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	 “Mommy, we need help!”

	The small voice calling from the front of the house warmed my heart. I knew Briana and her father were having a hard time getting the tree situated, but the biscuits were burning, so I rushed in the kitchen to save them.

	“I’m coming sweetie, just give me a minute.” As I pulled the hot pan out of the oven and sat it gingerly on the counter, I surveyed my handiwork. The biscuits were a rich golden brown, looking positively scrumptious, and my stomach growled hungrily in anticipation.

	 Smiling, I took off the oven mitts and looked around my kitchen. We had done a great job decorating it this year. I absolutely adored Christmastime, and every single room of the house was gaily decorated. The kids had enjoyed themselves almost as much as I had as we strung the garland and hung the mistletoe, singing all of our favorite Christmas carols. The kids. Just the thought of my wonderful children made my heart smile. They were the reason I anticipated every day. 

	“Mommy! Where are you?”

	  The call was sounding a little more desperate, so I hurried down the hall into the living room.  I stopped short at the sight of our 6½ foot tree enveloping my husband, Robert. He struggled valiantly, arms and feet flying and I couldn’t stop the laughter that escaped from deep within me. 

	“Stop laughing, Sheryl, and help me.” Robert's voice was also tinged with laughter and although I couldn’t see it, I knew he was wearing that dimpled smile I loved so much. 

	 “Okay, okay!” I answered, still chuckling. I grabbed a few branches and pushed as hard as I could. The tree released Robert from its needly grasp, standing upright on its own, and he gave a great sigh of relief.

	  “You did it, Mommy!” Briana jumped up and down, clapping her hands excitedly. She looked particularly adorable with her two front teeth missing. “You saved Daddy!”

	 Looking at me with love in his eyes, Robert drew me into his embrace. “Yes, she did, honey. She’s my hero.”

	 Although he was talking to Bri, I knew the words were meant for me alone. I smiled up at him, feeling a warmth and security that always enveloped me in my husband’s presence. How I loved this special man! He had never let me down, not in the entire nine years we had been together. My friends envied what we had. After all, our love story was one straight out of a romance novel. 

	While traveling on business for Allstate, Robert had spent a few hours waiting on the platform for the next train in Orlando, pacing back and forth. On my way to my sister’s house in Tampa for vacation, I got off the southbound train, making my way to baggage claim. The rustic white building seemed ancient and out of place in the town Disney had put on the map, but I loved that station because everyone there was so friendly and warm. As I waved goodbye to a new friend I had made of a fellow passenger, I wasn’t watching where I was going and suddenly collided into Robert, a ruggedly handsome, young man with a leather briefcase in one hand. He had been immersed in conversation on a small cell phone and our collision sent the phone flying from his hand and out onto the track.
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