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Dedication

To Grandma, Daddy, Mom, Margaret, Maria and
Alan... where the circle began.

 


To David, Lily, Andrew and Addison...

where the circle completes.

 


And to my Savior, who holds us all
together.

 


Family is everything.
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Chapter 1

 The Yuletide season brought with it the hustle and
bustle that was common for the Buchanan Family. But without Grace’s
energetic sense of order, it never took long for Joe to feel the
pressure of being all things to all people. There were school
pageants and church musicals, cookie baking, house decorating, gift
buying, and of course, Christmas break for the kids. And with the
semester at the University winding down, Joe was faced with the
daunting task of gearing up for finals and grading tomes of term
papers.

If not for the ready assistance he received
from the women in his life - his mother Elise, Sissy and Maggie -
Joe’s world would have spun into a whirlwind of inescapable
confusion.

Elise offered to take the twins off of his
hands for a weekend with promises of shopping for presents,
pictures with Santa, and all the Christmas treats she could pump
into their little bodies.

“May God have mercy on your soul,” Joe
chuckled as he watched his mother’s car drive away with the twins
that morning. For her part, Joe knew Elise was a loving grandmother
who divided her discipline and her diversions evenly. If anyone
could handle Matty and Mary Margaret, it was she.

Sissy made plans to have Gwen stay at her
place for some fun “girl time.” Joe couldn’t remember ever having
seen his daughter so excited. Bubbling over with eager
anticipation, Gwen practically tackled her aunt as Sissy came
through the door.

“Are you sure you’re up for this,” Joe
asked.

“Oh yeah,” said Sissy, peeling Gwen off of
her arm in order to pull some DVDs from her stylish designer
backpack.

While Grace might have been the accomplished
artist, Sissy was definitely the arbiter of fashion in the Hammond
family. One would never guess that she was born a Midwestern girl.
Her wardrobe choices were 100 percent Rodeo Drive.

She was never one to simply “throw something
together.” It was all carefully and meticulously planned, from the
jeweled sunglasses that held back her thick, radiant hair, right
down to the soles of her Italian leather boots. Whenever she knew
she’d be seeing Joe, she always played up the glamour just a little
bit more. And Joe, being a man, would always notice. He had never
denied his sister in law’s statuesque beauty.

“Wow Sis, you look great,” he said.

Still searching for the DVDs, Sissy gave a
flirtatious toss of the head and smiled. “Thanks,” she replied.

“So, whatcha got planned for my baby?”

Having found the movies, Sissy put her arm
around Gwen. “Well, after I get my sweet niece home and settled in,
there’s an afternoon tea for Women in the Entertainment Arts, at
the Opryland hotel. Gwen, I would love for you to be my guest.”

Gwen nodded an enthusiastic “Yes!”

“Then I thought we’d pay a little visit to
my office at Star - thought I’d show you what I get to do all
day.”

Joe was impressed. “Ooh, can I go too?”

“Dad,” Gwen sighed.

“I know, I know…no boys allowed,” Joe said,
pretending to be disappointed.

“A private tour for you next time,”
Sissy whispered with a wink.

Joe wasn’t quite sure what he was meant to
do with her response, so he simply smiled politely. “Sounds like
you’ve got a lot going on,” he said.

“Oh, but I’m not done,” Sissy said brightly.
“I thought we’d have dinner at Margot.” Turning her attention to
Gwen, she asked, “Have you ever had French food?”

Wide-eyed, the young girl shook her head.
“Then Margot it is!” Sissy said triumphantly. “Then I thought we’d
close out the evening with some serious chick flicks. How’s that
sound?”

Gwen bit her lip; using every ounce of
energy she could to maintain composure, because she could tell
Sissy had more.

“Now tomorrow, we’ve got breakfast at
Loveless Café…”

“From Margot to the Loveless cafe,” Joe
said. “Impressive.”

“I’m a firm believer in mixing it up,” Sissy
cooed. “As I was saying, after that, a full day of shopping and
pampering at the spa.”

Then it was time to reveal the part of the
plan she knew her niece wanted to hear. “The shopping part is very
important because we’re going to…wait for it…” A final reach inside
of her bag yielded what appeared to be two large tickets. With a
look of pride she announced, “…The big Star Records Christmas party
downtown at the Renaissance Hotel!”

Feeling as though she’d won the lottery,
Gwen was ready to come out of her skin. “Aunt Sissy, you are the
bomb!”

“That means she thinks you’re cool,” Joe
said knowledgeably.

“I think I got that,” Sissy laughed.

“Oh, swag money!” Gwen cheered while
simultaneously pulling her cell out of her pocket and jumping up
and down. “I can’t wait to text my BF Jess to tell her I’m gonna
turn up with DT at the Star Jam…she is gonna freak!”

Joe and Sissy met with blank stares.

“Ohhkay. I got nothin’,” said Joe.

“I’m gonna assume it’s still something
good…?” Sissy asked, her eyes conveying an expression of
hopefulness.

Furiously sending out a message on her
phone, Gwen laughed. “Of course it is,” she said. “I’m telling Jess
that I’ll finally get to meet Deana at the Star party, and Jess is
gonna be really excited.”

Snapping his fingers, Joe said, “I have
got to get that English to Teenage Translator.”

Apparently finished flaunting her good
fortune to her friend, Gwen returned her phone to her pocket. “So
what movies did you get, Aunt Sissy,” asked Gwen, finally taking a
breath.

Sissy beamed with pride. “I got Kit
Kittredge and The Little Mermaid!”

Gwen looked as if she’d been doused with
cold water. “Are you kidding me? What am I, ten?”

Sissy appeared to be shocked. “You mean, you
don’t like what I picked out?”

Gwen immediately recognized her faux pas.
“Oh, I’m sorry, Aunt Sissy,” she said, embarrassed. “I didn’t mean
to…”

“I just can’t believe this! I went through
all of the trouble to find movies I thought you’d like, and I’m
just so hurt!”

Gwen began to wonder into what kind of
weekend she was walking. She turned to look at her father, hoping
he might give her some sort of help. Joe stared at the ground, lips
pursed, but there was no denying he wanted to laugh out loud.

“Gotcha!” Sissy exclaimed.

Gwen blushed as she let out a sound of
relief. “Ha ha ha, very funny,” she said. “Okay seriously, what did
you really get?”

Sissy showed her the side panel of the DVD
case. “Pride and Prejudice…”

“The one with Keira Knightley?”

“You got it!”

Gwen screamed and said something completely
indecipherable. Joe winced and put a finger in his ear.

“I’d ask what the other movie is, but I’m
afraid that I’ll lose my hearing completely,” he said.

Sissy revealed the other title. “I got…13
going on 30!”

Gwen continued to cheer as Joe continued to
shield his ears from the noise.

“I’m off to learn sign language. I’m
officially impaired,” he joked. Kissing Gwen on her forehead, he
added, “Alright then, hug your father and scram. He’s got work to
do.”
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With the kids officially occupied and the
house silent, Joe dove into his tasks with a steady determination.
By the time he came up for air, the clock read 7:30 pm.

He decided to take a break and fix himself a
sandwich when there was a knock at the back door. It was Maggie. He
couldn’t tell what she was wearing beneath her coat, but from the
look of her hair and makeup, it was clear she was planning to do
something special. In one hand she carried her purse, in the other,
an oversized gift bag.

“Merry Christmas!” she said as he opened the
door. “I know you’re really busy, but I thought maybe you could use
a break.”

Genuinely glad to see her, he stepped aside
to let her in. “Hey you, perfect timing,” he said. “As a matter of
fact, I was just fixing…” His words trailed off as Maggie playfully
pushed past him on her way to the living room, pretending to ignore
him.

“Sure, come on in, make yourself at home,”
he said with feigned incredulity. “As I was saying, I’m fixing
myself something to eat. Wanna join me in some fried bologna?”

Maggie removed her coat to reveal a
wrap-around dress of deep eggplant that complimented her curves and
emphasized the best of her shape. Her hair was pulled away from her
face by a brown suede headband that allowed her curls to cascade
fully around her shoulders. Her knee-high boots matched the
headband, and her makeup and jewelry were subtle and
understated.

“Wow,” Joe said. “That’s not a sandwich
dress.”

Despite his attempt at humor, Joe’s
admiration was evident, sending Maggie’s confidence skyward.
Following his lead, she casually tossed her coat on a nearby chair.
“Precisely. Especially not fried bologna,” she said
haughtily.

“Elitist.”

“I’m a Spam girl, what can I tell you?”

“Duly noted.”

“Besides, you’d burn it anyway.”

“True.”

“I mean, for real. I’ve seen you burn
water.”

“Okay!” he laughed. “Point taken. Now,
moving on to more important things…” Attempting to look inside the
bag, he asked with a mischievous, childlike tone, “What’d ya bring
me…?”

Maggie began to remove several beautifully
wrapped boxes from the bag, placing them under the tree. “Well, Mr.
I’m-the-Center-of-the-Universe, there are several gifts in
here, if you must know. Yes, here’s something for you…”

“I knew it.”

“Boy, hush. Here are the ones for the kids.
This one’s for your mom, and I even got Sissy and the Hammonds
something.”

“You have got to be the most impressive
little elf I’ve ever seen,” he said. “Can I open mine now?”

Maggie gave him a look that was clearly
meant to discourage. “Alright, alright,” he said. “But I can’t
promise I won’t open it after you go home.”

“Well, that’s between you and Kris Kringle,”
she said.

“Do you have a hot date tonight? You look
fantastic.”

“Thank you. No hot date, but I do have an
agenda.” As she folded the large gift bag, she proceeded to unveil
her plan. “I’ve got a really sweet friend, a fellow singer named
Kira, and we do session work around town together. She’s doing her
thing down at Sambuca tonight with some cool arrangements on
Christmas songs…”

“Say no more. Give me 10 minutes. I would
love to get out of here,” he said.

As he sprinted up the stairs, Maggie took a
moment to regard the Christmas tree. She noticed a silver box
wedged between some of the branches, the gift tag bearing her
name.

“Can I take my Christmas present?” she
yelled up the stairs.

Joe rummaged through his closet with urgent
intensity. Holding various items out at arm’s length, he muttered,
“Nah, she’s seen me in that already…”

Catching himself before declaring that a
particular pair of khakis made his backside look odd, he laughed,
shook his head and settled on black jeans and a rich, olive-green
cable knit sweater.

He heard Maggie yell something from
downstairs, but couldn’t make out what she was saying. He figured
she was telling him to hurry up, so he began to pick up his
pace.

There were bottles and tubes of styling
product on the sink in the bathroom that he’d purchased at Gwen’s
urging, thinking that maybe he could do something different with
his hair - something that his daughter deemed a bit more
‘modern.’

“Your hair is so retro,” she would say. “I
mean, it’s cool that you have long hair, ‘cause it’s in - but
you’re a dad; you need ‘dad’ hair.”

Whatever “dad” hair actually was, he
promised her he’d consider it someday. But for now, Joe settled
within himself that this evening would probably not be the best
time to experiment. “Better leave well enough alone,” he said. The
way it naturally fell around his face once his hands went through
was all the grooming he figured he’d need.



 Chapter 2


Donning a leather jacket, Joe froze in
his tracks for one final review. A spray of cologne - not too
much; don’t wanna overpower her-and he was ready.

Sambuca was a perfect choice. Kira was in
rare form, mixing the promised holiday tunes with jazz standards
and gritty soul and blues. Halfway through her second set, she
called Maggie up to sing a song or two. With a little urging,
Maggie grabbed a stool and a microphone, and let the music take her
where it wanted to go.

She sat poised and lovely as she took her
place on the stage. Bathed in the spotlight, she was luminous. Joe
had to remind himself to breathe. He felt a burning in the center
of his chest that made it impossible for him to sit completely
still. A sense of pride coursed through him, however, when he was
able to see the effect that Maggie’s voice had on everyone else in
the room.

As the crowd cheered at the end of a tender
duet between the women, Joe jumped up to help Maggie down from her
place on the stage and back to their table. The emotion of the
moment was palpable. The music swirled around them and drew them in
as Joe tenderly took Maggie’s hand in his own.

The ride home was, for the most part,
silent. When they did speak, they kept it around the edges of what
seemed to be on both of their minds.

“So…Kira seemed really cool. I enjoyed
talking with her too,” he said.

“Yeah, she’s a genuine talent. One of the
best.”

“One of,” Joe agreed. “But I’m telling you,
you’re still my favorite. You were amazing tonight. Everyone loved
you. I think you stole the show.”

Maggie turned to Joe and smiled. He glanced
over just long enough to drink it in. He reached out and took her
hand.

She spent the rest of the drive staring down
at the two sets of fingers intertwined. Her delicate tan hand fit
nicely in his, their skin tones not too terribly far apart. Joe
took his thumb and ran it back and forth over hers in that earth
shaking way that lets a person know that they truly enjoy being in
close physical contact. The sensation sent Maggie’s stomach
spinning.

Neither of them wanted to let go.

At the house, Joe and Maggie lingered in the
car for as long as they could, but they knew that their evening was
coming to an end. Joe broke the silence, by asking, “So, you fly
home for Christmas with your family tomorrow?”

“Yeah, the flight’s at 6 pm.”

“Seems a bit early. Christmas isn’t for
another week.”

“Things have been going well with Daddy and
me. I just want to spend more time with him.”

“That’s great, Maggie. I’m really happy for
you. You need a lift to the airport?”

“Nah, thanks, I’ve got that covered. Deana
wants us to lay down some bgv’s on the new album, and she wants to
get the bulk of it done before we all scatter to the winds. Darla’s
gonna drop me off.”

Joe furrowed his brow. “Lay down some
bgv’s?”

Maggie smiled, “Record background
vocals.”

For the second time that day, Joe found it
ironic that his mastery of the English language was being
challenged yet again. “You crazy musicians with your own language,”
he teased. “But since we’re on the subject - I have always wanted
to see how you do what you do.”

“You’re welcome to come,” she said. “In
fact, I’d love it if you did.”

She pulled a business card out of her purse
and began to write down directions to the studio. “I’ll tell the
guys to be on the lookout for you. There’s always someone up front;
just tell them you’re a friend of mine, and they’ll take you back
to the proper room.”

Joe was excited. “Thanks Mags. This is so
amazing! I can’t wait.”

“And on that note…”

“Very ‘punny.’ Come on, I’ll walk you to
your car.”

She allowed Joe time to come around on her
side to let her out. They rejoined hands as they made the slow walk
back to her SUV.

The night was cool, but not cold; typical of
that time of year in Nashville. But neither Joe nor Maggie felt the
chill.

She leaned against her car, her hand still
in Joe’s. Joe gazed deeply into Maggie’s eyes and inhaled sharply.
Slowly, he released her hand, and enveloped her with both arms. She
returned the gesture by wrapping her arms around his neck. Before
long, their hug began to morph into a slow dance, swaying back and
forth to the music that resonated in their heads.

With one arm still around her waist, Joe
reached up and grabbed Maggie’s other hand. He led her in a silent
waltz, his eyes never leaving hers as the emotion between them grew
steadily.

As he twirled her around, Maggie laughed her
intoxicating laugh. He smiled as he drew her back into his
arms.

Joe realized that this was the moment: The
crossroads he’d both feared and fantasized. If he didn’t do
something now, he might never have the nerve to ever try again. And
that was something he couldn’t bear to imagine.

His heart practically bursting through his
ribcage, Joe lifted his hands to her face, leading her to the point
of no return.

Tentative at first, within the next few
heartbeats, Joe and Maggie felt their self-consciousness dissolve.
His hands in her hair, her arms under his, Maggie clung to Joe as
they drank deeply from this well that they’d discovered together;
never realizing until that moment how desperately thirsty they both
were.

She felt a tear of longing roll down her
cheek. This kiss was affecting her, body and soul. It was an
awakening, a gift and a miracle…happening to the two of them in a
season that is full of such things.

Suddenly, a gust of wind hit them both - a
chill that brought with it a familiar shadow moving past. The
realization made itself heard:

This is my best friend’s husband…

This is my wife’s best friend…

“Oh no!” Maggie cried as she pushed herself
away.

“Maggie…” Joe began.

Her hand moved to her mouth, the flesh of
her lips still vibrating from his kiss. “I’m so sorry, Joe. I don’t
know what came over me…”

“No, Maggie, it was me. I stepped over the
line…”

“I’ve got to go.”

“Maggie, wait!”

“Joe, I can’t…I’m sorry! Good night!”

He stood in the drive until the red of her
tail lights disappeared around the bend into the night. Squeezing
his eyes shut, he tried to compartmentalize his fear, guilt and
desire to make some sense of what had just happened.

It was the sound of the telephone in the
distance that moved him from his frozen state. Reaching it on the
last ring before it was lost to voice mail, he answered, slightly
breathless.

“A little late to be running a marathon,
isn’t it?”

Joe looked down at the caller ID. It was
Sissy.

He tried to sound cheerful. “Hey there-how’s
girls’ weekend going?”

“Great! Gwennie’s sacked out next to me here
on the couch. You okay?”

His mind still in the driveway, still
kissing Maggie, Joe didn’t answer right away.

“Joey? You okay?”

“Sorry, Sis. Yeah, I’m good. It’s been a
long day buried in papers.”

“Have you even eaten? Do you need
anything?”

“I did. Maggie came by, and we went out for
a while.”

Sissy closed her eyes in disgust and softly
drew in her breath before saying, “You and Maggie again, huh?”

Still distracted, he didn’t pick up on what
she was trying to convey. “Uh huh,” he said. “We went downtown to
hear a friend of hers sing. It was good.”

Silent for a few seconds before deciding to
speak her mind, Sissy finally managed to ask, “Is there something
we should know about you two?”

Joe finally heard the direction in which she
was driving the conversation. “Maggie and I have been friends for
years, Sis. You know that.”

“Friends, sure…but all of this time she’s
been spending over there when she’s not out singing, then she broke
up with that guy she was seeing. I’m simply saying it feels a
little suspect.”

An exasperated sigh. “‘Suspect,’ Sissy?”

She knew she was on potentially shaky
ground. She tried to choose her words carefully.

“I know it’s been nearly two years since
Gracie, um, well, I just don’t want to see you get caught up in
some big emotional thing.”

The conflict that waged within him over the
kiss, combined with Sissy’s inquisition and his general fatigue was
more than he could handle at that moment. Leaning against the wall,
he shut his eyes as she continued her complaint.

“What I’m trying to say is, as your
family…as someone who cares about you…as the sister of your
wife, I feel as though it’s my responsibility to…”

“First of all, Gwyneth,” Joe
interjected. “As the sister of my wife, you are fulfilling
your responsibility by extending the love and care that you’ve
given to the kids and me since Grace passed away.”

The button had been pushed. She knew she had
gone too far. Joe never called her by her Christian name. She began
to try and justify her concerns. “Yes, but…”

“Secondly, as I mentioned before, Maggie has
been a daily fixture in my world for nearly twenty years. We’ve
always been close, always been able to communicate well with one
another. I don’t know if things are changing. I’m not really able
to understand it all right now. But even if I did, I owe you
absolutely, positively no explanation. Are we clear?”

Sissy sat silently, gazing down at Gwen, who
continued to sleep on the couch beside her. Finally, she managed to
say, “Crystal. I’m sorry Joe. I didn’t mean to offend you.”

“Oh, I’m sorry too,” he said, running his
free hand through his hair. “This has been a long day, and I think
my mental hard drive is full.”

“Time to reboot?” she said with
compassion.

Joe stretched and yawned. “You know it.”

Sissy chuckled. “You know, the reason I
called was just to see if you needed anything. I simply wanted to
check up on you. Sorry that it turned into something tense.”

“Listen Sis, Maggie and me…we’re friends.
She’s been there for me through the darkest time of my life. I
think the world of her. I believe in her. She’s a good person. But
don’t read too much into anything…” He stopped before he found
himself in a lie. Then he said, “I loved Grace. I always will. But
I’m just now getting my arms around the fact that I am a single man
again. It is not my intention to get involved in some ‘big
emotional thing,’ as you put it, with anyone at this point.”

Despite the sinking feeling he was
experiencing at that moment over Maggie, it was as honest as he
knew to be. And it was enough to lift the cloud from Sissy’s spirit
immediately.

“Thanks for calling, hon,” he said. I’m
gonna head to bed now. Take care of my little girl, and have fun
tomorrow.”

“No problem, Joey. Thanks for entrusting her
to me. G’night.”

Bending down to unplug the Christmas tree
lights before heading to bed, Joe saw his gift from Maggie. His
curiosity got the better of him; he grabbed it and took it with him
to his room. He placed the box on the edge of the bed and proceeded
to pace back and forth; periodically picking it up, and then
putting it back down. After several minutes’ deliberation, he drew
in a breath and exhaled slowly, his fingers mid-rake through his
hair.

The thoughts came with lightening speed: The
magic of the evening at Sambuca, the kiss, the argument…the
contents of that confounded box. He chose to ignore his stress and
headed to the shower.

Emerging from the bathroom, Joe chuckled at
the box’s solitary state at the edge of the bed; almost as if it
were patiently waiting for his return. Annoyed by his own childish
behavior, he made a direct line for the box and tore it open.
For Pete’s sake, what is the big deal? he scolded himself as
he removed the satin ribbon and the lid in one smooth motion.

Joe lifted the sterling silver bracelet from
the box, and immediately put it on. It looked good on his arm.

“Really good taste, Mags,” he said
softly.

Discarding the paper and bow, he picked up
the box and placed it on the nightstand. A small piece of paper
that had been stuck to the inside of the lid of the box floated
quietly to the floor. Joe picked it up and read what Maggie had
written:

Everything comes full circle

It falls together in the end

The unshakable truth that saved my life

Is that you are my best friend

So I’m gonna run straight to ya

Wind at my back face toward the sun

Step inside my circle

‘Cause something wonderful has begun.

He read and re-read the lyrics, remembering
a moment not so long ago when Maggie had sung those very words from
the piano downstairs. Had she been writing about him all this
time?

He then placed the paper on top of the box,
and reclined on a stack of pillows on the bed. Staring at the chain
on his wrist, he spent the rest of the night counting the potential
cost of taking one such step inside that circle.
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Sleep didn’t come easily for Maggie
that night, either. Developing feelings for a man who had been such
a stalwart friend to her over the years seemed unthinkable. Kissing
him? Even further from the scope of her reality.

From the outside looking in, the road
couldn’t have led to any other place. Joe and Maggie were
inexorably bound together...by friendship, by his
children…ultimately, by Grace. And in Maggie’s mind this was
not the way to honor her memory.

She groaned in agony as she pulled a pillow
over her head, berating herself for being so transparent so
soon.

“What in the world have I done?”

Still unable to sleep at 3 am, she went
downstairs for a drink of water. Vacillating between guilt and
euphoria, Maggie sat in her favorite spot on the couch and stared
out the window. It was all still fresh in the forefront of her
mind: the pressure of Joe’s caress around her torso; his lips on
hers. Tears mixed with girlish laughter at the memory of holding
his hand, dancing in the dark and his otherworldly embrace.

It was then that Maggie remembered the box.
Her Christmas present from Joe was still in her car. Barefoot, she
carefully tip-toed to the passenger side and retrieved it.

Maggie laughed aloud when she saw the
familiar name of the department store emblazoned across the top. It
was the same store where she’d purchased Joe’s wrist chain.

“Apparently great minds think alike,” she
said.

Inside the box was a necklace: Several
tear-shaped onyx with tiny rhinestones around their edges,
connected to a rhinestone strand with earrings to match. She picked
it up and gasped in appreciation as the light from outside her
window brought a brilliance to the stones.

There was also a small card that read,

Just because you’re not famous yet doesn’t mean you
can’t dress the superstar’s part. Shine on, Maggie. Your day in the
sun is coming.

Merry Christmas

Love, Joe.

Maggie warmed at the thought of him
searching from store to store; perhaps getting help from Gwen or
even his mother, not resting until he found just the right gift.
Although it was costume, the necklace and earrings symbolized much
more than monetary value.

Maggie knew this in her heart of hearts, and
that alone made it priceless to her.

 




 Chapter 4


Maggie might appear to be the picture
of professionalism behind the microphone, but on the inside, her
nerves were waging war. After two hours in the studio, Joe had yet
to arrive. She decided that perhaps his fear had gotten the better
of him and he decided to stay away.

Despite her initial remorse over the kiss
she still wanted to see him, to thank him for his indescribably
beautiful gift; to see if perhaps what the two of them experienced
the night before could lead to somewhere wonderful.

It seemed as though for the first time in
her life, Maggie was experiencing true affection for someone in
earnest. For the first time in her life, if she could wade through
the murky waters of guilt, maybe she could actually feel something
incredibly close to hope.

Maybe…

Darla studied Maggie during a break as she
watched her friend absentmindedly put one too many packets of
artificial sweetener in her tea.

“Okay,” she said, taking the Styrofoam cup
from Maggie’s hand. “You can’t sing if you’re drinking syrup,
sweetheart. What’s going on?”

“Huh? Oh, nothing. I was just…um…” Maggie
said, still distracted.

Darla knew it was something, but decided to
proceed with caution. “Hmmm…well, looks like we’re going back in,
so let me just dump this cup out, and get you some real tea.”
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