
 
 

 

Copyright © 2018 by CAA 

All rights reserved. Except for the use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, 

mechanical or other means, now known or hereinafter invented, including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage 

or retrieval system, is forbidden without the written permission of the author or illustrator directly. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any 

resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events or locales is entirely coincidental. 

For questions and comments about the quality of this book, please contact us at dailyreader.caa@gmail.com 

Starting Over 
 

Stacy needs to escape the reality that is her home life; a grandmother, she has only known a short 

time, steps in to show her how to reach her own potential.  Moving on brings big changes for her; a 

brother, cousins, aunts and uncles she never knew she had, can she handle this all or will it be 

another harsh reality?  
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Stacy looks around the library for a very specific spot. She needs a place where she can sit and 

write and not be disturbed. Her writing is so important to her, it’s all she thinks about. This is her 

world now, thanks to her aunt’s guidance and her grandmother’s insistence. 

Stacy has made a name for herself as a freelance writer, but she would prefer some consistency in 

her life, it would be nice to know there is a paycheck waiting for her each month and not that she 

has to chase it. While she loves to write, it is something she can always do on the side until she gets 

herself a more permanent job or she publishes a book that sells well.  

Stacy sees a mahogany desk in the corner of the third floor of the library. She looks around and 

does not see anyone who looks like they belong to the desk or who the desk belongs to. So, she 

brings her backpack around the front of her and empties its contents, her laptop, and papers to 

make notes on, a few pens and her favorite picture of her grandma, her inspiration.  

While on a roll in her writing, Stacy is interrupted, “Excuse me Miss.” A stranger says. 

Stacy looks up. 

“Yes, can I help you?” Stacy answers. 

“I’m here to see Mr. Falcon. Can you tell him Bernadette is here to see him now?” the woman 

asks. 

Stacy stands and turns to her left where this Bernadette is looking, she sees a hallway that leads to a 

couple of offices. Apparently, she is sitting in someone’s desk. Not to embarrass the woman who 

came she walks into the back and knocks on a door of the first man she sees. 

“Yes?” he says. 

“Mr. Falcon? Bernadette is here to see you now. What shall I tell her?” she asks playing the role 

of secretary. 

“Ok” he says slowly because he does not recognize the woman in front of him. “You can bring her 

back.” 

“No problem.” She leaves before he gets a chance to question her. She walks to Bernadette and 

asks her to follow her as she walks back to Mr. Falcon’s office. 

For the next few hours, people keep coming in and asking to speak with Mr. Falcon. He has yet to 

ask her who she is, so Stacy keeps up with the ruse. She is being very productive in her writing 

today and the little interruptions make her feel as if she has a real job. Besides, no one is 

complaining, least of all Mr. Falcon himself. If the aura of the desk is getting her creative juices 

flowing, who is she to question a few minor interruptions? 

Stacy doesn’t want to lose her momentum so she walks back to Mr. Falcon’s office. “I’m going to 

get some lunch down at the corner deli, would you like something?” she asks nonchalantly.  

“That would be great, thank you. Here let me give you money.” He pulls out his wallet. “They 

make a great grilled chicken salad and I’ll take a medium iced tea please.” He says without asking 

her again who she is. 

Stacy takes the money and grabs her bag of belongings, she runs down to the corner deli before he 

changes his mind. She orders Mr. Falcon’s salad and after seeing what the salad looks like she 

orders another one for herself. Stacy makes her way back within 20 minutes. She presents Mr. 

Falcon with his lunch and change then closes his door as she leaves. She returns to her desk and 
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eats her lunch there too. Figuring if everyone thinks it’s her desk, she is entitled to eat there even in 

the library. 

When Stacy finishes her lunch, she goes back to writing. She has a deadline that she refuses to 

miss. Her aunt has told her for years that meeting deadlines and even beating them if you can is 

one of the best ways to establish yourself as a writer with integrity and good work ethics. Grandma 

was right, Stacy didn’t need to use her aunt’s connections, but she needs to hear her advice. 

“Excuse me miss.” A male voice sounds harsh in Stacy’s ears. 

“Can I help you?” she asks. 

The man smiles at her. He takes a step back, “Busy?” he asks. 

“I’m always busy but I can stop for anyone who needs my help. What can I do for you?” she asks. 

“I’d like a moment with Mr. Falcon please.” He smiles at her again. 

“Whom shall I tell him is here?” she asks innocently. 

“Mr. Buckley.” He smiles again, only this time his smile appears to me more of a smirk. 

“I’ll be right back, please, have a seat.” She shows him the chairs nearby. 

Stacy walks back, as she has done all day, to Mr. Falcon’s office. “There is a Mr. Buckley here to 

see you sir.” She says in the same tone of voice she has all day. 

Mr. Falcon looks up at her. “Mr. Buckley? He is my boss. Why didn’t you know that? Didn’t he 

hire you? Oh god, he is going to kill me. Go get him.”  He jumps from his chair, “No wait, I’ll get 

him.” He says as he pushes past her. 

Stacy follows him out to the desk. She sits down as Mr. Falcon goes over to Mr. Buckley in an 

apologetic way. “Hello sir, thank you for coming down to the third floor. How can I help you?”  

Mr. Buckley begins to laugh. “Falcon, so happy you finally followed my orders and hired yourself a 

secretary. She is good. I like her a lot.” He points to Stacy siting there typing away. 

Mr. Falcon looks over at Stacy. “You didn’t hire her sir?” he asks. 

“No, you’re supposed to hire your own, I bought you the desk to have her sit there but this is the 

first I’ve seen her. I wouldn’t normally come down but word came back to me today that you have 

the most efficient and friendly secretary of everyone and people wanted to know where I found her 

so I had to come and see for myself.” He answers. 

Both men look over at Stacy. Mr. Buckley is still laughing. He walks over to Stacy sitting at the 

desk. “Excuse me miss. How long have you worked here?” he asks. 

“That’s a tricky question.” She says. 

Mr. Buckley raises one eyebrow to her to make her continue her statement. Mr. Falcon joins them 

a moment later. 

Stacy sits back down and explains how the day started, all with her head hanging down looking at 

the desk. “I’m sorry if I have messed things up for you. I will pack my things. Thank you for not 

kicking me out with security.” 

“No one said you had to leave.” Mr. Buckley states. 

“You simply walked into this role by accident. I think that is amazing. Stacy is it?” Mr. Falcon asks. 

“What do you do for a living Stacy?” Mr. Buckley asks 

“I’m a freelance writer. I’ve actually been very productive today, in spite of all the interruptions.” 

She responds trying to smile. 
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Mr. Buckley takes out his phone and sends a message. “My secretary will bring down an official 

application for you to fill out but as far as I’m concerned you are hired if you would like the 

position.” He grins at her again. 

“I suppose I should ask you about salary and hours and things, but for me this would actually be in 

addition to my writing. I don’t want to give that part of my life up but having a place to go every day 

would be great for me.” Stacy says. 

“Tell us a little about yourself.” Mr. Falcon says. 

“I’m a freelance writer for three different magazines. I live with my brother in our grandmother’s 

house, we grow all our own vegetables and herbs. I look after my cousin’s baby two afternoons a 

week while she goes to classes for her degree. Other than that, I’m a regular gal.” she answers 

plainly. 

“It sounds like you have a lot on your plate. Library closes in a couple hours anyway, how about 

we all go out for dinner and discus what kind of job we have to offer you. Let’s do this for real and 

not willy nilly.” Mr. Falcon looks at Mr. Buckley for confirmation, who shakes his head yes. 

“Um, ok. There is a nice coffee shop down the street. I see lots of people having interviews there. I 

can meet you there in, say, half an hour?” Stacy offers. 

The men look at each other, “Sure.” Mr. Buckley says. 

 

~~~ 

At first everyone is busy with general talk about the library itself and all the various activities that go 

on there. Some of which Stacy knew about, others not so much. Mr. Buckley tells her a little about 

himself, his family and his position at the library. 

Mr. Falcon is single as far as she can tell, and is not as polished as Mr. Buckley, yet there is 

something about him that makes her comfortable around him, like a long lost friend would be, 

only they just met. 

“You gave us a brief description of your life now, but I’m curious, how did you come to live with 

your grandmother?” Mr. Falcon asks. 

“I’m sorry, my colleague here doesn’t seem to know the meaning of what is appropriate to ask 

during an interview and what is not.” Mr. Buckley shoots him an irritated look. 

“Oh, it’s no problem. I owe my life to my grandmother I never stop singing her praises. Now that 

she is gone, talking about her is all I have left.” Stacy says. “The only question is, where to start.”  

“Well, this sounds like a long story; no offense but I think I will depart. It has been a pleasure 

meeting you Stacy, but I think I will be taking my leave now. Mr. Falcon will inform you about 

what the job entails. I’m already sold. I will have the paperwork waiting for you on your desk 

tomorrow morning.” Mr. Buckley gets up to leave and Stacy stands to shake his hand. Her brother 

taught her how important it is to develop a firm handshake and how to show honor to those you 

work with and for in this case. 

Mr. Buckley likes that she stands up, he grins at Stacy again and pats Mr. Falcon on the shoulder 

as he leaves. Mr. Falcon sits down before Stacy does, then he stands back up quickly. “Is 

everything ok?” he asks concerned. 
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Stacy shakes her head. “Oh, I’m ok. It’s only that I have yet to say the words that Grandma is gone 

and the first time I do, it’s to complete strangers. Doesn’t that strike you as odd? See there I go 

again, asking a complete stranger a personal question.” Stacy sits down with a sigh. 

Mr. Falcon sits with her now too. He reaches out and takes her hand for support. “Ok, how about 

if I start?” he watches as she picks her head up to face him now. 

“My full name is Maverick Arthur Calvin Falcon. That is why a lot of people call me MAC, it’s my 

initials. I was teased endlessly during all my years at school. College was worse and then it became 

even worse when I started to work for Mr. Buckley. He found out my full name and teases me 

incessantly. Only because you were in the room did he forget to say anything to me today. I 

suppose I should say a belated thank you for that. 

I grew up in a house full of people, there were eight of us running around at all times. Never a 

moment’s peace. So, basically working in a library for a living is heaven to me.” Mr. Falcon 

watches her for a sign to continue. 

Stacy looks across the table and smiles. “Eight huh? My family shrank most of my life, until I came 

to Grandma’s then it tripled. But without her I’m shrinking again.”  Stacy looks down but then she 

feels her hand being squeezed. She forgot he is holding her. 

“You want to talk?” He asks. 

“The only way I know how to talk about all this is as if I’m not part of the story, in the third 

person. I explain things that way to Grandma and everyone else in the family for years. Weird 

huh?” she admits. 

“No, not weird, healthy. At least you were able to get it out a bit at a time. Want to try for the 

whole thing at once, you’d be surprised how liberating doing that can be. Besides, I am enjoying 

sitting here looking at a beautiful woman, I’ve enjoyed that part of my day immensely. Which is 

one of the reasons I never asked too many questions today, to be honest I was afraid you would 

leave. Creepy, I know but I have a bad habit of being very honest.” MAC responds. 

Stacy laughs. No one has ever called her anything but simple except for Grandma. Can he be real? 

Stacy’s phone rings, she looks down and sees it’s her brother. “Hold on, it’s my brother.” 

MAC sits back in his chair but does not let go of her hand. Stacy is forced to move closer to follow 

her hand. She quickly rambles to her brother where she is and why, “Whoa, nice job sis. We can 

talk about this later because I’m calling to let you know I have arranged everything for tonight. 

Stacy I’m going to ask Bella to be my wife. I have the white horse, the carnations, and the catered 

dinner on the back patio. By the time you come home can you sneak in the front and slip upstairs? 

Plllllllleaaaaase?” he asks in a silly voice. 

“Oh my, Grandma would be so happy. Thank you for choosing tonight. I will take my time getting 

home, I still have plenty of writing to do and a deadline to meet. I’m going to go back to my 

meeting now ok?” Stacy smiles on the phone. 

“Best of luck sis, I love you.” Leland says endearingly. 

“Love you too big brother.” She beams. 

Stacy turns her head back to MAC, “Do you mind if I only call you Maverick?” she asks. 

MAC smiles. 
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“Like I said, I don’t know how else to say my history except as a story as if it’s happening right 

now, I can’t believe I’m even doing this.” 

“Be my guest, I’ve got plenty of time tonight. Sometimes it’s easier to talk to total strangers, I have 

nothing to pre-judge you by. Please go on.” Maverick says. 

 

~~~ 

Stacy sits in her room contemplating the latest of her mother’s attacks. She was so subtle you could 

have missed it if you weren’t in tuned to what she really meant. What hurts her more is that her 

father puts up with her nonsense. He never sees that this is detrimental to a girl’s self-esteem, 

bordering on child abuse. Her mom keeps telling him lies, feeding him her warped sense of reality 

and he buys every bit, all of it, no matter how ridiculous her plans sound. 

Stacy’s mom was very pretty in her younger days, she is what the stereotypes are made from. She 

has the looks, the personality and her parents had the money to give her whatever she wanted 

because there were only two siblings. One girl and one boy. She was popular with her classmates 

already in middle school, which carried into high school, where she met her father. Her mom was 

lucky enough that her looks even followed her to college. Stacy is not sure her mother actually 

earned her college degree or simply showed up to sit in the front row every day to smile her way 

through college. 

Each time Stacy spends time studying for a test her mom berates her about how she should be out 

with friends and making a name for herself, not burying her nose in a book. Her mother has told 

her countless times that she needs to be more involved in school activities and less involved in 

academia. Stacy’s sister inherited their mother’s genes in the looks and body shape department but 

has the personality of a doorknob, she is popular by default but still does not have a lot of real 

friends, only superficial ones. But maybe those are the kinds she wants. 

Their father has a trophy wife, she keeps herself looking good, not by exercising or any real work, 

but by finding the right doctor who will do all the right things to make her feel as if she is still the 

prom queen. Stacy’s father works hard to get to where he is in life and he is very proud of his 

accomplishments despite where he grew up, which never sounded so bad to Stacy. According to 

her father it was horrible to grow up in North Carolina. He couldn’t wait to get out to Texas and 

live with his uncle for high school. This uncle convinced her grandfather that life was better for big 

strapping boys like Hugh to be among people the same size as him. According to this uncle, 

everything in Texas is bigger. So, her father came, made a name for himself and never turned 

back. In fact, he did turn his back, but on his parents, not to look back at them or even stay in 

touch. 

He rarely visits his parents. The only reason Stacy knows her grandmother at all is she calls once in 

a while to speak with her son, who is always too busy to speak with her so Stacy and her 

grandmother began talking about three years ago. Turns out they have a lot in common. They 

both enjoy the same authors, her grandmother was a straight ‘A’ student also and is very proud of 

Stacy’s accomplishments even if her mother doesn’t understand them. Grandma encourages her to 

do the right thing all the time. Grandma tells her how beautiful she is, how many of the boys in her 
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area would love to meet a smart girl like Stacy. She always hears her grandsons complaining about 

how so many girls are trying to get a guy on looks and a bank account but not brains.  

Stacy is getting close to finishing her second year of high school. Which hasn’t been an easy year 

because her mother keeps signing her up for after school activities that she never shows up to, then 

they find her in the hall and tell her if she doesn’t show up she will be kicked out and she always 

tells them she never signed up to begin with that someone must have put her name down as a joke. 

One of them tries to show her a signature on a paper with her name on it and she immediately 

recognizes her mother’s handwriting. She quickly signs her name under where her name is for 

proof, the girl walked away angry. So, she spends her time in the library after school catching up on 

homework and reading the news on the internet because there is no way you’d find a newspaper in 

her own house. Her mother scolds her every time she sees her reading news as opposed to being 

on social media at home like her sister does. 

Her mother tried to hack her social media account once to post things about her life that weren’t 

even real but were written to make her life ‘more interesting’ her mother tells her. Stacy 

immediately shut down the page and has never returned. Her mom has offered to take her 

numerous times to the make-up counters at the store. Even went so far as to try and override the 

kind of haircut she wanted by telling the stylist that her daughter really wants highlights but is afraid 

to ask because she is too shy. Stacy is smart enough to question everything the stylist does and 

when she found out what her mother told the stylist, she got off the chair and walked out with wet, 

half cut hair. When she got home, she went to shower and tried to wash out the experience from 

her mind. How could her mother do such a thing? What is wrong with her hair color being what 

she was born with? From the picture she has, her hair looks to be the same as her grandmother’s. 

But today??? Today is the last straw. Stacy has been hiding in her room for the past two hours 

already, waiting for her parents to leave for their evening affair. Pacing the room actually, trying to 

figure out the best course of action. She has to leave this hell hole she calls home and she 

somehow has to do it fast. This is not a place of sanity any longer. Her sister can deal with all her 

mother’s crap, she could care less, she probably wants all the socialite lessons she can get. It’s not 

as if she has actually ever been a real sister to Stacy anyway, she will probably love all the attention 

being on her with Stacy gone. The two of them seem to have been born into two different worlds 

but under the same roof. Their brother ran away at the age of 16, that was four years ago. No one 

knows where he is. He is the smart one. Maybe he received the same boloney treatment that Stacy 

has received but she’ll never know, he is not in touch at all.  

Finally, she hears the car pull out of the garage, she runs over to her window to make sure both of 

them are in the car, earlier while her parents were busy getting ready, Stacy made her way 

downstairs to grab some food. She was starved. She found her sister in the kitchen, eating her 

measured out salad. Even literally counting her pieces of lettuce. Lettuce!!! That’s all water, why do 

you have to count that?! 

“You know if you eat a piece of protein, your face won’t fall off.” Stacy said to her. 

“Laugh all you want, but at least I care how I look.” She retorted. 

“Oh, I care, but I’d rather look like a human than a walking hanger.” Stacy smirked. It’s a phrase 

some of the guys in her class call her younger sister, she hates to use it but at the same time, enjoys 
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teasing her sister. Usually she reprimands herself afterwards, but today no one is beyond her reach 

and she does not feel even the slightest remorse. 

Her sister wiggles in her chair. Stacy knows that phrase makes her uncomfortable to be compared 

like that but right now she doesn’t care. Stacy has bigger problems than the ego of a 14-year-old 

who has yet to blossom. 

Stacy decided to change the subject in a calmer voice, “Plans for the summer?” she asked. 

“Nancy McKinley is going away to this fancy resort camp which teaches young ladies how to 

behave at social gatherings and how to throw the best house parties. I asked mom if I can go too 

and she was so excited I asked. She said it’s the same one she went to. What about you?” her sister 

asked with a laugh in her voice. 

“What’s so funny? I plan on working again in the library this summer, tutoring and getting ready 

for the college entrance exams I’ll probably have to take in the Fall. Hey, what the hell is so damn 

funny to you?” Stacy was fuming she slammed her glass down on the table and it splashed out a bit 

all over her sister’s salad. 

Stacy was now standing over her sister about to pour her bowl of salad on her head, “I asked you a 

question.” She said grinding her teeth in a threatening way. 

First, she cleared her throat then her sister finally answered her, “I heard Mom talking to Dad in 

the den. She wants to send you to a beauty camp to teach you how to be a girl. She told him this 

place will teach you how to dress, put on make-up and learn to be a lady and catch the right man, 

and not become the corporate kind of woman that men hate. She seemed pretty adamant too. I 

am pretty sure you can kiss your job goodbye.” She ended with a grin. 

Stacy dumped the salad on her sister’s head. She then also dumped her own dinner, which was 

chicken with bar be que sauce, on her sister’s lap. Through the food on her face her sister 

continued, “apparently, as a bonus this place allows you one body fix, mom says you’ll be getting a 

much needed nose job.” Stacy could no longer contain her anger but she knows how stupid it is to 

take it out on her sister. She ran upstairs. But not before calling to her sister, “You dare call them 

about this and I’ll tell mom about you and your little secret you’re hiding in your bed.” Stacy thinks 

about how she found a few pieces of chocolate while vacuuming one day. 

Stacy’s sister sat paralyzed in the kitchen. 

As Stacy gets to her room her head is reeling with questions, does her sister really know the truth? 

How can she? Maybe she is bluffing, she continues to clean up her room, and then she stops and 

whispers out loud, “maybe she isn’t bluffing.” She finishes the clean-up and heads to her bathroom 

and slams the door. 

 

~~~ 

Stacy is so full of emotions she doesn’t know what to do. She feels like a trapped rat. She grabs her 

phone to call her grandmother, then she puts it down. She feels that her parents might be tapping 

her phone now because sometimes they know things they aren’t supposed to know about what she 

is doing. “Going out!” she yells at her sister’s door. 

Stacy grabs her bike and heads towards the library. Her only place of solace. The head librarian 

sees her frantic look along with a very odd haircut and quickly pulls her in the back room. “I need 
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to make a call to my grandmother, urgently. I know its long distance, but I’ll make it as fast as I 

can. I can’t call from my house anymore.” She is sounding like a crazy person, she takes a couple 

deep breaths. 

“Ok, sit in my office.  Do what you need. It’s ok honey. If you need a place to run to, this is a safe 

one. Take your time.” She walks out closing the door to her office. 

Stacy calls her grandmother and tells her what her mom did at the salon then she tells her what her 

sister revealed about mom’s plans on her summer. As if she is not in charge of her own body, as if 

her mom has that much control. She doesn’t know if she is livid or scared to death. She tells her 

grandmother how many times her mom has tried to change her looks without her knowing. 

She started at the beginning. At the age of eight Stacy, for the first time, realized that the lotion her 

mom was putting on her face every day was not lotion at all but foundation. Her mom hated her 

freckles that much that at the age of six she began covering them up. Once she realized what was 

being done, Stacy began to fight her each morning and would find a way to take it off at school, if 

her mom won that morning. By the age of ten her mom had pulled so many stunts like that that 

Stacy could no longer trust her anywhere or on anything. 

Stacy would get haircuts at places her mom would never walk into for the specific reason that her 

mom could not tell the stylist what to do to her head. Today her mom happened to catch her 

walking in to the salon, which made her angry in it of itself that she was being followed. She would 

not take a pill her mother tried to convince her was a vitamin. Stacy found the bottle in her 

mother’s bathroom one day and noticed it was a hunger suppressant. She looked up the word and 

was horrified at the thought of her mom trying to control her eating without her knowing. 

She kept each item. She took pictures of them in her mom’s cabinet, then she would take a picture 

of the same pill sitting next to her breakfast. She began to not even trust the food her mom made 

her and began getting up early enough to make her own food to avoid any unwanted additives. For 

the past four years, Stacy has lived in fear of what her mother might to do her next. But this!!!??? 

Sending her to a camp that ends with a nose job!! God knows what else they would do there before 

the nose job was done. Stacy is screaming on the phone to her grandmother, the librarian walks in 

and holds her to calm her down. 

Stacy shakes in her arms. The librarian takes the phone. She introduces herself to her 

grandmother and listens for a moment.  Stacy doesn’t know the librarian already knows her 

grandmother, she can’t confuse the child more. “Ok, I’ll tell her. That sounds like a great plan.” 

She hangs up and holds Stacy a couple more minutes until she is able to let go without Stacy 

physically falling over. 

“I’m sorry Mrs. Larkin. I let everything out all at once. It’s been pent up a long time. You’ve always 

been so nice to me. I’m sorry if I ruined your night or scared anyone in the library with my 

screaming.” Stacy sits on the floor, wondering what to do next. She didn’t even get to say goodbye 

to her grandmother. 

“It’s ok my dear. I’m glad you feel safe here. I’ve always enjoyed your company, but your 

grandmother has bigger plans for you. She told me you are to go home and pack your bags. All of 

your clothes, winter and summer and anything you may miss, take with you. She is sending your 

uncle to come pick you up at the airport here so that you can travel with him to her home. Your 
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grandmother will take care of your schooling so that you will miss nothing. However, she said to 

leave a short note for your folks.” Mrs. Larkin watches as Stacy’s eyes open and her mind absorbs 

the enormity of what has been said. 

“She is sending for me? For me?” Stacy asks puzzled. 

“She told me it was time you were appreciated for who you are. She said the note should simply 

read. ‘Gone fishing’ Does that mean anything to you?” she asks hoping that Stacy will remember 

from the last time that note was written. 

“No, not really.” Stacy pauses. She stands up immediately and grabs Mrs. Larkin in a hug. She 

whispers in her ear, “She has my brother, it’s the same note he left years ago. My parents never 

looked for him. Not even once.” She hugged her tighter. 

Mrs. Larkin remembers her brother, he was a fine young man, also very misunderstood by his 

materialistic parents. “My instructions are to wait for you to call me back. As soon as you are 

packed call me from this phone.” She hands Stacy a prepaid phone she takes out of her drawer. 

Stacy shakes her head, “I’ve helped many teens escape from a reality that doesn’t have to be. I 

keep these on hand. Go Stacy, live your life as it should be. You will one day look back and know 

this is the right thing to do.” Mrs. Larkin explains. She hugs Stacy again and watches her leave. 

Mrs. Larkin has been helping troubled teens for almost thirty years now. Many from abusive 

families, many need simply to get away from a bad situation and start anew. Each time she is sad, 

each time happy all at once. On occasion she has received gifts and trinkets from these children 

later on as a thank you. The best kind are the pictures she receives with smiling faces and even 

better the ones that come with pictures of weddings and new babies. 

 

~~~ 

When Stacy gets home she goes straight to her room. Thankfully, her bedroom no longer next to 

her sister. Stacy took over her brother’s room about a year ago so she could be farther from her 

parent’s bedroom. She takes out her old camp duffle bags, takes a deep breath and begins to work. 

She doesn’t have very many winter clothes, she layers her clothes when she gets cold, winters in 

Texas aren’t as cold as other places in the country. Stacy doesn’t take long to pack her heavier 

clothes. The rest of her clothes go in next. Stacy realizes she has barely filled the second duffle so 

she looks around her room for any of her other belongings she wants to take. She sees a couple of 

items that were her brothers, and on the off-side chance she is right, she packs them to bring to 

him. If she is wrong, then she will keep them as mementos of having a brother. She takes down the 

picture of the two of them as well.  

All this takes less than an hour. She scans all her drawers again to make sure they are empty. She 

finds all her hidden places where she stashes her extra money she earned on her various jobs. As 

of right now she will be taking only a little over $700. She hopes it’s enough for a last-minute flight. 

To spend all of this hard-earned money won’t bother her if she is using it to get herself a better life. 

She makes the call and sneaks downstairs and out the back door. Mrs. Larkin is picking her up on 

the street behind her house. Her sister is on the phone and Stacy knows she won’t get off for at 

least another hour. 
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Upon getting in the car, she hands back the phone. Mrs. Larkin smiles. “You’re going to be ok, 

you’ll see.” She says reassuringly. 

“Can we stop by the bank first? I remembered I have more money there. Not the one my parents 

have an account for me in, but in a different bank, where I have been putting all the money I earn 

at my jobs. Mom thinks I shouldn’t work at all so she always tells me how much she puts into my 

account. I started this account last year. It’s not much but at least it’s all mine. My account is at that 

new bank that stays open until 10pm.” Stacy says. 

“Sure, let’ go in and close that account together, they will think I’m a parent as you are a minor still 

because they may not let you close an account on your own.” Mrs. Larkin says. 

They stop at the bank and Stacy has all of her cash now. She tries to pay Mrs. Larkin for all she 

has done, but she won’t take any payment. Stacy adds the $800 to her backpack that she will be 

taking on the plane but in a different pocket than the other monies. 

They drive the rest of the way to the airport in silence. Mrs. Larkin was told where to bring her. 

Not the regular terminal but where the private planes are. As they pull up to the gate Mrs. Larkin 

says who she is.  

In a couple of minutes another man comes to the gate. “Hello, I’m Browny. You can leave Ms. 

Stacy with me. I’ll take good care of her while we wait for her uncle’s plane to come in. Won’t be 

but another hour or two. I promise.” He smiles. 

Stacy looks at Mrs. Larkin a little scared. “Your grandmother mentioned his name to me and he 

looks as she described. Go my dear, make me proud.” Mrs. Larkin holds back her tears. This one 

is particularly hard to let go of. She has worked with Stacy a lot in the library and will miss her 

company. Her brother had come to her for help years before but Stacy will always hold a special 

place in her heart.  

“I will.” Stacy musters out. Stacy slowly gets out of the car, Browny jumps to the back to grab her 

bags already. With one last glance Mrs. Larkin says goodbye to Stacy. She then walks with Browny 

to what looks like a giant garage for an airplane. 

“So, you know my grandma?” she asks quietly. 

“Your grandma and I go back a long time my dear. Without her I would never have gone to 

school and become the man I am today. Welcome to my garage.” He says as he waves his hand to 

show her the place she is in. 

“We run private planes out of here, I rent space from the regular airport. I only have the finest of 

customers here. Everyone owns their own plane, they use us as their mechanic and car wash 

actually. Each time a plane lands, one or two of my people clean it up and fuel it up before they 

take off again. We supply in-flight attendants when necessary too. You travel much with your 

grandma?” he asks. 

“Um, no. I have never traveled with her. I’ve only seen her twice face to face. The rest has been on 

the computer when we talk each week. How do you know her again?” Stacy is not fully calm yet, 

her nerves are twisted up and her stomach has never had such a large knot before. She is sure her 

parents will come home any moment and find her here before she has a chance to meet her uncle 

and leave. She keeps jumping at the sound of each car that rings at the gate. Browny watches this 

reaction. 
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“Aw, don’t you worry young miss. No one will be coming for you here except your uncle and your 

flight. I gave my word to your grandma. I know her as Josephine. She was friends with my parents 

many years ago and she about boxed me in my ears when I got myself into legal trouble. Josephine 

is the only one who came to bail me out, but there was a condition. I had to wake up and get 

myself in gear or I could rot there in my jail cell. I decided to listen. My folks had enough on their 

mind to have to deal with me and my troubles. Your grandpa taught me everything I know about a 

car’s insides. But I was fascinated with the bigger guys you see here. Josephine found a way and 

sent me to school. The rest is history and here I am in my own place. Doing favors for your 

grandma or grandpa anytime they ask me. 

I owe her my life in a matter of speaking.  When she calls, I jump. No one will ever care about you 

more than she does, you keep that in mind hun. Whatever you’re going to her for, she is the right 

one to take care of it. But I’m going to ask you one favor from me.”  He paces a bit back and forth 

and Stacy begins to get a bit nervous all over again. 

“You see, last time I saw her, about two months ago, I notice she is not as sprite as she used to be. 

She moves rather slowly, she eats very little. I’m convinced she needs a doctor, you have to make 

her go. She may listen to you, being you’re kin and all. I’m worried darlin’, really worried. The 

world needs her around, I need her still and I’m not ashamed to say.” He turns to face Stacy who 

is contemplating all that has been happening to her in the past 12 hours. 

“Sir, I’m not sure I can convince her to do anything, but I give you my word I will try, is that ok?” 

she responds nervously. 

“All anyone can ask for dear, but you’ll see. She needs a doctor.” He walks away to answer a call 

from the radio. 

Stacy feels nervous, she is not sure she knows what she is getting herself into, but it has to be better 

than being sent away to have surgery done to her against her will. She has no phone to stay in 

touch with anyone, grandma told her to leave her phone next to the note, after deleting all contacts 

and data, of course. She wrote down only one number, Pierson, and put that piece of paper in a 

safe place in her backpack. The only boy she calls a friend. The girls from school won’t miss her 

much, but Pierson will. She will ask her grandma when and how she can contact him. He is the 

only one who knows what goes on in her house. The girls at school think her mom is great to offer 

all of these things to her without her having to ask or beg as they have to. Priorities are messed up 

in her school, at least in the group of people she sees most often. Stacy sits down on the sofa 

nearby. 

 

~~~ 

Stacy doesn’t remember falling asleep but Browny is now pushing her softly to wake her up. 

“C’mon young lady, your ride is ready.” He is smiling down at her like a good friend. 

Stacy sits up and sees another gentleman standing next to Browny, he looks familiar but she can’t 

figure out why. “Hello Stacy. I’m your uncle. I’m the brother your father never told you he had. 

Among the many other lies he has told you by omission or otherwise, being an only child is one he 

enjoys telling people I’m sure. Growing up with your dad was never a picnic for me either, I am 
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very sympathetic to your plight. Come. Let’s go meet your grandma in person, yes?” he smiles and 

reaches out a hand to her. 

Stacy walks with him towards the most beautiful plane she has ever seen. It’s not silver with initials 

painted on it like commercial planes. This one is completely covered in painted vines and roses. 

She walks up the steps and finds a place to sit down. Her newly found uncle hands her a laptop 

computer and opens it. Moments later her grandma is calling in. “Hello darling, how are things so 

far?” she asks. 

“Um, ok I guess. I’ve met a lot of new people, well really only Browny and my uncle?” she 

questions. 

“Yes, he is a real uncle, no need to question the information. You have an aunt as well. You will 

meet her next week when she gets back from her business trip. Oh, baby girl, your father really did 

a number on you didn’t he? And your hair? Well, we’ll take care of that as soon as you get here” 

she asks with concern. 

Stacy has almost forgotten that her hair has only been cut halfway, it seems so insignificant 

compared to the nose job, “I don’t know really. He always told me about you. Well, not always but 

enough for me to know he had a mother. Do you have my brother with you?” Stacy is not sure 

how she had the courage to ask that above anything else. 

Grandma smiles, “Yes, he is here, but not here in my house. He is away in college now but will 

come to see you as soon as you get here. He didn’t believe me you were coming so he needs to see 

a picture of the two of us together and that can only happen when you are in my house. He misses 

you terribly but could never contact you for fear of your parents knowing where he was. You’ll 

understand soon. Have a good flight.” With that she disconnects. 

Stacy looks around the plane. It’s meant to only seat six people. She closes the computer and her 

uncle takes it with a smile. “Get ready for take-off, buckle up. We’ll talk once in the air. I’ll answer 

some of those nagging questions for you then.” He sits down on the seat across from her. 

The plane takes off moments later. Stacy is not sure how to react to all of this. Is she really running 

away? Can she be dragged back to her parents because she is a minor, or is she anymore? What is 

the age for that anyway? Would they even care? She remembers they didn’t put much effort into 

finding her brother. Are they so willing to throw me away too? With that brought on some tears 

that she could not control. 

“Here” her uncle hands her a handkerchief. “Let’s start at the beginning. Your dad left to go live 

with your grandma’s brother a long time ago. My mom had high expectations of us, most of it 

involved having good manners and treating people well. My brother, unfortunately did not follow 

those rules. He lived by his own rules, that of ‘I’m king so listen to me’ pretty much sums him up. 

Mom’s brother was the same way so she sent your dad out to Texas, hoping that a dose of 

someone else who feels that way would change him back not make him worse. That was the 

hardest thing they ever had to do. They were not expecting him to completely deny the rest of us 

though. In a nutshell, your dad decided to make his own way because he believed anything was 

better than living at home, specifically our home, under their roof.” Her uncle watches her a 

moment to see how she reacts to this news. 
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“I know it’s not easy to hear but your father was never good with anyone but himself, his wife is the 

same as him which is why they get along so well. I assume they get along, or maybe they live 

parallel to each other because they both feed each other’s egos. I don’t know. I’m not there.” He 

smirks at her. 

“Did he ever love me?” Stacy says to herself. 

“I can’t answer that.” Her uncle says. Her head pops up, she thought she said that to herself.  

“It’s ok, hard to hide even soft words in such close quarters. I will tell you one thing though. Your 

dad never thought his parents would ever amount to much. My father worked for many years as a 

car mechanic, but not any mechanic mind you. He worked for many government officials, movie 

stars, famous singers and many others of what would be called the elite of society. You see my dad 

made the man with a beat up pick up feel as if he was a rock star and every rock star feel as if he 

was his best friend, everyone appreciated this and came from all over with their cars. He bought 

his own place, made wise investments with small profits and was able to retire before we were all 

finished with school. My mom has been by his side her whole life. The two of them did everything 

together. I think they even finished each other’s thoughts.” He laughs, Stacy smiles. 

“When did your father die?” she asks. 

“About a year after his retirement, unfortunately. The doctors told us it was a massive heart attack, 

quick and painless, not sure I ever believed the painless part, but he didn’t suffer and that was 

important to us. Mom became both mother and father to us, at this time my brother was already 

out in Texas and Mom’s brother said her son was too busy to fly in for a funeral, he was in the 

playoffs of some kind of sport.  

That was the only time Mom flew out there, she gave her brother and her son a tongue lashing 

right in front of everyone at the playoff game. Made a big spectacle. Her brother has never forgiven 

her for the ‘embarrassment’ as he says. My brother said they would have won the game either way, 

he was unfazed, that is how my mom knew she lost her boy forever. At 17, he knew better than 

her, that was his attitude then and I believe still is.” Stacy’s uncle had to look away after telling this 

part of the story. 

“I’m sorry I didn’t know you sooner,” she says, “it would have been nice to have family growing 

up. Do I have any cousins?” she tries to change the subject. 

“From me? Yes, five of them, three boys and two girls. My oldest is your age. My sister has six, she 

told me she always enjoyed doing me one better. Kind of a joke between us. So, you will be 

welcomed with open arms, many, many arms.” He smiles. 

The rest of the flight was filled with light conversation. Stacy’s new uncle is lighthearted and fun to 

talk with. She has not told him anything about her home life, but she assumes that from her 

brother, he knows some already, or assumes anyway. 

How can a person disown their family like her father did? He is so caught up in money and having 

the biggest and best of everything, doesn’t he realize how much his parents have? They own a 

flippin plane!!!! The thought of her father not knowing this makes her laugh a little as she looks 

around the plane. 

“No, he doesn’t know about our father’s good investments and he certainly doesn’t know about 

anything my mom has achieved since his death. He has been cut off from my parents’ estate since 
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the day he chose his life over his own father’s. It’s sad. We would love to have our brother back, 

but only if he wants, which he doesn’t. We’ve tried to reach out to him over the years, to no avail. 

His wife is a piece of work as well. I guess you know that already. 

The difference between us is that we have the money but we don’t waste it. Mom has set up a 

college fund for all of her grandchildren, she has made sure that both my sister and I have 

accounts set up that we can access at different moments of our lives. She has taught us how to be 

smart about our money and how to believe in ourselves. Each of us have side investments that 

we’ve made to make sure we have a retirement and that we don’t work our whole lives. 

You will find your grandmother to be an excellent teacher in life.” Stacy’s uncle walks around a bit. 

She stares out the window. She knew her father was different than most people but did not realize 

how much. Her mom is the most materialistic person she knows, second only to her desire to 

remain young and appealing to everyone.  

 

~~~ 

Stacy spends the rest of the flight in contemplation. All this information about her father has been 

overwhelming. First, she finds out he has siblings, then he chose not to go to his own father’s 

funeral, then he dismissed his mother, in person yet. Finally, she finds out that her brother is 

waiting for her and that he actually does miss her. But his not finding her makes her sad, that 

means she may not be able to be in touch with her only friend at school. She is his sounding 

board, who will he turn to now? 

The landing startles her out of her thoughts. 

“Ok new niece. Come let’s go to Grandma’s house.” Her uncle holds out his hand again. 

“What do I call you?” she asks as she extends her hand again. This time a little more comfortable 

than the last time. 

“I’m your uncle, you can call me Uncle Gavin. Or, if you forget you can always call out ‘Hey you!’ 

I’ll probably turn around.” He smiles. 

Stacy smiles and follows him down the stairs to a waiting red car. Another man, similarly dressed 

like Browny takes her duffels and puts them in the trunk of the car. Uncle Gavin sits in the back 

with her. 

“The ride is quick, we all live in the same neighborhood about ten minutes from here.” He tells 

her. 

Grandma is waiting outside her house for Stacy. She is holding herself as the car pulls into the 

driveway. Stacy jumps out to hug the woman she has only ever seen on the computer for the last 

couple of years. She almost pushes her grandma over but they hold on to each other tightly and 

her grandma’s tears come before Stacy’s. 

Uncle Gavin grabs the bags and brings them inside, then he comes out and leads the women into 

the living room. “Sit down mom, I’ll get everyone some tea.” He says. 

Grandma Josephine and Stacy sit next to each other with no words. They are holding hands. Stacy 

looks around the room, she sees pictures of what she believes to be all of her cousins. “You will 

meet them all in good time. We need to get things straight here first.” Josephine says. 

“What do you mean?” Stacy asks. 
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“I already called your school already, there is a number to call for emergencies after hours. I have 

some far reaching friends, your records were immediately forwarded to the school here you will 

attend in the Fall. They are going to send your upcoming exams to the school here and you will be 

proctored then the grades are sent back to your old school so your records are complete from this 

year. I have to take you to the local library to see if you can apply for a summer position like you 

had back in Texas. If not, you’ll have to look for a different job around here. No one gets a free 

ride, you have to be working this summer.” Grandma ends with a stern voice. 

“I fully intend on working, no worries about that. I would also like to be able to tutor if that’s ok 

with you. I love to work with kids on helping them understand that writing is not a chore and can 

be fun. I excel at writing, it’s what I want to do someday.” Stacy says. 

“Good choice, I’ll have you speak to my wife.” Uncle Gavin interjects. “Come on Mom, don’t give 

me that look, if she is good she deserves to make contacts as early as she can. At least Marybeth 

can tell her what she needs to improve on don’t you think?” he asked his mother. 

“Ok, but not this summer, I do like the tutoring idea though. There is a job board at school which 

might help you with that. You will meet your aunt soon enough, if she asks, you can show her your 

work, but don’t get your hopes up. She is very picky about whose work she reads.” Josephine tells 

her. 

“I understand. Mrs. Larkin, the librarian at the local library tells me that all writers go through 

periods where no one will even look at their work. She gave me some names of places to look up 

here for internships, but I think I want to earn money right now. I can always do an internship 

later. I brought all my money by the way.” Stacy rummages through her purse to pull out an 

envelope and a bag there. “It’s all the money I’ve earned, I don’t use the money my mother keeps 

putting in my account. I opened this one by myself with my first paycheck. So far I have $1500. I 

hope that will be enough to get me through buying school supplies and any winter clothes I may 

need here. Is there a thrift store nearby? I love getting things from them. I’ve even found things 

with tags on them in the one near us.” Stacy looked at her grandma’s eyes, they are laughing eyes, 

she looks at her uncle, he too seems to be laughing. 

“My first minute here and I’m already being laughed at. I suppose I should go up to my room. 

You can send me back tomorrow.” She stands with her head down and her shoulders folded 

forward as well. 

“Whoa there young lady. We aren’t laughing at what you said. Ok, I take that back we are but not 

for the reason you think. You stood up to Mom, you showed her you want to stand on your own 

two feet and you have the wherewithal to do it. The fact that in such a short time you thought to 

bring your money and your writing with you shows us that you will fit right in here. We are all 

about hard work. 

But before we get to anything important, stand next to your grandma so I can send a picture to 

your brother before he kills me.” He laughs again. 

The rest of the night is a whirlwind for Stacy. She speaks for hours with her grandmother about 

how her life is going to be, she speaks to her uncle about what is expected of her. She speaks to 

her brother via text on her new phone her uncle finally gave her right after a late dinner. 
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They all fix dinner together and she is the first one up to clean the dishes. She is used to fending 

for herself in this respect so it comes naturally. Her grandma praises her with everything she does 

without being asked. She has never received praise for that before. 

 

~~~ 

The first month in her new place has already transformed Stacy into a happy person. She barely 

thinks about Texas at all. Except for today, it’s hard not to. It is Pierson’s birthday. She wants to 

contact him so badly. She wants to be the first to wish him happy 18
th

. Today, she mopes around 

the house, dragging herself through her morning routine before work. 

“What’s wrong darling?” Josephine asks. 

Stacy continues to go through the motions of her morning routine. “Stacy!” Josephine calls. This 

jars her from her stupor. 

“What’s wrong?” she asks again softer, looking her straight in the eye. 

“I’m sorry Grandma, I didn’t hear you before. I love it here you know. I love my job, the girls I’ve 

met that will be in my class, you name it. Everything has been wonderful, but today, today 

Grandma is Pierson’s birthday. I’m sure his parents don’t care so I want to be the first to wish him 

happy birthday, but you tell me I have to disconnect from my life there. But this is Pierson, I don’t 

want to ignore him the rest of my life. I want to think I had at least one friend that would have 

missed me. Maybe he doesn’t. I don’t know. You told me not to check my email, he could have 

tried.” Stacy sits down and hangs her head. 

“Stacy, it’s for your own good. You spoke to your brother, he explained why, didn’t he?” 

Josephine asks. 

“Grandma, you don’t understand. His family doesn’t care about him because, well because he is 

different from them so I’m sure it won’t be a celebration in his house. What can I do? Please help 

me think of something. Anything.” She pleads. 

“How about I have Browny contact him and give him a tour around the garage? He may enjoy 

that, he can tell your friend that you sent him. Give me his contact info.” Josephine says. 

“Ok, it’s the best we can do I suppose.” She hands her grandmother the piece of paper that she 

has been holding on to in her pocket. 

“What were you going to do with this Stacy?” Grandma asks. 

“Nothing, holding on to it made me feel as if I still had a connection with my only real friend. 

Actually, I don’t know Grandma. He really was my only real friend, he understood the craziness of 

my home life and I, his. He is a great guy – his differences don’t matter to me.” Stacy sighs. 

“Give me a minute, let me call Browny.” Josephine walks away to make the call. 

It appears to Stacy to be taking a long time, she goes to find Grandma in the kitchen. Grandma is 

very quiet. She is sitting on the kitchen chair looking around. Suddenly, Stacy remembered what 

Browny said. “Grandma are you ok? What did Browny say?” Stacy asks quietly. 

Josephine looks around the room and back at Stacy, “Browny? Oh yeah, he didn’t answer, let me 

call again.” She answers slowly. 

Stacy sees her dial Browny’s number and she waits a moment while she starts the conversation they 

spoke about, getting Pierson to Browny. Stacy walks out of the room and calls Uncle Gavin. She is 
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worried there is a problem, she wants Grandma to go to a doctor. “Ok baby girl. I’ve got this. I’ve 

been wanting to take her for months now. The fact that you saw a problem too has given me the 

reason to call. I’ll make an appointment for later today, we will come up with an excuse to get her 

there. And hope she follows us.” He hangs up. 

“As always Browny had come through. He called on his other line while I waited, I heard him call 

the boy you spoke of and made all the arrangements. It seems as if the boy is happy to join him. 

He is going to show up after his practice today. If he is as you say he is, Browny will know what to 

do with him. I assure you. Your friend is friendless no more.” Josephine says. 

 

~~~ 

The doctor’s office is clean and the waiting room has been decorated like a hotel lobby so that 

people can feel as if they are in a comfortable place and not a sterile doctor’s office. Josephine 

waits willingly until a woman wearing a blue business suit come out and calls her name. “Gavin!” 

she growls at him. 

“We’re here already Grandma, go. Do you want me to go in with you?” Stacy asks. 

“No, I’m a grown woman, I think I can handle this. You two behave while I’m in there. I’m not 

done with you.” Josephine says pointing to her son. 

Gavin and Stacy wait, and wait. Gavin starts to pace the waiting room. “Uncle Gavin, you’re making 

people nervous please sit down.” Stacy tells him quietly. He looks around the room apologetically 

and sits back down. 

“He is very thorough, this is why I brought her here. But thorough scares me Stacy. I’m not afraid 

to say it.” He says to her. 

“Where is she?” They look up to see her aunt. Gavin called to tell her they were coming. 

“In with the doctor still.” Stacy says. 

Her aunt sits down next to her brother and the two of them hang on to each other as if this is the 

end. Stacy realizes that their father died so quickly and without warning that they are even more 

nervous about their mother. In the short time Stacy has been here she has met a whole new family 

of people, all of which automatically have shown her love, something she has never felt before. 

Her brother is still the same fun guy she remembered, only this time he is more mature about it. 

No more pulling ponytails. 

They get along really well despite their four-year separation. He asked about their baby sister and 

Stacy explained that she is her mother’s dream child. Probably enjoying all the attention. They had 

laughed about that. But if her grandmother is sick, she is not sure what she will do about this. She 

has to be strong. She has to show the family they can rely on her for whatever problems arise and 

whatever they need and Grandma needs. 

Finally, Grandma comes out with the doctor, he calls them all in to his office. “Here we all are. 

Months too late, but here we are all the same. Josephine is having some neurological mishaps, for 

lack of a better way of explaining it. She is doing ok right now but I have a feeling it’s only going to 

slowly get worse. She is cognitive enough to tell me she does not want to be on a load of 

medicines. Now it will be your job to watch her and inform me as things progress because I’m not 

really sure she will tell me.” He finishes looking at the patient. 
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Galvin and his sister look at each other and then they both stare at Stacy. “I will take care of her I 

promise. It is my way of saying thank you to all of you for accepting me into your lives.” Stacy’s 

voice is confident and strong. She means every word. 

Josephine smiles. “There was nothing to accept, you’ve always been a part of our lives, you’re 

family, remember. I’m going to be ok, I’m not young forever you know. Unlike Stacy’s mom.” 

Josephine’s joke had everyone laughing out loud. They walk out together holding hands. 

 

~~~ 

“How long were you taking care of her?” Maverick asks with concern in his eyes. 

“Ten years. She lasted longer than everyone expected. Especially her doctor. But not Browny. 

Browny always said she would beat anything that came her way. In the end it wasn’t even her 

original illness that got her. She developed a secondary illness and that ran through her quickly, 

probably because her system was already down at that point.” Stacy bows her head down, she 

happens to glance at her watch. 

Her head pops up and she stares at Maverick, “Oh my god!!!!! You let me ramble on for two 

hours?! Are you crazy or something?” her head and hands shaking now. 

“No, I sat and listened, you seem like you needed to get all of that out, so I let you. I barely 

noticed the time going by. Your story is compelling and the way you tell it is also very good. If 

you’re looking for your next great story, one about your grandparents and all they did for people 

would be a great one.” Maverick says matter-of-factly.  

Stacy can’t help herself from shaking. Maverick scoots his chair next to hers and puts his arm 

around her shoulders. He pulls her in and she leans her head on him. “Ten years would make you 

about 26, am I right?”  Stacy shakes her head yes. 

“Mmmmmm that’s a good age. I happen to be turning 31 next week. Does that worry you?” he 

asks. 

Stacy shakes her head no. “We want to hire you, which is the truth, Mr. Buckley doesn’t like 

anyone, especially on first meeting them. Besides, I enjoyed working with you today, my day went 

so smoothly, I finished so much work today I couldn’t believe how much. With you out at the 

desk, doing your writing and keeping people at bay, I was actually able to finish the project I have 

been working on for the past week. Stacy, I think we will work well together, but I also think we 

should take a chance and try to be together on a more personal level. Let me know what you 

want.” He pulls her in a little closer. 

Stacy sits with Maverick’s strong arm around her shoulders. The whole day has been crazy. Seems 

that crazy runs in her life a lot. Grandma always told her that when she stops taking care of her she 

is supposed to take care of herself. She can hear her voice now, “Taking care of me is short lived 

my dear, remember to please take care of yourself when you’re done with me.” 

“We can certainly try.” Stacy whispers. 

 

~~~ 
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With Leland getting married this morning, Stacy is running around the house like a crazy person, 

getting all the last-minute preparations done. Her aunts, uncles and cousins have been a great help. 

Uncle Gavin will be walking her brother down the aisle, seems most appropriate.  

Her oldest cousins helped her with the floral design in Grandma’s back yard. Uncle Gavin built 

the canopy they will be getting married under to her exact specifications. Everything is coming into 

place as it should. 

Grandma has been gone now for eight months. All the planning was made easy because Grandma 

left a book about what to do in every life event. Weddings, graduations, you name it, it is in the 

book. Stacy has decided to re-write it in real book form and call it Josephine’s Rules to a Stress-

free Event. Maverick has told her he is going to help her make this book real. She might even take 

him up on the idea of writing about her grandparent’s lives. The longer she is here the more she 

sees how many people they saved in their lives together. 

Bella has been a real asset to the family. She loves Grandma’s house and can’t wait to move in. 

Stacy lives in the basement and won’t interrupt her brother and Bella’s lives because she has her 

own entrance and even her own mini kitchen. Stacy has no reason to be up in the house unless 

invited. Maverick told her he has another alternative for her but he will wait until after the wedding 

to discuss the idea with her. She is a bit nervous as to what this idea means but she hasn’t had time 

to ponder anything too much with everything else going on. 

Stacy passes by her brother’s room, she doesn’t hear anything and he should be getting ready by 

now. Without knocking she walks in, “Leland why aren’t you dressed yet?” she asks seeing him 

sitting at the edge of his bed. 

“Grandma Josephine should be here.” He says solemnly. 

“I know but she isn’t, I am though. Your cousins will be coming, our aunts and uncles are too. 

Lord knows how many of your work friends will be here too. It’s going to be a beautiful event. 

Bella’s parents have worked with me on everything. The amount of money I have saved them has 

made me their best friend.” She laughs. 

“Yeah, but this house is so big Stacy, without Grandma it feels huge. How can I live here? I can’t 

fill her shoes, no way.” Leland’s voice is still quiet. 

Stacy sits down next to her brother. “Leland, Grandma told us goodbye. She took each one of us 

and gave us private time to discuss everything we wanted to discuss. I’m sure she told you how 

proud she is of you. I am too. We had fun times as kids, didn’t we? Grandma brought us back 

together where we should be. We owe her everything and part of everything is living our lives 

completely. What are you really worried about?” Stacy starts to sound a bit annoyed at her 

brother. 

Leland leans on his sister, “I can’t live up to her legend no matter what I do. Can you forgive me? 

Do you think Bella knows I won’t be as big as Josephine?” he asks. 

Stacy’s eyes begin to tear, “God made only one of her and she was put here to do well for so many. 

But we have to remember what she told us. ‘Don’t be like me, be the best you that you can 

achieve’, that’s what we have to do. Uncle Gavin will help you along the way, I believe he is very 

close to being like her even though he doesn’t know he is.” She pats her brother on the shoulder. 
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Leland turns to hug his sister. The two of them stay there for a while. The knock on the door 

wakes them both, “Good morning you two. Stacy, go help your aunt finish up downstairs, I’ll take 

over from here.” Uncle Gavin says with a smile. 

Leland gives his sister a kiss on the cheek. 

 

~~~ 

The wedding ceremony goes off without any problems. Everyone is having a great time. Browny 

flew in to be the best man, even though Leland has a few friends as groomsmen. 

Maverick comes up behind Stacy and slides his hands around her waist. “You know it’s almost 200 

days since I met you. Each day more exhilarating than the next. Work is great, social life is good, 

my feelings for you keep growing. On days like this I want to hold on to you forever.” He whispers 

in her ear. 

Stacy swings around to look at Maverick, his eyes moist and his face as serious as can be. “Why..” 

He quickly puts a finger on her lips. “You’re not allowed to ask why to my love for you. It is as big 

as it can be and then I’m with you another day and my love gets even bigger. I never knew my 

heart could grow this much. Stacy, I have something to tell you, are you up for listening?” he asks. 

Stacy can only shake her head; her mouth is dry and her heart is beating at the speed of a racecar 

in the final lap. Maverick walked down with her during the ceremony mostly because she was so 

nervous her knees were buckling. He is only too happy to participate and Leland had a huge smile 

on his face watching them walk down together. 

“I put in a bid on your neighbor’s house. I can withdraw it tomorrow if you don’t want me to. Your 

call.” He pulls her away only slightly so he can see her full face. Tears are rolling down her cheeks, 

he wipes them away. “Is this a withdrawal?” he asks. 

Stacy shakes her head no. She finds her voice, “Are you doing this for me?” she asks in a soft 

voice. 

“No, honey. I’m doing this for us, for our future together.” Maverick pulls a small box out of his 

pocket and opens it up for Stacy. 

Behind her Stacy hears Bella scream and she turns around. “Neighbors!!!!!! Oh my god!!!!! 

Maverick you are amazing!” Leland walks up to his sister and leans down to her ear. “Not that you 

need it but you do have my blessing. He is a great guy.” He kisses her on her cheek and stands up. 

Stacy’s head is spinning like a tilt-a-wheel, she feels her knees to buckle again and once again 

Maverick is there to get her. “Is that a no?” he asks concerned. 

“Maverick, we’ve only known each other a short time, but as you said before, every day brings new 

feelings, as the cliché goes, you complete me even when I didn’t know I needed completion. I 

would love to live next to my brother in a house with my husband. Think of the garden 

possibilities with two lots to work with.” She laughs. 

Maverick picks Stacy up and swings her around, the crowd starts cheering, the band starts playing a 

celebration song that brings everyone to the dance floor.  

 

~~~ 
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Uncle Gavin has the pleasure of walking down another one of his ‘children’ during their wedding 

ceremony. Before they begin he leans down to tell her, “My mother would be proud.” Stacy’s tears 

are tears of joy. 

With two lots to make the wedding this time, they decided to have the ceremony on one side and 

the dinner in a tent on the other one. Browny comes to this one too, but this time he brought 

some friends, the first one Stacy sees is Mrs. Larkin. 

Stacy hasn’t seen her since she left Texas. As soon as she does, the two of them hug for a long 

time. Mrs. Larkin cries upon seeing her. They spend some time together catching up with each 

other’s lives but neither one of them brings up the past.  

After a while Stacy hears a voice behind her, “Ahem” a man’s voice says. 

She turns to see Pierson. His arms open, she runs into them. Maverick comes over to see who this 

man is that is hugging his wife. “Pierson, this is my husband.” She says proudly. 

Pierson calls over a very small woman nearby, “and this is my wife.” He smiles. Stacy grabs her and 

gives her a hug. Pierson tells Stacy how Browny took him in and how he has lived with him at the 

airport ever since.  “Stacy, Browny has been amazing. All my quirks and living outside the box 

didn’t seem to faze him at all. He kept me posted about you through the years. I’ve never left you 

and I know you never left me. Friends?” he asks 

“Friends?!!! Forever!!!!!” she hugs him again, “And any time you want to visit, please stay by us.” 

Stacy pleads. 

“Not to worry, we bought the house two blocks away, Browny here has been searching the 

classifieds ever since we heard you were engaged.” Pierson says pulling his wife in a little closer.  

This time Maverick pulls him in for a hug. “Welcome to the neighborhood.” 

 

~~~ 

Maverick and Stacy love living next to Leland and Bella. The four of them have impromptu 

dinners together and sometimes even brunch. Occasionally, Pierson and his wife join them too. 

Now that Leland and Bella are about to celebrate their first anniversary they have invited Stacy and 

Maverick over for a special dinner. They invited Pierson and his wife to this one as well. 

Bella brings out dessert and hands everyone a small plate with two mini muffins on them. One 

with pink icing, one with blue. It’s Stacy who gets the hint first, “Ahhhhhhh!!! You’re pregnant!!” 

she screams. Maverick stands up to give Leland a hug and he watches Stacy as she tries to really 

contain her excitement. 

“When are you due?” Stacy asks still excited. 

“In six months. We wanted to wait for the first trimester to be over.” Bella says. “We aren’t sure 

what it is, that is why we put out both colors, but it’s only one in case you’re wondering.” 

Stacy cannot contain her tears, they begin to roll down her face before she can even speak again, 

she looks to Maverick for help. “Well,” he says. “It looks like these cousins could have the same 

birthday.” 

“Well, I believe your grandmother is a very busy woman.” Pierson says. “Our surrogate is due 

around the same time.” He announces. 
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Congratulations all around. Tears and hugs and a lot of laughter fill the room. This is what Stacy 

has always been hoping for. Love, life and family to be a positive influence in all things. Her baby 

will be well loved. Both of them, but she isn’t telling the crowd that part. She and Maverick share a 

secret smile. Starting over has been great. 
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