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NAOMI Grant sat on the comfortable brown leather seat in the waiting room after Suzy the receptionist offered it to her, before she went back to her phone call.  She looked around at the well-lit and cool air conditioned place, marveling at how Abby had managed to be the success she has always strived to be. 

She on the other hand chose the marriage route when she finished high school, was rather content on being a house wife and was blessed with three beautiful children, Marlon, Carl and Kelly. Her life was perfect, she had thought until the tragic death of her husband and sons. 

How she could have given anything to be able to see her sons faces once again, hear their laughter and bickering while they complained over her bossing them around. 

Just like her husband, they didn’t mind at all. They were always dotting over her and doing what she said. 

It took just one betrayal, one callous decision made by one they considered family and the next thing everyone was buckling under the weight of it. Naomi came through the ordeal and gave all the praise to God for taking her through that trial and never leaving her. Her faith remained steadfast as she took everything in her stride. 

At the age of fifty two, when some of her peers were already looking forward to retirement and dreading the last eight years, with no experience of having worked outside the home, Naomi established an Events planning business that became a success in her small town. Her two daughters in law were of great help in establishing it.

Opal the older daughter in law dealt with the administrative and décor aspect of the business, while Rosalind her second daughter in law dealt with the catering service. She on the other hand dealt with the designing and sewing of clothes and costumes for hire. 

She employed a couple of widows like her from church to help in sewing and hence in the five years she had worked, her name was well known in Graceland.

The thought of death and leaving nothing behind to show for it that she had once lived on earth, is what prompted her to strive further in her business. How she had longed for Abe and wished he was there with her, encouraging her on as she faced everything that came her way.

Poor Abe, gone too soon before we enjoyed our old age together, the thought filtered into her mind and lingered for a second as she reflected on the plans they had made together.

Did all this mean that she didn’t care much about their daughter? Abe died from a heart attack, having witnessed their daughter get jilted on her wedding day. Did this mean he cared and felt more than her?

Her two sons followed two months later worsening her plight, yet as the matriarch she wasn’t meant to breakdown but she was meant to hold back her emotions and help her two daughters in law cope with being widowed young. 

This was not the time to be stuck in the past. They were meant to move on. It was now five years after their spouses’ deaths yet the shackles of the past still bound them. Naomi wasn’t going to let the last remnant of her family die down for good. 

Though not directly relatives of hers, since the moment her sons passed on, the ladies were no longer bound by the marriage law. Yet they had stayed on and had been more like daughters to her.

Sighing out loud before picking a magazine on the coffee table, she made herself more comfortable on the seat, flipped through the glossy pages and read some testimonials of happily matched up couples who were satisfied with the service offered by the Abby Marriage Agency. 

A few of the testimonials were of couples who hadn’t worked out, yet were still satisfied that Abby lived up to her name of being the best in the marriage arrangement business.

A picture of Abby pasted on one of the articles caught her attention and had her lingering more on the article in which Abby was talking about dating in the twenty first century and the challenges it entailed. She had a slight smile on her lips and looked haughty while her black hair was heavily streaked with grey strands. 

Good Lord did she also look that way; Naomi wondered and flipped onto the next page after having scanned through the short article. 

If everything went according to plan, Opal and Rosalind will be one of those with happy testimonials and happily married, she mused. 

Mentally shrugging off the thoughts of her family members, Naomi flipped the magazine to the next page. 

A picture of the experts who managed to make the agency such a huge success was pasted on the center page. Their credentials had also been listed and their roles in the selection and match making process. 

She chuckled when she came to the end of the article and came across a statement citing that no one night stands, multiple relationship bonds kind of thing could be taken into consideration. The agency concentrated in assisting those ready for marriage because it made sure to marry the couple within a couple of weeks of getting to know each other. They had a moral code that they adhered to and hence stood by it.

Another marriage agency, situated right across the street was making waves, though not in a good sense. 

Owned by chauvinistic, womanizing Harvey Stuart, Naomi rolled her eyes at the thought, as in their days Harvey had been such a catch and knew it. She wondered how he managed to keep his agency afloat, considering he wasn’t the best relationship advisor that one would seek assistance from. 

Going through his forth marriage, he appeared to be on the roll and his wives got younger at each replacement. 

His agency catered to all including those that Abby didn’t. It didn’t discriminate as Harvey had pointedly cited to Abby’s annoyance when they were being interviewed on a daily radio talk show. He rather liked the fact that everyone had a chance of finding love, than the nitpicking that went on at Abby’s agency that they appeared to strive upon.

Naomi thought Harvey made a mess of things and his agency, the Love Match Marriage agency was proof of that. It promised its clients the moon and didn’t vet people out before assigning their dates. This had managed to make people loathe getting professional help where relationships were concerned as a lot of women who had gotten the rivalries service had been conned and left weeping buckets of tears after being taken for a ride. 

Some people thinking others to be gullible had managed to wiggle themselves in, get a few dates and after getting what they wanted, left.

And what did Harvey do about it? He brushed it off as usual by compensating the clients or offering more of the horrible dates to make amends. 

“Darling, they is no formula in love,” that’s what Harvey would be heard saying in his boisterous loud voice to his clients. 

“Sometimes you win, sometimes you lose.”

With Abby, marriage was the ultimate goal while Harvey was in it for a quick buck. He totally had no respect for marriage and commitment. Surprisingly others though had met their life partners using his services as Abby’s agency was a bit pricey. 

While Naomi was still mulling over these facts, the door to the corridor slid open and a client got out, nodded to Suzy and Naomi before he left. 

Suzy motioned to Naomi and said in her bright voice “You can go in now Mrs. Grant.”

“Thank you dear, give your mom my regards, and I pray she gets well soon,” she replied in her soothing voice while getting up from the seat before walking towards the door. 

The corridor was cool just like the reception area and painted in neutral colors that managed to bring a calming effect on her nerves. 

Walking a few steps, she looked up to the clearly marked door to Abby's Office, knocked twice before she got in. 

“Welcome dear,” Abby greeted her in her husky voice. Abby walked towards Naomi and hugged her before kissing her on both cheeks and pulling her to the huge couch in her office.

“What do you think?” she asked her still clutching her hands. 

Off course she had noticed the changes her friend had made during the years from when she started.

“Charmed” Naomi replied with a chuckle, “I wasn’t aware that your agency had grown to this state. I remember when your offices looked dreary and made a client feel more depressed than better.”  

“It took time and dedication.” 

“And a bit of paint here and there that brightened the place up,” Naomi added while her friend laughed. 

“I see you haven’t changed from your high school tendencies of being the last one to make a point.”

“How is Harvey doing, seeing he is now on wife number four?” Naomi asked.

Abby rolled her eyes. Naomi couldn’t believe that once upon a time her best friend had been married to the womanizing Harvey, especially since Abbey happened to be a very good relationship expert.

“Being a nuisance as always, he bought a sports car and he was thinking of ditching number four for a younger version, this time our daughter’s age.”

“No he didn’t,” Naomi gasped in amazement and pinched Abby when she saw the twitch on her lips. She was joking right?

“But darling I think you should take him back. Can’t you see his marrying younger versions of you?”

“Ha, ha, that’s a good one. Enough about Harvey, I take it the ladies didn’t like the idea of dating again?”

“Yes, they hated it.”

“But you are still going to set them up anyway.” 

Naomi nodded her head. 

“Good, because my people managed to gather the details you couldn’t provide that pertain to them.” 

Abby stood up from the couch and got her tablet that was on her table before she settled down again next to Naomi. 

“They have their ways,” she added with a chuckle after taking note of the incredulous expression on Naomi’s face.  

“I hope you didn’t do anything unethical so you help out an old friend.”

“I didn’t, I just asked a few favors to get the ladies medical records and also their friends to get the information pertaining to their likes, dislikes and beliefs. You do not need to worry, they are not aware.”

Naomi nodded her head before she muttered, “I hope I am doing the right thing concerning them, or they will hate me for this.”

“They adore you, they will not hate you. You have always had their best interest at heart. Try to talk to them for the last time, maybe this time they will be more accommodative about the whole marriage thing, they might surprise you love” Abby advised. 

Naomi agreed and thought it best to ask the ladies again, it was two months after initially having broached the subject after all. Maybe this time, having thought about it, they will be more accommodative like what Abby was saying. 

“My success rate in this is between 85-90%, they are in safe hands. The best mates will be found for them,” Abby continued, managing to bring Naomi back to the present. “I promise you that if they are more open to the process, it will work for them.” 

A slight pause followed before she winked and asked, “What about you?" 

Giggling like a school girl, Naomi swatted Abby on her arm. “That’s ridiculous; I am too old for such stunts.”

Naomi still looked great despite the challenges she had faced in life. A few laugh lines could be seen gracing on the edges of her mouth and some few wrinkles on the forehead. Apart from that, she could be mistaken for someone in her early forties. Her deep blue eyes still held mirth in them while her short curled brown hair shaved out another five years from her. 

Abby frowned before replying, “No one is ever too old. You also my friend happen to look half your age. Don't you want a man that you can spend the rest of your life with, a companion, especially after Opal and Rosalind are gone?”

“A spouse at my age is out of the question,” Naomi said dismissively. “What I want is to dote upon my grandchildren, which is why I am here and why you need to make it happen. Besides I have other commitments at church that keep old people like me occupied. No need to worry.” 

Naomi breathed out a sigh of relief when Abby shrugged her shoulders and dropped the subject before she went on to explain on what would happen next. She hoped that Opal and Rosa would not hate her for interfering in their lives. 

As usual she couldn’t put away her bossy nature and wait for them to finally make up their minds. Already they acted like old maids instead of the young women that they were. In a few months’ time Opal would be turning thirty six years old. 

As if Marlon had known he would go first, he asked her to make sure that Opal got married and settled down well. He was rather insistent while she chided him, “Do you want your wife to hate me for being controlling?”

“Ma she will not hate you. I know Opal; if you do not give her the nudge she will spend the rest of her life alone. I don’t want that for her. Promise mom, you will set her up if you have to, but make sure she doesn’t moan for long.” 

Just like Marlon had predicted, Opal didn’t seem at all like one about to move on. Five years down the line, she had resigned herself to being alone without a companion.

Naomi’s mind wandered off to the day she finally decided to take matters into her hands. 

It was on the day that marked the death of her two sons, after a visit at their grave sites. Kelly had also visited and after placing flowers on her father and brothers graves, she and the ladies left for the deli in town, while Naomi and Abby went back to the house. 

She could swear she had clearly heard Marlon say “you made a promise” at the gravesite and got hit by a sense of guilt for being comfortable with Opal, forgetting the promise she made to him.

“What am I doing?” she finally mumbled while Abby looked on with a raised brow. 

“Am I being fair to the ladies?” 

They had been settled in the living room, having a cup of tea and chatting over things happening around their small town. They were talking about the pastor’s son Robin who had recently got married to Elizabeth, two months after the death of his wife when Naomi thought back to the voice she heard while at the gravesite.

“What are you talking about?” Abby had asked her. 

“Rosa and Opal. Am I being fair to them by saddling them with poor old me? They are still young and have a great future ahead of them. What they should be doing is going out there, meeting new people, dating and settling down.”

“You are not old and it’s their choice that they stay with you.” Abby took a sip of her tea while Naomi spoke with a grimace, “Five years. Can you believe Marlon and Carl have been gone for five years and Opal and Rosa have stayed back, catering to my needs and keeping me company? Only the Lord knows how I would have coped without them around, nevertheless it’s time that they move on. Marlon and Carl are gone and will never come back. Am I being fair by letting them live their lives without a place they could call home and families of their own?”
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