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      “Hello, Peyton. How are you doing today?” Dr. Schoenborn asked.

      Peyton walked into the room, sat down in the chair across from the doctor, and answered his question.

      “I’m fine, and you?” She looked at Dr. Schoenborn and tried to give him a smile that didn’t look as fake as it felt.

      “I’m well. Thank you for asking.” He looked down into a file folder she assumed was hers and briefly read over the notes written in it. “So,” he said slowly, “last week we talked about you communicating with Derek’s parents again…” Peyton flinched at the sound of Derek’s name. “Did you by any chance do that?”

      He looked up at her with big brown, curious eyes. They reminded her of the cows back at home that would follow her wherever she went, waiting with subtle anticipation. Peyton looked down to avoid eye contact to try and get the image of Dr. Schoenborn with a cow’s head out of her mind. He wasn’t the best-looking man and, at times, made her uncomfortable when he would look at her. She knew the moment she spoke, he would start writing down notes on his notepad as if his life depended on it.

      “Actually, I did,” Peyton stated. Dr. Schoenborn's head shot up and looked at her in amazement.

      “You did?” he gasped and leaned forward with eagerness. “How did it go? What did they say? How did you feel?” He clearly couldn’t stop the questions from spewing out his mouth.

      “Uh…” She didn’t know where to begin and was overwhelmed with all the questions he had asked her.

      “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to jump at you. I’m just very shocked. We’ve been talking about doing this for months, so why now? Answer me that first.” Dr. Schoenborn was practically on the edge of his seat now, waiting for my response.

      “It just felt like the right time. I woke up and felt—different. I can’t explain it. I had been thinking a lot about Derek the day prior and wondered how his parents were doing. So, I thought I would give them a call.” Peyton didn’t know what answer the man was looking for or what he would get out of her answer, but she couldn’t explain it any better.

      “Oh, Miss Peyton! At last, I think we are seeing progress!” he exclaimed.

      Despite his comment being a bit brash, she couldn’t help but smile at the little party he was throwing himself, while scribbling away on his notepad.

      The past few months hadn’t been easy, and no one expected them to be any easier after what she had been through. After the accident, she was assigned a therapist and was forced to go by her parents after weeks locked in her room, refusing to come out or do anything. Every week on Thursday, at eleven o’clock, her mom would drive her to her therapy session, drop her off to go run errands, and pick her up afterwards. The first few sessions, her mom would walk in with her and wait for the doctor to walk her back to his office. As the weeks went on, she began to trust Peyton a little more and would start dropping her off instead.

      To begin with, Peyton had absolutely no desire to ever step foot into a therapist’s office. She thought she was just fine and could cope without it since only crazy people needed to go see a therapist. However, when she had to see a primary care doctor for routine check-ups following the accident, they were under the impression that she was depressed. The moment they mentioned a therapist, her parents agreed right away and set up an appointment. Naturally, she fought and argued about it and was adamant about not going, but when the doctor had mentioned antidepressants, she conceded.

      “Well Peyton, I’m glad to hear you called them! How were they? Were they surprised by your call?” Dr. Schoenborn asked again.

      “Yeah, I guess. They were definitely surprised, tears were shed,” she said and shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know, but we didn’t talk about the actual accident. We just asked how we were and what we were up to. It wasn’t a very long conversation. It honestly felt kinda awkward.” She made her sentences short and abrupt, hoping he wouldn’t ask any more questions because, honestly, the whole phone conversation with her late husband’s parents was awkward. They didn’t speak much and didn’t know what to say. They mostly spoke about the weather, asked how her parents were doing, and inquired whether or not she was still working at her old job. Unfortunately, she had to answer no to that one and told them that she had quit her job and was helping her dad out instead. After that they didn’t push for anymore answers, because they knew why she chose to quit.

      “Good, good.” He nodded and began writing again. Thankfully he took the hint and didn’t ask any more questions on the subject. “How has your anxiety been?”

      Shoot. She hoped he wouldn’t ask this one. She thought about lying, but she had made a promise to her parents and the doctor that she would tell the truth to the best of her abilities and wouldn’t sugarcoat anything.

      “It’s been okay. I have my panic attacks now and again. I think it's getting better…” she trailed off. She knew he wouldn’t buy it. It didn’t help that she had recurring nightmares of the accident and then woke up in full-blown panic attacks. Then her mother would rush in to hug her and wipe away the tears.

      “You know, we can solve that problem and prescribe you something that can help with those,” he said with concern in his eyes.

      “No,” she said abruptly. “No, I think it's getting better. Truly, I’m just fine.”

      The doctor wrote on his notepad, looked up at her, and smiled. “Well, if you ever think it could help, please don’t hesitate to let me know, and I can help you. I want to congratulate you on finally reaching out to Derek’s”—Peyton flinched again—"parents…” He trailed off and jotted a note down. He had noticed Peyton flinching at the sound of Derek’s name again. “Now that we have completed that goal, I want to give you another one. It has to do with trust.”

      Oh boy, Peyton thought to herself.

      “I want you to find a friend. Whether it be an old one or a new one. I want you to find a buddy you can hang out with, go shopping with, go out to eat with, or just simply be able to lend an ear to someone. No one deserves to be alone, and Peyton, I know you have been alone.”

      Peyton looked down and felt tears begin to well up in her eyes. She tried to hide it, but nothing got past the man. She looked up to see a tissue being held out to her. She smiled and nodded in gratitude, gently wiping her tears away.

      “It’s okay to cry, Peyton. It’s okay for people to see it. You’ve been through a lot, and it's so hard to watch you struggle because you're so young. You have the whole world laid out at your feet. I just don’t want you to see it pass by and regret it someday. But you have done so well since you’ve started coming to see me! Don’t disregard all the growth and progress you’ve made over these last few months. You're doing quite well. So, Peyton, what’s the new goal?” The doctor looked at her and smiled encouragingly.

      She exhaled and said, “To find a friend.” Now that she had said it, she began to get worried. Where was she going to find a friend? All her old friends were married and had moved away. She was spotty at going to church, and she didn’t go out very often. Her opportunities to find a friend were pretty limited, so she had a feeling she was going to be stuck with this goal for a while.

      “Perfect! And on that note, we will end for today.” He stood up and waited for her to do the same. They shook hands, and he followed her out of his office.

      Once they were in the reception area, he called out to the front desk, “Noah, care for a lunch break?”

      Peyton looked toward the front desk and saw a man rise from behind it. He was tall, with dark brown hair and blue eyes that twinkled. He was obviously athletic and had laugh lines by his eyes that she noticed when he smiled.

      “That sounds great, thank you,” he said and began to put on his jacket. He had a deep voice, and she noticed a bit of a twang in his speech. She didn’t realize she had been staring until he looked at her once his jacket was zipped and smiled. She smiled back and sped up her walking pace.

      “Oh, Peyton,” Dr. Schoenborn called after her. She wasn’t fast enough. “Allow me to introduce my nephew. This is Noah. Noah, this is Peyton. He will be filling in for Nancy while she is on maternity leave.

      Suddenly a million thoughts began to flood her mind. First of all, she didn’t even know the receptionist's name, let alone that Nancy was pregnant. She tried to keep to herself as much as possible. Obviously, Dr. Schoenborn wasn’t going to let that happen. Second, she was upset that he had even bothered to introduce her to Noah in the first place. She was already embarrassed enough coming here and didn’t want people to know. Third, Noah didn’t look anything like Dr. Schoenborn, who was a plump man in his late forties with blonde curly hair to match with his big brown cow eyes. He had absolutely no resemblance to Noah, and clearly, Noah was blessed with the looks.

      In the midst of her thoughts, Noah had walked up to her and was holding out a hand without her realizing it. Once she noticed Noah in front of her extending his hand, she jumped and, without hesitation, grabbed his hand, unsure how long he had been standing there.

      “Hi.” It was all she could spit out.

      “Nice to meet you,” Noah said and smiled at her.

      She could feel her cheeks flushing red and managed to say, “Nice to meet you too.” Peyton was looking at Noah, and he was looking at her in return real intently. It was as if they had all the time in the world to stand there, still shaking hands, look at each other, and memorize as much of each other as they could.

      The sound of someone clearing their throat made Peyton jump, again, and she dropped Noah’s hand. “Well, Noah. Let’s get going. I have an appointment in an hour, and my tummy is wanting some Mexican food,” Dr. Schoenborn said while patting his stomach.

      “Sounds good,” Noah replied, still looking at Peyton. “Peyton, I’ll see you around.”

      “See you,” she said and half ran out the front doors to her mom waiting in the car.
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      By the time Peyton got into the car, she was breathing heavy and caused the windows on her side of the car to fog up.

      “Peyton?” her mother asked. “Peyton, are you alright? What happened?”

      The only word that she could muster was, “Drive.”

      “What?” her mom questioned.

      “Drive! Drive, drive, drive! Hurry, before they come out!” she said a little clearer, and her mom pulled away from the curb and in the direction of home.

      As her mom drove away, Peyton looked back and watched Noah and Dr. Schoenborn walk out of the office. She turned around to breathe a sigh of relief and closed her eyes.

      “Excuse me.” Peyton’s eyes opened to see her mother looking back and forth between her and the road. “Why did I just do that? What just happened? Are you okay?” She'd successfully scared her mother.

      “Yes, I’m fine.” She was hoping she could get away with not answering the other questions.

      “Then why did I have to drive away so fast? I felt like we just got done robbing a bank, and the cops were coming after us!” her mom dramatized.

      “Well, I didn’t want them to see us and have to make another awkward conversation,” Peyton admitted.

      “Us? Who?” She wasn’t going to let it go.

      “Dr. Schoenborn… and his nephew, Noah.”

      She tried to look in her rearview mirror to see if she could see him, but they were too far down the road by now.

      “Why didn’t you let me see him?” her mother asked with concern.

      “Because I was a complete idiot in there, with my mouth practically hanging open and staring at the poor guy like I was crazy!” Peyton cried and put her head in her hands.

      “Ah, so he must have been cute.” Her mom smiled.

      Peyton whipped her head around to look at her mother. “Don’t go there,” she said coldly.

      It was as if a cool breeze had just blown into the car.

      Her mom took a deep breath as if to brace herself for what she was going to say next.

      “Honey, it's been eight months. Don’t you think it would be alright if…”

      “No,” she interrupted, “I don’t think it would be.”

      “Okay. Okay. I guess so.” Her mom decided to change the subject for the moment. “I made roast and potatoes with brown gravy. You know, your favorite.” She tried to win her daughter back and get her talking again.

      “Sounds good. Thanks, Mom,” Peyton said with a smile.

      “How was Dr. Schoenborn today?”

      “As weird as ever. He gave me a new goal today.”

      “Oh yeah? That’s good. What is it?” her mom asked.

      Peyton sighed, “To make a new friend.”

      All her mom said was, “Interesting.”

      Peyton figured she was thinking more like it was a mere coincidence that she had met Noah but wasn’t going to dare say that. Peyton had absolutely no desire to even think about making a new friend, let alone dating or thinking about boys. That ship had sailed and ended up crashing and sinking to the bottom of the ocean.

      The rest of the car ride was quiet, which Peyton appreciated. She enjoyed watching the trees become closer together as they drove farther away from the city. Pretty soon, it looked like they were driving through a forest, not seeing any houses nearby. Their driveway was hidden, and unless you were looking for it, it was easy to drive right by. It was a gravel road with many potholes, and it stretched about a mile. Every day, Peyton would wake up and run up and down the driveway, sometimes multiple times to get a good run in. She enjoyed running quite a bit and had even been on the cross-country team when she was in high school. After the accident, she spent lots of time walking and running up and down the driveway to cry and get away from the constant questions of, “Are you okay?” or “Do you need anything?”

      Once they arrived at the house and climbed out of the car, she could smell the pot roast her mom had promised. Eager to be inside, she rushed in and headed straight for the kitchen. She had expected her dad to be in there but found someone else standing in there instead.

      “Hey, Sis!” It was her younger brother, Chris.

      “Hi, Chris”—she forced a smile—“How are you doing?”

      “I’m doing great! I just got back from hiking and canyoneering in Zion National Park,” her brother replied. “It was amazing! I wish you could have come! It was a complete blast, and I met someone! Her name is Gloria. She’s amazing! In fact, I brought her here to meet you all! She’s in the living room talking to Dad.” Chris was practically jumping up and down. He looked like Peyton. He had dirty blonde hair, which honestly looked a little longer than his usual haircut. He liked to travel a lot and was a big outdoors guy, so if he felt like going somewhere, he did it. He had gray-blue eyes that could easily reflect what he was feeling, like Peyton’s, and his eyes right now were full of energy and excitement. He was a pretty good-looking and overall fun-loving and charismatic guy. If anyone felt like going on an adventure, he was the guy to call up and do it with.

      “That’s great,” Peyton stammered. “Let me talk to Mom really fast.” She turned around to look at her mom, and she looked just as concerned as Peyton felt.

      Peyton walked toward her mom and pulled her into the pantry, shutting the door. “Don’t make me go in there,” she pleaded.

      “Peyton, he’s very excited,” her mom said. “Please, put on a welcoming face for just five minutes, and then you can make your excuse and leave.”

      “Ouch,” Peyton mumbled, and tears started forming in her eyes.

      “Peyton, he would have wanted you to be happy.” Peyton started to look down, but her mother’s hand caught her chin. She knew now that she wasn’t talking about Chris. “He wouldn’t want you feeling this kind of pain after all this time. He would have wanted you to move on as I’m sure you would have wanted the same for him. Don’t let your past keep you from progressing to your future. That’s why it’s called the past. Derek loved you, and there’s no doubt about that.” Hearing his name caused her to wince, and her mom didn’t miss it, but she kept talking regardless of Peyton’s reaction. “But can you imagine if he were here right now? He would tell you to wipe those tears from your eyes and to start doing something for yourself! He would want you to be happy and enjoy the moments, even the little ones. Am I right?”

      Peyton nodded her head and began to cry. She was heartbroken, and it wasn’t a secret. For months she had spent her time at home, helping with the farm, working on her dad's paperwork for his butchering company, cleaning as much as she could, and only going out when she had her therapy appointments. She would only run errands with her mom every once in a while because she was always afraid of seeing someone she knew. She usually wore a hat whenever she went out in public now. She hadn’t even gone to church, which was something she had always done every Sunday. But now she couldn’t bring herself to do it. Every time someone asked if she was okay, she was reminded that she actually wasn’t. That the accident really did happen, and Derek was gone because of it. Whenever that happened, it was as if the accident happened over and over again, and it was heart-wrenching.

      However, what her mother was saying to her was true. Derek wouldn’t have wanted her to still be moping around at home avoiding people. She should also be happy for her little brother even if it meant stretching herself out of her comfort zone.

      “Okay, I can do it. I’ll go out there.” Peyton nodded, wiping away her tears.

      “That’s my girl,” her mom said. “Now let’s go. I want to check out this girl.”

      They walked out of the pantry and found Chris eating the roast that her mom had made for dinner.

      “Christopher Neal, you get your grubby fingers out of that roast right now! That is for dinner,” her mom said sternly.

      Chris put his hands up in the air, “Okay, okay. Sorry, Mom. Now that you're done talking, can we go in there now? I think Dad is boring her to death.”

      “Yes, we can, but on your way out, grab another plate setting for your little friend.” It was obvious that Peyton’s mom wasn’t happy, but if there’s anything that boy had lacked in learning, it's that no one messes with mom’s pot roast.

      They all started walking in the direction of the living room. Peyton took a glance in the mirror to make sure she didn’t look like a mess. To her dismay, she did. She had makeup under her eyes that she quickly wiped off, and her dark brown braid was coming undone. She pulled her hair out and put it up in a high ponytail, and quickly smoothed out her clothes.

      In the living room sat her father, who was a tall man with gray hair that was thinning on the top of his head. He was a man who looked as if he was always happy and having a good time. In the chair next to him sat a little Latina woman who was absolutely gorgeous. She had long dark black hair that went all the way down her back, brown eyes that matched with her incredibly long eyelashes, and a big white beautiful smile with red lipstick to compliment it.

      “Hey! You guys are home!” her dad said and walked over to stand by his wife while Chris walked over to stand by Gloria, putting his arm around her.

      “Guys, this is Gloria! Gloria, this is my mom, Cheryl, and my sister, Peyton,” Chris gestured back and forth between the ladies.

      “Hi! It’s very nice to meet you!” she said with an accent Peyton assumed was from Mexico.

      “Nice to meet you,” Peyton’s mom said and reached out to shake Gloria’s hand, and Peyton followed suit.

      “You have a beautiful home!” Peyton got the impression she was very happy and excited about everything all of the time. This reminded her of Chris, which was probably why they got along so well.

      “Thank you,” Peyton’s mom said. “I have dinner all ready to go. Are you guys ready to eat? I know someone is.” She peered over at Chris and gave him a look.

      “That sounds great, Mom!” Chris replied to his mom’s jab, and everyone headed to the dining room table.

      The roast and mashed potatoes were just as good as Peyton expected them to be. Her mom was a natural at making it, and Peyton never got sick of it. Luckily, she didn’t have to do a lot of talking because her parents wanted to know all about Chis and his new girl, Gloria, from El Salvador. Where they met and all those things that conveniently took up the majority of the conversation at dinner. She tried to ask Peyton questions, but Peyton kept the answers short to try and prevent her from wanting to ask more questions and delve into subjects she had absolutely no desire to talk about. To Peyton’s relief, Chris and Gloria had made plans with another couple for the evening and left shortly after dinner.

      After they left, Peyton helped her parents clean up dinner, kissed them goodnight, and headed to bed. The moment she reached her pillow, she cried. She was angry, frustrated, and disappointed. She didn’t understand why Chris could be happy but not her. She didn’t understand how he could find love, but she couldn’t have it. She was upset because he came all the way home to rub his happiness in her face. She was upset because she didn’t want any negative feelings towards her fun-loving, carefree brother. She wanted to be happy for him and congratulate him on doing one of the hardest things a person ever had to do—find love.

      Nevertheless, Peyton knew that she really wasn’t upset with her brother, and that she knew already all the answers to her questions. Deep down, Peyton knew that she was jealous. That’s what frustrated her most.
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      Peyton woke up Saturday morning with a terrible headache. Her conflicting emotions and stress had given her vivid nightmares that caused her to toss and turn all night. It’s not that it wasn’t normal for her, but last night was just so much worse, and she briefly remembered her mom coming in to console her. She sat up to look at the clock to see that it was ten o’clock in the morning. She bolted straight up from her bed and started scrambling around looking for some running clothes. By now, she should have had her run in, been showered, dressed, and ready for the day. Granted, it wasn’t like she did much during the day.

      Her mornings consisted of waking up around seven, going for a run, feeding the cows and the goats she had out back, showering off the stench she had accumulated throughout the morning, and then hanging with her mom or working with her dad. Sometimes she would help her in the garden or help with dinner. Other times, they would run errands or read together. Most of the time, since Peyton hadn’t been going to church, they would study the scriptures together and read past conference talks.

      It  wasn’t that Peyton didn’t believe in the church, she did. Admittedly, the first few weeks after the accident, she was angry and repeatedly questioned in her prayers why Derek had to be taken away from her. She felt like she was being punished and didn’t deserve it. Time passed, and she slowly began to understand that everyone has their time, and to her dismay, everything happens for a reason. She still didn’t understand what the reason was, but she hoped one day she would.

      Peyton finished her run, only doing a couple of miles due to the accidental sleep in, cleaned herself up, and entered the kitchen. Her dad—Peyton assumed he was out working on the fence—had left his homemade waffles for her with some eggs and bacon. Every Saturday, her dad made a big breakfast for the family, usually involving his homemade waffles. Since he would go to work so early during the week, he hardly had any chances to make them then. So, Saturday became the day for waffles. It was a tradition that even Chris would make an effort to not miss, but she hadn’t seen him anywhere around the house.

      “Hello!” As if right on cue. “Hello? Anyone in here?” Chris called.

      “Always,” Peyton said.

      “Peyton! Oh, sweet. I’m glad you’re here. I was dying to ask you if you liked Gloria!” he said ecstatically.

      “Yeah, I thought she was very nice.” Peyton smiled at him for encouragement.

      “Awesome! Where’s Mom?” he asked, looking around in an attempt to find her.

      “I don’t know. I just got down here,” Peyton admitted.

      Chris raised his eyebrows. “Isn’t it a little late for you?” he teased.

      “I thought the same thing when I woke up. I didn’t even realize.”

      “Well, sleepyhead.” He picked up a waffle and took a bite of it.  “I’m going to go find Mom,” he said with a mouth full of food.

      “Sounds good. I’m going to go find Dad.” Peyton didn’t know she had any intention of finding her dad, but it had just slipped out. However, she figured it was a good idea since she bailed on him with the chores this morning.

      She grabbed a piece of waffle and headed outside to the field. Her dad was hunched over, dripping in sweat and trying to fix part of a fence that a dumb cow had run into.

      Her dad was a man who never liked to sit still. He always had to be doing something, especially on Saturdays. He liked to find projects to do and make the most of his time. Sometimes, it drove her mom nuts because she liked to have her dad home, but whenever he was home, he was trying to get something done.

      “Hey, Dad,” Peyton said.

      Her dad spun around and chuckled to himself, “Did the Sandman get you last night?”

      Everybody had noticed she had slept in longer than usual.

      “Apparently. He didn’t let me know he was coming, but, yes, he visited.” She decided to play along with the joke.

      “Are you doing alright today?” he asked with concern on his face.

      “I think so. I don’t know. Thursday was a very off day for me, I guess, and my sleep clearly reflected it. I feel completely jumbled this morning.”

      “Yeah, I never thought I’d see your brother settle down or even attempt to. But adventures are better when you have someone by your side enjoying them with ya.” He looked up at Peyton, and tears starting to well up in her eyes. “Oh, I’m sorry, sweetheart. Sometimes I say the wrong things at the wrong times.”

      “It’s okay,” she sniffed and wiped her eyes. “You’re right. It is better to have someone by your side. To tackle the world with, to laugh with, to enjoy it. He should want that, who doesn’t.” She knelt in the tall grass and sobbed.

      She heard her dad walk over and wrap his arms around her. “Oh, Peyton, my little bumblebee. Someone took your sting.”

      “I don’t want to cry anymore, Dad. I don’t. I really don’t. I feel pathetic every time I do, but I still cry. It still happens, and it makes me so frustrated.”

      “Listen, Sis. You have been through a tough time. Most people go through life not understanding the amount of loss you have gone through. It’s okay to cry. Your mother and I understand. I can’t imagine what I would do if I lost your mother.”

      “It sucks. I know there’s a time to mourn, and Mom was telling me that Derek wouldn’t want me to still be sad and crying, but I’m having such a hard time moving past this. And then seeing Chris with his new girlfriend and how happy he was. I had that, and it was taken from me. I had complete happiness. I did everything right, but it was short-lived.” Peyton was blubbering now and could hardly utter any words.

      “At least he got to finish out his life with you! He couldn’t have been any happier than what he was,” her father said soothingly. “He married you, and he left this world knowing he was going to be a dad. What better way to end this life. If there’s any advice I could give you, it's to count your blessings and think of all the people who love you and will always love you for eternities to come. Including Derek. Also, keep in mind that you were left here for a reason. We almost lost you in the accident, but you miraculously recovered. Make the most of this life that you have been blessed with even if you think you're being punished.”

      Peyton nodded her head and leaned into her dad’s hug. She knew he was right. It was time to make the most out of life. “Thanks, Daddy, I’ll do my best. I’m going to try and take your advice. I really am. And you’re right, Derek was happy, and I thank heaven that he left this world feeling nothing less.” She had her breathing under control now and wasn’t crying as hard.

      Her dad kissed her on the forehead and hugged her. “You can do it. I know you can. Now I’m going to get back to this stupid fence. If that cow runs into the fence again, I just might shoot it,” her dad teased and winked at her.

      “Do you want any help?” Peyton asked.

      “No, you head back to the house. I think your mom wanted to see if you wanted to go shopping with her,” her dad informed her.

      “Ah, I guess I should probably go, huh?” Peyton hated shopping. Not only because her mom took “shop ‘til you drop” literally, but every time they went out shopping, they ran into people, and the questions began.

      “I think you know the answer to that, sweetheart. Go have fun!” He turned away from her and headed back toward the warped fence.

      She stood up and walked back toward the house. She was surprised to hear her dad mention that she had been pregnant when the accident had happened. It was as if there was an unspoken rule throughout the house to not mention that she had, in fact, lost the baby. Peyton wasn’t sure if it was because of the actual accident or the emotional toll it took on her body once she realized Derek was never going to wake up that had caused her miscarriage. She had concluded that it was probably a good mix of both.

      During her walk back to the house, Peyton remembered the day that she had found out she was pregnant…

      

      She had been throwing up for the past week out of nowhere. She thought it was food poisoning because they had tried out a new Mexican restaurant the night before. Then nausea and the puking had continued, and she thought she had a bug. So, she went to the doctor concerned since she had been throwing up so much over the week. He decided to take some blood samples and sent her home to wait for the results.

      Not an hour later, she received a call back from the doctor. “Miss Peyton, I got your lab results back, and you show no sign of infection or anything. You’re just pregnant.”

      “Excuse me?” It was all she could say.

      “You’re pregnant, just barely though. It’s been about five weeks. Have you noticed whether or not you’ve had a period yet?”

      “Uh…” As she was thinking about her cycle, she ran into the bathroom where she kept a calendar to track her cycle, and her jaw dropped. She hadn’t even realized that she was a week late. She had been so distracted that she didn’t even think about the timing of her period.

      “Peyton?” The doctor snapped her out of her daze, “Are you okay?”

      “Yes, sorry. I guess I didn’t even notice that I was late. Um, should I be making an appointment or doing anything at all?” She could hardly get the words out. She was in shock.

      “You should think about getting some prenatal vitamins, and when you're eight weeks pregnant, then you should come to see us. Do you have any other questions for me?” the doctor asked.

      “No. No, I think that clears up everything for me. Thank you so much, Dr. Peterson.”

      “No problem. See you in a few weeks.” Then he hung up the phone.

      Peyton started jumping up and down with excitement and running around the house squealing like a little girl. Then she started becoming dizzy and ran to the bathroom to throw up. After that, she wanted to tell her husband so badly that she picked the phone back up and started dialing. Once the phone started ringing, she quickly hung up before he could get the chance to answer.

      She didn’t want to tell him over the phone since he would be distracted at work, and she wanted to see his face. She looked at the clock and realized he would be home in three hours. She had three hours to prepare.

      Peyton zoomed around her apartment like a tornado. She cleaned the entire house, did the laundry, made the bed, and even made his favorite dinner—lasagna with garlic bread and a green salad. Luckily, lasagna was a long process, and it kept her busy to help the time pass quickly. She kept looking at the clock and expected him to be home within the next fifteen minutes. She quickly set the table, lit a few candles, and then turned some music on in the background. She looked at the clock again and saw that now it was ten minutes. She wasn’t the most patient person in the world, so she sat at the table and waited as best as she could.

      As time ticked on, she became more and more irritated and aggravated. This was the best possible news she could ever tell him, and he was taking forever to get home. She couldn’t stand it. Peyton stood up from the table to finish the dishes and clean off the counters. When those were done, she started looking at the floors and decided to grab the broom,  sweeping the entire floor. She was starting to become so meticulous in her sweeping, she would brush the same corner over and over again to get every last crumb off the floor.

      Then, of course, she noticed a smudge on the floor, so after the pile was swept up, she grabbed a rag and started mopping on her hands and knees.

      She was so distracted with her cleaning that she didn’t even hear the door open.

      “Peyton? Peyton, where are you? I’m home!” he called.

      She jumped right up, threw the rag into the sink, and straightened out her clothes before replying, “I’m in the kitchen!”

      He walked in and was covered in grime from head to foot. He was a mechanic and worked on cars all day long at his shop. He always had a faint oily smell to him that she always loved, and it had become a homey smell. Peyton looked at him and just admired him, thinking how lucky she was and how he took her breath every time he was in her presence. He was pretty tall, about six feet, which was good, because she was not very tall at all. He had piercing blue eyes and messy blonde hair. It was always messy, but she didn’t mind. She couldn’t expect it to be perfect when he was under cars all day. He had a smile that could wake a whole room up with laugh lines all around his eyes. He was always laughing or smiling, because he was just happy, and it was contagious. He was her little sunspot, her shooting star. He lightened up her world every day and reminded her of how blessed she genuinely was to have a man like him in her life.

      “Boy, does it smell good in here! I’m hungry! I haven’t eaten since this morning. I’ve been so busy.” He looked over at the table, and his face lit up, “Lasagna! Oh no, what did you do?” She couldn’t fool him.

      “Oh, you shut up. Do you want to eat now or wait until you shower?” she asked.

      “What, you think I need to shower, huh?” He started coming closer to her. She knew what was coming.

      “Don’t you dare,” she started to back up slowly. A playful grin spread across his face. Then he darted into a sprint towards her, and before she could escape, he grabbed her and started hugging her tightly.

      “Aw, come on. You’re going to make me smell too!” Peyton whined.

      “I guess you’re going to need a shower too.” He winked and smiled. He thought he was so funny. Before she should reply, he started talking again, “Let’s eat though. I’m so hungry.”

      “Okay, that’s fine with me.” They sat down at the dinner table, said a prayer, and started dishing out the food.

      “Man, this looks so good. Thank you for making this, sweetheart,” he said.

      Her heart started thumping harder in her chest; should she tell him now or later? She had been waiting for what felt like forever, and anticipation was practically bubbling up to her lips from excitement. Instead of spoiling his dinner, she decided to at least let him finish his plate.

      Peyton sat there and tried not to eat fast but couldn’t help it. She was so excited. There were a few times she almost just blurted it out, but she didn’t want to. She just listened to him talk and tried to enjoy the nice dinner as much as she could.

      He finally finished the last bite of his lasagna and started reaching for the spoon for seconds.

      “Honey, do you mind waiting? I wanted to tell you something,” she said abruptly.

      “Aha! I knew there was something!” he exclaimed.

      “It’s not what you think. I have some news to tell you…” she started trailing off.

      “Oh, so you didn’t break anything or spend lots of money?”

      “No.” She took a deep breath and contemplated how she was going to tell him. Then she started freaking out about whether or not he was going to be happy or upset.

      “Peyton, whatever it is you can tell me. Sorry, I was just teasing you.” He grabbed my hand, looked right at me, and smiled.

      “I know, I know. It’s okay.” She took a minute to collect herself and looked at him. She slowly started to calm down and get her breathing back to normal. The look of reassurance in his eyes helped her believe that no matter what, he was going to love her and take care of her little family for the rest of her life.

      “Derek, I’m pregnant,” she whispered.

      “What? Really?” Derek whispered back.

      “Yes, I went to the doctor this morning because I was so sick. They took a blood sample, and well, they found out I was pregnant. It explains why I’ve been sick.” She looked into his eyes, and she could see the wheels turning in his head. “Are you okay, honey?”

      He picked her up, spun her around, and kissed her forehead. “I have never been so happy in my life. I love you.”

      

      It had been one of the happiest days of her life and a treasured memory that she liked to look back on and remember. Pure joy emulated throughout both of them, and they couldn’t stop smiling for days. It was a good reminder to her that true happiness was possible, and it could be found. Even though, at times, it felt like a sad memory because of the tragedy that followed weeks later. It was still a memory that brought her a little hope. Hope that she could find that kind of true happiness again.
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