe she's
working. 'I'll drive by Lisa's place on my way to Pam's,' he thought to himself as he headed out the door.
**********************
Steve picked up Lisa at six o'clock on the dot. It took about 25 minutes to get to Steve and Pam's house.
Pam met them at the door. "Lisa, come on in! It's so good to see you," she said giving her a big hug.
"Hi Lisa!" It was Annie and Maggie.
Lisa smiled at the girls. "Hi Annie. Look at you. I love your hair! Did you do it?" She had a braided
ponytail with a shiny, red ribbon entwined in the braid.
"Mommy did it!"
"Hi Maggie. That's such a pretty outfit. Is it new?" she asked the older girl.
Maggie smiled at her—she liked Lisa a lot. "Yeah, it is. You look pretty tonight, Lisa."
"Well, thank you Maggie."
Pam smiled at her daughters. She was so proud of how well they were growing up.
Lisa handed Pam the pie she had made and she lifted up a shopping bag brimming with presents. "I brought
some gifts."
"I'll take them! Come on, we'll show you the tree!" Annie grabbed Lisa's hand and led a laughing Lisa into
the family room which was lit only be the soft white lights on the Christmas tree and the crackling fireplace.
Annie and Maggie were showing Lisa the different ornaments decorating the tree and telling her the history
behind each one. Annie explained to her, "I made this one in third grade. Mommy and I made this one last
year—it's gingerbread. And Uncle Johnny gave my mommy and daddy this one the year I was born." Just
then the doorbell rang.
Maggie looked at Annie and quickly took her little sister by the hand. "Come on Annie! Lisa, we'll be right
back, okay?"
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"Okay, I'll wait here."
Maggie and Annie left Lisa in the family room, shutting the sliding doors behind them.
Lisa looked back at the tree that was decorated so beautifully. She walked across the room to the fireplace
and gazed into the fire.
A few minutes later Lisa heard the sliding door open. "Hey Maggie and Annie, are you going to finish
showing me the ornaments?" When she didn't get a response she turned around and drew in a quick breath.
John was standing in the doorway. Lisa quickly turned back around to the fireplace and closed her eyes. I
thought he wasn't going to be here!
John didn't know Lisa would be here either. Behind him he heard his nieces giggling and Pam 'shhsh-ing'
them. When John turned around he saw the sliding doors slowly being closed.
John turned back around and slowly walked into the room. "Hi Lisa," he said with uncertainty in his voice.
Lisa turned back around to face him. "Hi John," she said quietly.
"How have you been?"
"Pretty good." She wrapped her arms around herself. "You?"
"Okay."
She nodded her head and turned back towards the fire.
He walked closer to her so he could see her more clearly. She was wearing black slacks and a black
turtleneck sweater. With her blonde hair and the warm light of the fireplace playing off her skin she looked
striking. "You look beautiful." The word 'beautiful' didn't quite capture the way she looked to him. It was
definitely an understatement.
Her heart fluttered at the compliment. She looked up and gave him a small smile. "Thank you."
"Uh, I think we've been set up," he chuckled slightly.
Lisa nodded. "Yeah, I think you're right." She turned back to face the fire again.
John stared at Lisa. She looked so sad and he knew it was his entire fault. "Lisa?" he said quietly.
"Hmm?" She continued to gaze at the fire. She couldn't bear to look up into his face—into his eyes.
He took a step closer to her and shoved his hands in his pants pockets. "I'm sorry."
She looked up at him trying to figure out where he was going with this. He was so handsome. He still took
her breath away. "It's okay, John," she whispered.
"No, it's not. It's not okay. Lisa, I've missed you. I've wanted to pick up the phone so many times to call
you."
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"Why didn't you?" she asked softly.
"Stubbornness, at first I guess," he admitted. "Then, when I did want to talk to you, I was scared because I
figured you wouldn't want to talk to me."
"That's not true, John. I was waiting for you to call. You said you'd call me."
"I know." He dropped his head in shame. He looked back at her. "I tried calling you tonight."
"You did?"
"And when you didn't answer, I drove by your place. And," he continued, "when I didn't see a light on in
your apartment I stopped by the hospital to see if you were working."
"Really?" She was surprised that he had gone to all that trouble tonight to see her.
"Can we sit down and talk?"
Lisa walked over to the couch and John sat down next to her. He looked into her face. Her gorgeous green
eyes caused him to lose his train of thought.
"John, can I say something?"
He nodded. "Go ahead."
"John, I know that you were worried that I was using you after my divorce. But all I can tell you is that I
wasn't. I love you, John. I would never, ever, do anything like that. I thought you knew me well enough to
realize that."
Tears stung John's eyes. He took her hands in his and squeezed them. He dropped his head and shook it
from side to side. "Lisa, let me explain something to you. And I don't think I even quite figured this out until
tonight." Looking back up at her he confessed, "Lis', the way I feel about you—well, I've never felt like this
about anybody—ever. And when I thought that I might lose you I got scared. When I suggested we stop
seeing each other, I guess it was my way of protecting myself. I felt like I had to be the one to end the
relationship instead of you, because if you had ended it—well, that would be something that I just wouldn't
have been able to cope with." His voice broke during that last sentence.
He lifted her hands and pressed his lips against them. "I love you so much," he whispered. "Is it too late to
ask you to forgive me?"
Lisa freed one hand to gently caress John's face. "I already have," she told him. A tear slid down her cheek.
He couldn't quite believe his ears. "You have? After everything I've done?"
Lisa nodded her head.
He gathered Lisa into his arms and buried his face in her neck. "God, I missed you so much!" He took her
face in his hands and gently lowered his lips onto her mouth.
When their lips parted Lisa slid onto Johnny's lap and sat sideways wrapping her arms around his neck. She
gazed into his sable-colored eyes and ran her hand through his thick, dark hair. "I missed this," she
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whispered.
Gently rubbing her arm, he cautiously asked, "Lis', do you remember the day you stopped my apartment?"
"Yes." She looked down. She remembered it clearly.
"I want you to know that nothing happened. I mean, between me and her—or anybody else." He gently
lifted her chin to look her in the eyes. "I just wanted you to know that."
She nodded her head. She believed him. John noticed her chin beginning to quiver and then tears began to
stream down her face.
John embraced her snugly against him and murmured love words to her as she cried into his neck. When
her tears finally started to subside he gave her a big squeeze. "You okay?" he whispered.
"I am now." She wiped the tears from her eyes. "I think I got a little mascara on your shirt," she told him as
she touched his collar.
John smiled. "Don't worry about it." He reached both hands up to her face and helped her wipe away the
tears with his thumbs. "Lis', I have something for you."
"You do?" she asked, puzzled.
John reached into his jacket pocket, pulled out a small gift and handed it to her. "This is for you."
She looked at him and then opened the box to find a pair of exquisite pearl earrings. She was completely
taken aback. "Johnny, they're beautiful." Her chin started to tremble again due to all of the emotions that
were going through her. "I'm sorry. I just can't believe—."
John entwined his arms around her again and smiled. "Shhh, it's okay. I understand. I feel the same way."
It took her a few minutes to regain her composure. "I want to put them on, Johnny." She took off her old
earrings and put on her new pearl ones. "I love them. Thank you."
John gently brushed a lock of hair off her face. "They look gorgeous on you. But only because you're
gorgeous."
"John, I have something for you. I was going to leave it here with Pam, but since you're here—." She
smiled and kissed his cheek. She got up from his lap, walked over to the Christmas tree and took a gift out
of the bag she had brought with her. "This is for you," she told him as she handed him his gift.
He took it from her and patted his knee. "I'm not opening it until you sit back down." He grinned at her.
She was more than happy to accommodate his wishes. She sat back down on his lap and he began to open
the present. Once he saw the gift he was silent.
"That's the watch you saw the day we went Christmas shopping. Remember? I picked it up for you when
you went into the toy store for Chris and Jen's present."
He still hadn't said anything. She was worried that John was disappointed with his gift. "Don't you like it?"
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John remembered how expensive the watch was. It cost a lot more than the pearl earrings he had bought for
her. "I do remember. It's exactly the one I wanted."
"I wanted you to have it."
John shook his head. "I just can't accept this."
"Why not?" she asked disappointedly.
He looked at her. "Lisa, I remember how expensive this was."
"John, you never buy anything for yourself. And how many times have you bought me flowers and
dinners? Well, this is nothing compared to all the gifts you've given me. I really want you to have it,
Johnny. Please."
He swallowed hard from the lump in his throat. He smiled sheepishly at her and nodded. "Thank you," he
whispered.
Lisa's face broke into a big smile. "Good. Now let's take off your old watch and put this on."
John admired his new watch now on his wrist.
Lisa placed her hand on the back of his neck, lowered her mouth onto his and kissed him. "Merry
Christmas, Johnny," she whispered.
"Merry Christmas, sweet pea." He guided her head back to his shoulder and cradled her. This was the best
Christmas gift he ever could've received—the gift of him and Lisa being together again. And he prayed that
this would be the first of many Christmases they would spend together.
Meanwhile, Pam and Steve were waiting nervously in the kitchen. It had been quite awhile since John had
gone into the family room. Pam was hoping that everything would go according to plan—her plan and she
was growing impatient. She wanted to know how things were going between John and Lisa. "What do you
think is going on in there?" she asked nervously.
Steve shook his head. "I don't know, but it's awfully quiet."
"I can't stand this any longer." Pam got up from the kitchen table and walked towards the family room.
When she reached the doors she very quietly slid them open a crack so she could peek into the room. What
she saw was what she had been praying for. Lisa and John were snuggled together on the couch. Lisa was
on John's lap with her arms wrapped around John's neck. Her head was resting on his shoulder and John
was gently stroking her hair. Pam watched as John tenderly kissed Lisa on her forehead.
Pam closed the doors just as quietly as she opened them and her eyes glistened with tears. "Merry
Christmas, little brother," she whispered, smiling.
**********************
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