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For my late husband, Brett,

On one of our long drives through the mountains of Colorado, this story found its way to me.

Perhaps it was the winding roads that asked us to slow down,
or the quiet streams where we stopped and listened,
or the stillness of wide skies and unspoken thoughts.

Somewhere between the curves of the road and the miles behind us, these characters spoke. By the time we reached home after that five-hour drive, the story was already alive.

Thank you for the miles, the silence, the listening, and for always making space for imagination to wander.

This book carries you with it. 
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Where Healing Begins





    

    
       

 

“Nothing evokes fond memories of childhood as a pair of tiny baby booties or a cozy first blanket. Each piece you knit will become a keepsake of the future.”

 

 

The highway curved toward Palisade just as the sun lifted over the Grand Mesa, brushing the sky in soft peach and pale gold. After thirteen hours on the road, I pulled my old Subaru into a scenic overlook and stepped out into the cool mountain air.

The air felt fresh here.

Sharper. Cleaner. Like it had been waiting for me.

I am Susanna Parker, and for the first time in twenty-one years, I felt like I was standing at the edge of something that might finally hold me.

I closed my eyes, letting the wind push back the frayed edges of the life I’d left behind in Texas. For months, something quiet but persistent inside me — that intuition I’d learned to trust more than most people — had whispered in its steady way:

This is it, sugar. Your thread’s pulling west.

I didn’t pretend to understand intuition. I only knew it had never steered me wrong, not when the world had.

Texas had been safe, but not healing. A place to hide, not a place to recover. Six months ago, after waking from a dream I couldn’t remember, I’d felt the first tug pulling me away.

Then the dentist’s office.

Then the magazine. 

Then, the photo of a woman standing in an orchard, arms stretched into the morning light. The caption beneath her read:

Palisade: Where Healing Begins.

Something in me broke open when I saw it — a memory, a longing, a promise I couldn’t name. I tore out the page and folded it into my journal. Every road I took afterward seemed to point here.

And now, standing in this thin, high-altitude light, I felt it again.

Brooke.

Not a memory. Not a ghost. A presence.

Close.

My throat tightened. Twenty-one years hadn’t dimmed the knowing. Grief had just taught me how to carry it differently.

The town slowly unfolded around me: orchards tangled with frost, vineyards tucked under winter quilts, quiet streets lined with hand-painted signs. Palisade wasn’t flashy, but something about it radiated welcome.

Then I saw it.

A brick storefront with fading blue trim and a “For Sale” sign askew in the window — as if someone had half-heartedly tried to give it another life.

Above it, a small second-floor apartment with a narrow wrought-iron balcony overlooking the street.

The moment I pulled over, the building seemed to breathe out. Relieved. Hopeful.

Inside the dusty windows, I could still make out the bones of what it once was — wooden shelves lining the walls, a counter worn by years of familiar hands, soft beams of sunlight scattering dust like tiny fireflies.

I could see it: my yarn shop. A sanctuary stitched together with warmth and welcome.

A place where women could gather the way I’d longed to — with tea, soft light, and stories shared in quiet courage.

And I could feel her again.

Brooke. The daughter I’d held for one perfect year.

The daughter stolen from my arms. The daughter my heart insisted was no longer far.

I unlocked the door with the key the realtor had pressed into my hand the day before. The hinges gave a long, aching groan.

“Hello, beautiful,” I whispered to the empty room. “Let’s bring you back to life.”

The floorboards creaked under my boots as I crossed to the counter. Long ago, someone had etched a delicate vine pattern into the wood. I traced it with my fingertip, feeling the tiny bumps and dips beneath my skin.

“This feels right,” I murmured.

And it did.

For the first time in twenty-one years, something felt right.

Upstairs, I opened all the windows, letting crisp winter air flood the apartment. I unpacked slowly — fresh sheets on the bed, a kettle on the stove, books stacked neatly under the window. The space was small, worn, and imperfect.

But it was mine.

Downstairs, I set my worn leather notebook on the counter. Inside were years of sketches: proposed displays, cozy reading nooks, notes scribbled at midnight when loneliness pressed too tightly against my ribs.

Front table: seasonal yarn. Left wall: natural fibers. Right wall: hand-dyed blends. Center: chairs gathered in a circle — a place for women to land softly.

A place for healing. For connection. For the friendships that save us without ever saying it.

I didn’t know their names yet — Helen, Elizabeth, Renee — but the threads were already drawing us toward one another.

Lives that needed mending. Stories that wanted safer places to unfold. Women who didn’t know yet that they were about to find a home.

I closed the notebook and rested my hand on the counter.

“This is where it starts,” I whispered to the quiet room.

Not in the search for justice. Not the unraveling of old secrets, not even the long road I hoped would lead me back to my daughter.

But the healing. The return. The soft rebuilding of a life I refused to stop believing in.

Sunlight spilled across the front window, warm against the glass. I exhaled and felt something inside me loosen — the tiniest untangling of a knot I’d carried for far too long.

Every thread I’d ever followed had brought me here.

To this town. This shop. This beginning.

And somewhere in these winding streets…my daughter was living her life — unaware that her mother had just come home.
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The View From Here





    

    
       

Elizabeth had learned to keep her world moving, even when the ground under her kept shifting. Some mornings that meant juggling listings and client calls. On other mornings, it meant reminding herself that worrying counted as cardio if you did enough of it.

This morning? It meant standing at the kitchen island with a mug of lukewarm coffee and sorting through the stack of mail Sammy had dropped on the counter like a small tornado.

A utility bill. A credit card offer addressed to “Current Resident.” A coupon book for gutter cleaning she didn’t need. And a glossy alumni newsletter from Sammy’s university — full of smiling faces and bright futures.

Elizabeth set it aside before the ache could fully form. Her daughter was twenty, confident, and building a life. But sometimes Elizabeth still saw pigtails and missing front teeth.

She blew out a breath and turned back to the clock.8:12 a.m.

If she left in twenty minutes, she could show the ranch house on Peach Orchard Avenue, swing by the grocery store, and still make it home before Sammy left for her afternoon shift. A normal day. A manageable day. Exactly how she liked them.

A soft shuffle came from the hallway.

“Morning,” Sammy said, appearing in oversized sweats and a messy bun, eyes still warm with sleep.

Elizabeth smiled despite herself. “You’re up early.”

“Too early,” Sammy grumbled, grabbing a banana. “But I dreamed about Dad again.”

Elizabeth’s chest tightened — old habit — but she kept her voice steady. “Wonderful dream or bad?”

“Neutral,” Sammy said around a bite. “We were in a parking lot swapping keys. You know how dreams go.”

Elizabeth nodded. She knew exactly how dreams went — straight for the soft tissue you thought you’d already patched.

“I’m heading out soon,” she said. “There’s coffee if you want real fuel.”

Sammy winked. “Bananas are real fuel.”

“Not the way you live,” Elizabeth teased, nudging her shoulder.

They shared a smile — small but genuine — before Sammy disappeared toward the bathroom.

Elizabeth gathered her files, slipped on her flats, and reached for her keys. She was halfway out the door when she saw it: an envelope she’d missed.

Thin. Return address blurred from a rain smudge. But the handwriting… familiar.

Her stomach gave a strange, unwanted lurch.

Clint.

She didn’t open it. She couldn’t. Not before a showing.

Instead, she dropped it face-down on the counter and walked out the door like nothing had happened.

Clients were easier than feelings. Elizabeth moved through showings, emails, and phone calls with practiced efficiency. By lunchtime, she’d closed one deal, lined up a second, and convinced herself not to think about the envelope waiting at home.

Delivery drivers ran on coffee. She ran on momentum.

Still, when she pulled into the driveway at 2:11 p.m., her hands hesitated on the steering wheel. Just for a second.

Inside, the house was quiet. Too quiet.

She found Sammy on the couch, laptop open, earbuds in. She looked peaceful — her same bright, steady girl — and Elizabeth suddenly hated that a man who hadn’t been in their lives for twenty years could still stir anything in her at all.

“Mom?” Sammy asked, pulling out an earbud. “You okay?”

“Fine,” Elizabeth said. A lie, light as dust.

She set her purse down and reached for the envelope. She turned it over once, twice, and then finally tore it open.

A single sheet of paper. Two lines. His handwriting.

Hope you’re well. I might be in Colorado soon.

She closed her eyes. Of all states. Of all places.

“What’s that?” Sammy asked.

Elizabeth folded the letter cleanly in half. “Nothing you need to worry about.”

And she meant it. If Clint Marshall was coming anywhere near Colorado, Elizabeth would deal with it — just like she dealt with everything else life shoved her way.

One boundary at a time. One decision at a time.

Holding the line.

Later that evening, as she chopped vegetables for dinner, the letter peeked out from under the recipe book. Sammy was humming in the next room. The house was warm, ordinary, perfectly intact.

Elizabeth touched the folded paper with the tip of her finger.

“Not this time,” she whispered.

She slid it into the junk drawer, shut it firmly, and let the sound of it closing feel like a choice.

Because it was.

And the next day, she’d make another.
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Threads in the Snow





    

    
       

Renee never imagined that fifteen years after marrying her college sweetheart, she would one day look at her own life and feel… out of focus. As if she’d somehow become the soft background to Nick’s sharper, brighter foreground.

They’d grown up just south of Cleveland—Renee, an only child who wanted connection the way some children wanted birthday ponies; Nick, the confident eldest of three with a grin full of certainty. After the wedding, they’d spread a dinner napkin between them like a treasure map and filled it with ambition.

“Between us,” Nick said, tapping the paper as if sealing a contract, “we’ll build a construction empire. Your numbers, my crew. Perfect team.”

Renee had believed him—believed in him—with all the hope and warmth she’d carried since girlhood.

“And my naturopathic practice?” she teased gently.

“As soon as the company’s humming,” he promised, pressing a kiss to her knuckles. “You’ll get your turn. I’ll make sure of it.”

Seven years later, Nick’s company hummed. Renee’s dream waited in a drawer.

As her thirty-third birthday crept near, her mother reminded her that time had its own opinions about things like family. After a long talk, Renee finally asked Nick.

“Maybe we should think about having a baby.”

“Great idea,” he’d said, genuinely. “But can you still help at the office during and after?”

“I’ll be pregnant, not dead.”

Nick laughed, relieved. That summer they welcomed Alex; Amber followed a year later. When the children arrived, Renee slipped naturally out of bookkeeping. Nick hired someone else—Mindy, thirty, capable, divorced—and the transition was easy. Routine felt stable again.

Until Thanksgiving, Alex was five and Amber four.

Skiing was Renee’s winter heartbeat. Her parents had passed the love of Colorado’s mountains down to her, and she’d passed it to her children. Fresh snow always felt like the world offering itself clean.

“Don’t forget,” Renee reminded Nick, “we leave in two weeks.”

“I know,” he said. “We’ve done this every year since before the kids were born.”

“I booked myself and the kids for the sixteenth,” she said. “Your flight is on the twenty-fifth. Still okay?”

“Should be,” he said, though a small crease tightened between his brows.

“I reserved Powderhorn Mountain this year.”

“We’ve been there,” he said. “Have the kids?”

“Not yet,” she smiled. “That’s why I chose it.”

He hesitated. “If the material shipment delays us, I might not break away.”

Renee felt it then—a faint tightening, like yarn pulled too hard on the needle.

“Is there a chance you won’t come?”

“There’s a chance,” he admitted. “It’s our biggest account.”

“Then we’ll take it day by day,” she breathed. “The kids are excited. We’ll make it work.”

 

Departure

 

On November 16, Nick pulled up to Cleveland Hopkins with the kids buzzing like shaken snow globes.

“Please try for the twenty-fifth,” Renee whispered.

“I’ll do my best,” he promised. “No guarantees.”

“That’s enough,” she said, meaning it.

He lifted Amber out of the van while Alex—five, determined—announced, “I can do it myself.”

Inside the gate area, a warm, familiar voice called out.

“Hello, Alex! Hello, Amber!”

Jocelyn and Jerry. Renee’s heart swelled.

“You’re coming too?” Alex gasped.

“We sure are,” Jocelyn said. “Going where your mom learned to ski.”

Renee hugged her parents tightly. “I’m glad you could make it. I’m not sure Nick will.”

“Then the five of us will make it wonderful,” Jocelyn said. “We always do.”

As they boarded, Renee pressed her hand to her heart. Threads tugged—hopeful ones.

 

Meanwhile

 

Snow smudged the windows of Nick’s office when Mindy leaned into his doorway.

“Did you get them off okay?” she asked lightly.

“They’re on their way,” Nick said. “Let’s focus.”

“Company business,” she said with a sly tilt of her head, “or… monkey business?”

He didn’t think—he just reached for her.

The kiss was fast, stupid, irreversible.

 

Whiteout

 

The flight to Denver was smooth; the drive into the mountains was not. Snow hammered the windshield. Jerry stayed centered, calm. Renee called Nick.

“It’s a whiteout,” she said to his voicemail. “We might stop for the night. Call when you can.”

Emergency lights flickered ahead. Alex whispered, “Mom, that truck slid off.”

Jerry nodded. “Silverthorne. We’ll stop. Warm beds. Early morning.”

They settled into a small hotel and later wandered through the outlet stores. The kids got new gear. Renee let herself choose a handbag—just one small thing that felt like her.

Her phone rang.

“Nick?”

“You made it okay?”

“We’re safe,” she said. “Roads rough. We stopped.”

“I’m going to try for an earlier flight,” he said. “Maybe the twentieth.”

“I hear stress in your voice.”

“I’m fine. I want to be with you.”

“We miss you too,” she said, warming at the thought.

 

Fallout

 

Back in Ohio, Nick’s phone buzzed.

“Mindy again,” he muttered. “There is no us,” he snapped into the receiver. “What happened won’t happen again!”

“So, you’ll fire me?” she asked softly. “Bold move.”

He hung up, stomach twisting.

Minutes later, Renee called.

“We made it! The kids are skiing with my parents.”

“I’ll try for Monday,” he blurted. “I’ll call the airline.”

He booked a flight. Signed checks. Tried not to see Mindy’s face when he walked past her.

“You’re really leaving?” she asked.

“My personal life isn’t yours,” he said.

As he stepped outside, snow dusted his shoulders. He felt every flake as a judgment.

 

In The Air

 

Nick slept from takeoff to touchdown.

 

Firelight

 

At the condo, the fire crackled. Snow feathered the windows. Renee’s phone buzzed with a text.

Hello, beautiful. Flight booked. I’ll be there tonight. I love you.

Warm relief washed through her.

Her phone rang again. An unknown number.
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