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Chapter 28 A Thousand Half Loves 

 

Mona Duval stands in front of the outside bulletin board, a storm center of papers 

and notes and photos, in pinks and blues and whites that are yellowed with age. The wind 

blows, cutting up from the river and scarpering down to the parking lot, and the sun plays 

tag with the clouds. A day of sharpness and light, shadows and angles.  People come to 

Vermont in droves for the fall colors, but she likes it best in the spring. The capricious 

winds, the whimsical sun, the sudden surges of heartening warmth, even the mud, its 

slurpy muck proclaiming the end of ice and the beginning of green. 

She begins to take down the notices. A concert of African drums, a lawn mower 

for sale, a lost cat named Mr. Peach, a yoga class that will save your soul, a girl named 

Ophelia who will babysit anyone, a boy named Rothead who will repair your canoe or 

take out your trash…how long has it been since she’s cleared this board? The drum 

concert was last month, the cat has been lost since February, and whose idea was it 

anyway to put a bulletin board out here exposed to the elements with only a thin ledge of 

roof above it?  It’s probably been here since the eighteen hundreds. Back then Hatsy 

LaDue would have come out and cleared off the old Wanted posters. Wanted, she thinks, 

remembering the song, All I Want is You.   

She rips the notices down faster, letting the tacks fall and crumpling the papers 

into a plastic bag. A piece of lavender paper with feathered edges catches her attention 
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and she stops. Something is written on it in hand-lettered calligraphy: “A thousand half-

loves must be forsaken to take one whole heart home -” Rumi 

What does that mean? What is a half-love? Would it be like what happened with 

Cappy? She was in love with Cappy, or thought she was, and had all the accompanying 

aches and pains and yearnings to prove it. Those deep eyes, the compact body, the way 

he could stand perfectly still and emit such energy.   

But of course she didn’t have to hear him complain about how she used the 

toothpaste or witness him throwing the phone at the wall or yelling at the kids, or be 

around him for any of those ordinary day-to-day things. Because he was married. To 

someone else. That made him safe. Perhaps that was a half-love.   

And her dad. Clinging to the notion that some day her dad would change, he 

would apologize for the “discipline,” become the loving affectionate dad she’d always 

imagined, and that she could love him then. She couldn’t, she’d finally realized, love him 

wholeheartedly the way he was. That was a half-love. 

A giant red SUV and an old green Volvo pull into the parking lot almost 

simultaneously. Alice Spinelli, the minister, and Sierra, who’s come for her after school 

job, get out of their vehicles and stand smiling and talking. How do they know each 

other? Oh yes, Sierra’s mom is involved in the church. 

Mona turns back to the bulletin board.  She puts back the lavender paper. “A 

thousand half-loves must be forsaken to take one whole heart home.” After running the 

store on her own for eight years, after letting go of Cappy two years ago, after 

forswearing any new relationship, suddenly a nice guy appears. A single guy. She feels 

swept away and pushed away, like a pinball that bounces back and forth from one 
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obstacle to another, getting close to the goal then veering off. Frank disappeared, just like 

her dad, and he didn’t call. But then he did call. A misunderstanding. She’d accidentally 

deleted his email. Frank is not violent or abusive. Is she keeping him as a half-love so she 

doesn’t have too much to lose? Can she let go of the half that is holding back?  She takes 

a deep breath to still the fluttering in her chest.    

Alice, in a long blue cape, and Sierra, limp curls waving in the wind, slap their 

palms together in a double high five, and their laughter breaks into the restless air like a 

simple arpeggio in a complex Beethoven symphony. 

Something is changing. Some place in her body where a tightness lodges, like a 

twisted piece of rope with frayed ends. It seems to be unraveling or dissolving, and is 

being replaced by something else, an openness, an opening. The love that was squeezed 

in half is softening and growing, becoming a whole heart, a heart that can take her home.   
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