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GEORGIA BOUND
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Lola Rice awoke to the same daily routine as she normally followed through with. Despite the crisp morning, wispy, light clouds and chirping birds the day would prove rather unfortunate. As she stepped outside into the warm air, rolling her head in circles to loosen up and prepare for the day, she smiled to herself and prepped for a day full of baking. She glided toward her vehicle and slithered inside, fastening her seatbelt and feeling the vibration of the starting engine through her steering wheel.

She reached out to her radio, switching it on with a quick push of a button. Floating through the atmosphere to her ears a wonderfully soothing melody filled the area. She inhaled deeply ready to take on the day. She inched backward, taking caution of the stray cats wandering the street. She quietly praised herself for the successful catch, neuter, and release operation she completed weeks prior. Once cleared, she proceeded to her destination, Peachy Keen, the family bakery.

The drive was the usual. Boring, slow, and testy, the roads were unforgiving. Light after light and detours down side streets, she reached her destination. She slinked out of the car, gathering her chunky, overstuffed purse. She strutted toward the door of the bakery and inserted her key. She twisted it gently and tugged on the door. She jerked forward with slight force as the locked door didn’t budge.

“What?” She breathed heavily with frustration.

She pulled once more, the same resistance as before. She furrowed her brows, her fair skin and bright ginger locks taking form from the reflection in the glass door. She peaked inside, glancing over the area when she spotted a white sign on the floor. Something knocked it off the ledge of the front window display. She squinted her brown eyes, forcing them to focus on the letters written in black marker.

“Out of business.” She chanted in a whisper. “Out of business?!” She hollered when the words finally clicked. “There must be some mistake.”

Lola reached inside her overflowing purse in searched of her mobile phone. Her fingers found the cold metal frame of her phone and retrieved it. She dialed her mother’s number in hopes she would have answers. When no one answered, her heart raced and her mind went into panic. She tried again to no avail and quickly gave up. She thumbed through the numbers on her phones contact list.

“Maybe the building owner has answers.” She hoped.

Even though the business was owned by the family, the location was rented. Lola envisioned earning enough under her name to buy the building for a more permanent arrangement. This just threw a monkey wrench into the equation.

“Hello.” A deep, stern voice caught her attention.

“Mr. Pearce?”

“Yes.” He acknowledged.

“This is Lola Rice.”

“Yes, I’m aware of that.” He became quick in tone.

“I can’t get into the building. I have 7 pies due to be made. I can’t fulfill these orders if I can’t get into the building.” She explained with desperation in her voice.

“About that.” He paused for a moment. “I changed the locks.”

“Oh, well, I can arrange a time to come get the new key.” She sighed with relief.

“That won’t be necessary.” Mr. Pearce answered, rather annoyed with her call. “I don’t have the key. The new owner does.”

“Give me his number and I can call him.” She insisted.

“He has made it clear all businesses are to be closed immediately upon title switch. I’m sorry, there’s nothing I can do.”

“Wait, are you saying I just lost my business?” Her heart sank.

“He plans to tear it down starting next week and build it up for a department store. This town needs a department store, not a small bakery.”

“Why was I never notified about this?” Lola panicked.

“Things happened so quickly there wasn’t enough time.”

“That’s bull!” She yelled, her eyes filling with tears as the family bakery crumbled down like a dry pie crust.

“I’m sure you’ll find a new building.” A bit of cockiness was detected in his statement.

“How can I find a new place at such short notice? And with what money?!” She shrieked. “Just the other day someone wiped me clean from my bank account! They had a field day on my dime! I’m broke! I was counting on this bakery to pull me through!”

Lola couldn’t take the pain building up in her body and succumbed to the emotional breakdown about to happen.

“That’s life. You’ll have to deal with it.” He turned colder. “I don’t have time for idle chit chat, I’m a very busy man.”

“It’s not fair.” She cried, listening to the dial tone on the other end.

How was she supposed to deal with all of this? Someone stole her money, now the family bakery was gone in an instant. Her knees couldn’t hold her weight any longer before giving out, sending her crashing to the hot ground. The hideous palm trees that framed the front swayed in the breeze almost in a taunting manner.

Her phone rang wildly in her hand, her mother’s name flashing on the screen.

“Yeah.” She spoke through sadness.

“Hi, hon…” Her mother halted before pursuing her with questions. “What’s going on?”

“It’s gone, mom.”

“What’s gone?” Her mother became confused.

“Everything.”

“What do you mean? Where are you?”

“The bakery is gone!” Lola snapped.

“What!” Her mother, irate at what she heard, screeched, spewing profanities like a drunken sailor.

Lola explained in great detail the shady deal between Mr. Pearce and the man he sold the building to. Unsure of business laws, Lola was convinced this was intentional but had no proof.

“The building was old and needed repairs, which he never took care of. The profits ended up going toward the repairs and complaints went to Mr. Pearce. I think he just got tired of the constant nagging and the only way to rid himself of me was to sell from beneath me.”

“I can’t believe it’s gone. Everything we built up, the relationships we made.” Her mother paused to regain composure.

“I know, mom.” Lola replied.

“What’s next for Peachy Keen?” Her mother asked.

“I don’t know.” Lola sighed.

Lola felt as if she failed. It was the family bakery entrusted to her. She endured years of mistakes and failures in the baking world to perfect her skill. This was the biggest failure for her.

“I guess it’s time to pack up.” Her mother suggested.

Lola’s phone dinged from a notification. At the top a notification perched indicating one of her friends on Instagram updated her account. Out of kindness and ritual, she opened the notification and tapped the heart below the image. Her thinly shaped brow rose out of interest. The picturesque view became fuel for thought.

“Are you there, Lola?” Her mother chimed.

“I have to go. I’ll call you later.” Lola became distracted.

“Okay, honey.”

A soft click echoed the proximity of her phone. Lola examined the background intently, becoming intrigued by the area and the small town vibe it gave off. She tapped the comments section, browsing what people were saying.

“Maybe that’s what is needed?”

Lola pondered the thought of relocating just not to a new state. Perhaps this was the push she needed. Her bank account might be the only obstacle to obtain a business loan, but she remained hopeful. She darted toward her vehicle and hastily made her way back home. The abundance of elderly people on the roads made the drive slower than usual but that hadn’t crossed her mind for concern.

Her phone chirped several times reminding her of orders that needed fulfillment. Ignoring the barrage of alerts, she waited till she was home to contact her customers. The slower drive gave her plenty of time to devise a plan to cover the orders.

“I’ll bake them at home and send out notices to my customers letting them know of the closure.” She thought to herself.

Once at home, she pressed on with contacting her customers with existing orders and broke the sad news to them. Tears were shed and words of encouragement were exchanged which is exactly what Lola needed.

“I’m sure you’ll think of something. You’ve always been the one to think creatively for solutions.” A female customer told Lola over the phone.

“Thank you. I have a feeling something will happen for the better.” Lola responded.

Determined and confident to keep Peachy Keen going for its final days in a growing town in Florida, Lola finished the orders in her kitchen at home. Humming to herself to keep the mood peppy and her optimism high, she powered through several pie crusts and gram cracker bottoms along with fruity fillings consisting of peaches, cherries and apples. With a fancy edged slicer, she etched intricate designs into the crust edges, glazing the surface with an egg wash and popping the beautiful pies into the oven.

The kitchen swelled with scents of many fruits, teasing her belly that roared from hunger. She nibbled on mistake pies, noting the intake of sugary foods wasn’t the best for her diet. The timer dinged, indicating the final pie was complete. She grabbed a checklist, marking off the last pie with a red pen.

“Done.” She tossed the pen onto the counter and petted the checklist quickly with her fingertips.

The last pie being complete invited a bit of sadness into her heart as it was a bitter sweet ending to a life she loved. She rubbed a speck of flour off her nose and proceeded to box up the pies. To ensure good service, she delivered the orders herself rather than depending on her mother. For an extra special addition, Lola added homemade candies into each order.

The deliveries took longer than usual as her customers wanted to send her off with heartfelt goodbyes and warm hugs.

“Have you decided what’s next for you?” Sharon, a long-time customer and the final stop, asked Lola with kind eyes.

“I think so. I just need to get everything in order.” Lola nodded with hope shining in her brown eyes.

“That’s nice to hear. It’s a shame what happened. This area needs a family bakery.” Sharon added.

“The building is being knocked down to make way for a department store. It’s already heavily populated here, we don’t need more.” Lola explained.

“I understand, honey. Sometimes people don’t know what’s best until it’s too late.”

Every word Sharon spoke was true. Lola was hoping the idea she has would be the breakthrough for Peachy Keen. Further research would be needed to set the decision in stone. Lola hugged Sharon goodbye and waved one final time beside her car before heading home.

Lola played classical music, bopping her head to the steady beat of the violin. She shifted in her seat and headed out of Sharon’s community. Lola planned each task she wanted to follow through with when home.

“I have everything planned but I don’t even know where I want to go. That’s a problem. What’s a plan if I don’t know where I’m going?”

Lola remembered what one of her customers said to her. She tilted her head, her mid-length, curly hair dangling and dancing from the stream of cold air coming from her air conditioner vent.

“I’m a creative thinker. I got this.” She coached herself.

The drive wasn’t long. She planned it that way as Sharon lived closer to her than the other customers. She waved to the mailman parked at a mailbox a few houses down from her home. She pulled into her driveway quickly, hopping out and fishing for the house key. She held the metal key between her thumb and index finger, inserting it into the doorknob and unlocking it.

Upon entering, the fruity aromas lingered in the kitchen and expanding into the rest of the house. She grunted with pleasure at the sweet blend hitting her nose. She dropped her purse on the table and began the hunt for her computer. She wrapped her nimble fingers around the heavy machine and transported it to her sofa. She kicked her feet up on the coffee table and relaxed comfortably. She flipped the computer open, turning it on and entering her password. That was all she did. She went no further. She slammed it closed, confused and stumped. She shrieked into the air, frazzled as she still had no destination figured out.

Across the room a map of the United States hung on the wall in a basic glassless black frame beside a dart board. Being a fan of darts, an idea came to mind. The weighted dart filled her palm as she placed it in correctly on the tips of her fingers. She stepped back, standing a healthy distance away from the map. She took a few practice throws before letting the dart soar toward the map. She closed her eyes tightly, unsure of where it will hit. She let one eye open before opening the other.

She sauntered toward the map, curious where it landed. Her narrow build cast a shadow on the wall from the golden glow of the lamp nearby. Her index finger tapped gently on the state the dart pierced.

“Georgia.” She spoke in a hush voice.

The heavy dart landed in northern Georgia. Areas surrounding it were New Hope, Ellijay, White Path, and Cherry Log.

“That’s a start.” Lola grinned.

She galloped for the sofa, crashing down and logging back into her computer. A quick search proved any of those areas would be perfect, especially since orchards and farms were close by. Lola glowed with delight at the thought of being near orchards and farms. Perhaps she could make a deal with the owners to provide fresh goods.

“Let’s not get ahead of things.” She shook her head, trying to pry herself from the fantasy world she created in her mind.

She jotted down the names of the areas and searched for potential buildings to relocate. The first place she searched was New Hope. Unsatisfied with the condition of New Hope and roads leading to nowhere, the next place to look at was White Path. The prices shocked her although White Path proved significantly nicer than New Hope.

“Cherry Log.” She thought aloud.

The town was situated close to the border of Georgia and Tennessee which was a possibility for Lola. Somehow, though, something about Ellijay called out to her. She looked further into Ellijay and it’s background. She hummed a satisfactory sound upon reading Ellijay is the Apple capital of Georgia, offering Apple festivals every October and centrally located between several orchards and farms.

“Interesting.” Her tone piqued when finding out a former President owns a cabin in Ellijay.

She lounged back into the sofa, her eyes flicking from side to side as if she was reading something in the blank space above her. She liked the thought of opening a new shop in Ellijay, after all Ellijay is derived from the Cherokee word Elatseyi, meaning new ground.

She quickly searched the area for vacant buildings in hopes something would hit her. Through endless scrolling and head shaking at the drastically high prices, Lola began to lose hope. She clicked the last page landing on a building that suited her needs and more.

“Huh, it even has a small apartment above too!”

She jotted down the details of the listing, noting the price in bigger text. She sighed as step one was complete. The hardest part would be finding someone in Georgia willing to give her a loan given the circumstances she was in. Lola felt like she was back in school again. All the searching, studying and possible missing information shook her insides. This would be an adventure, an expensive one, and a new environment. She’d be leaving everyone she knew behind and this frightened her.

She noted the time from the bottom right corner of her computer and signed off for the time being. She glanced at the information of the listing she wrote down and gripped it by the tips of her fingers.

“First thing tomorrow.” She nodded, pressing her lips together, causing them to disappear slightly.

Lola sauntered toward the kitchen to grab something to eat to soothe her hungry belly and think further into her decision and figure out a budget for a loan.

“I hope I’m doing the right thing.” She slumped in a chair at the table as she stuffed her mouth with a crispy peach pastry.
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The following morning Lola awoke, rubbing the sleep dust from her brown eyes and wallowing in the sunlight emitting from her arched window. She stretched her body out, her left knee popping from the sudden movements.

“Ow!” She hissed, soothing her knee with gentle circular motions.

She leapt from her bed and meandered to the bathroom to wash her face and rid the surface of the oils collected through the night. She pressed down on the pump, foam filling the palm of her fair hand. With gentle pressure she swirled the cleansing foam around her face, avoiding contact with her eyes. With a quick flick upward she turned the faucet on, water pooling in her hands. She brought her hands to her face, splashing it with lukewarm water. She twirled on her heels, snatching a towel behind her and petting her skin dry.

“Breakfast!” She clapped loudly, spry from a restful sleep.

Lola sprang from her bedroom, pep to her step and humming, her body sashayed into the kitchen. The first thing to hit her lips was a ceramic mug filled with a liquid so heavenly, so tan, so out of this world.

“Coffee.” She let out a satisfying groan.

Lola gripped the handle of a skillet pan and gathered ingredients for an omelette. She reached into her pantry pulling out a bag labeled ground flaxseed and laid it beside the other ingredients.

“A little dash of flaxseed.” She wiggled herself while coating the skillet in egg to form an omelette shape.

She prompted her smart device in the kitchen to play her favorite song while she plated her meal and sat comfortably at the table. Without hesitation the device did as commanded. Lola grinned brightly placing her fork between her pearly white teeth and scraping the omelette into her mouth. She hummed with delight as the light and fluffy substance coated her tongue with amazing flavor.

“Everything tastes so good now.” She became curious. “Perhaps I actually have time to enjoy it?” She questioned.

She chowed down, enjoying each bite slowly. Her smart device dinged and flashed with a bright yellow.

“You have one new notification.” The device chimed.

Lola picked up her phone, sifting through the alerts from overnight. She perked up and her eyes lit up as her eyes gazed upon a reply from a lender in Ellijay, Georgia. She dropped her fork, the flatware clinking against her plate. Her eyes scanned for the most important words, please call ASAP.

“Eeeek!” She squealed as she was requested to call for further information.

She computed the number into her phone, looking at the email to ensure she called within business hours. Lola nodded and smiled when she read the hours.

“Hello?” A friendly female voice answered.

“Candy Lee?” Lola addressed.

“Yes, how may I help you?”

“I’m Lola Rice. I emailed about a loan.”

“Ah, yes!” Candy became thrilled to receive her call.

“I’m currently not in the area, however I see a couple buildings for sale that would be perfect for what I’m looking for.” Lola explained.

“I read your email late last night and felt the great disappointment you have encountered recently. I don’t mention this to many people but I like people such as yourself.” Candy replied.

“Oh?” Lola became intrigued with her answer.

“People with determination spark my interest which is why I’m willing to take the risk on you. I don’t think we’ll have any issues with the current situation of funds you have going on. What I require is a few references to validate character. I can submit it to the lending company for record. I suggest visiting the area soon as buildings around here go fast.”

“I currently own my home here in Florida. It’s fully paid for. It was inherited. No one in the family wanted to sell it.” Lola gave Candy that helpful tidbit of information.

“Do you have an idea what you’d like to do with the house?”

“I am thinking as listing it as a rental.” Lola answered.

“That’s a great idea. This will help boost the integrity of the loan because it shows you’ll have some kind of steady income before plans of opening. You’ll need to get with local government to file for a Housing Business License. You’ll need to provide a list of reliable people whom will be locally responsible for the property seeing how you’ll be living out of state.”

“Most likely my mom.” Lola responded, while writing everything on a piece of scrap paper.

“You might want to think about giving the renter the opportunity to buy if they feel comfortable.” Candy suggested.

“We’ll see.”

“When is the earliest you could visit Ellijay?”

“I can visit within a few days.” Lola thought thoroughly before committing.

“I have a friend who is a great real estate agent. Do you have a pen and paper ready?”

“Yes, I do.” Lola readied her hand, pen gripped tightly.

“Her name is Sara Rose and I believe you can contact her today.” Candy checked her watch for the time. “I don’t think she has any showings today.”

Lola wrote Sara’s number boldly on paper beside the email address Candy provided minutes before.

“Thank you for reaching out to me Miss Rice.” Candy chirped, happy to be of assistance to someone who needed it.

“I look forward to my visit to Ellijay.”

“Be sure to discuss everything with Sara. She will work with you and get you a fair price.” Candy assured.

“Yes, I will.” Lola nodded, though the gesture wasn’t visible to Candy.

“Have a great day!”

Lola reciprocated the cheeriness through kind words and ended the call with an optimistic feeling surging through her veins. She was sure she could get everything lined up before the trip, even finding someone good enough to rent her house. Candy’s advice echoed in her mind. Was it advisable to give the option to buy? This would be a discussion for a later date with the family. Top priority was to contact Sara, get ready for the trip, file for a license and find a renter.

“My life just got busier.” She calculated the tasks she needed to perform.

The feet of the wooden chair dragged across the laminate floor as she rose. She placed her empty dish into the sink and vanished into her room to lay out a small amount of clothing for the upcoming trip. She gathered weather information for the area noting the brisk temperatures. She packed a small variety of clothing ranging from warm weather clothing to cool.

Once the task was finished, she dialed the numbers Candy gave her to contact Sara. The phone rang several times before a delightful tone filled her ears.

“This is Sara, how can I assist you?”

“My name is Lola and I’m looking to relocate. Candy gave me your number and said you could help.”

“Absolutely! Is it a residential area or business area you’re looking for?” Sara asked for more information to add to her new file for Lola.

“You see…” Lola began. “I lost my business recently.”

“How awful!” Sara expressed great disappointment.

Lola explained the details in great length so Sara understood the situation. She added the fraud case into the mix so all angles were covered and clear. Sara jotted everything down, her file quickly taking shape.

“I’ve looked online to give me an idea of what is out there and there are a few places I’m interested in.” Lola added.

“Do you have the addresses of these listings?” Sara asked, her pen ready to take notes.

Lola ran to the living room where the addresses rested on an end table. She picked up the paper, the addresses bold in black ink. She gave Sara the addresses and clicking penetrated through the phone, most likely Sara’s manicured nails tapping away on a keyboard.

“I’ll contact the agents responsible for these listings and set up a showing. Do you know an exact date you’ll be in the area?” Sara needed additional information from her.

“I can be there in a couple of days.” Lola responded, hoping the listings would be on the market when she arrived.

“I see one of these buildings has an apartment atop of it. Are you planning to live in it as well?”

“Yes, I’m hopeful I can place an offer on it. I added the others for options, however I’m really interested in the one with the apartment.”

“Right, two birds, one stone kind of deal.” Sara nodded as she grasped the idea. “I’m positive I can make this happen for you.” She assured Lola of her decision.

“Thank you so much. My mind hasn’t been entirely stable as of late but I’m holding it together as best I can.”

“I understand. You know, Ellijay needs what you’re offering. This part of Ellijay is home to many people who support local businesses, and yours sounds quite unique.”

“I offered other variations of pastries but since I’ll be in the peach state and apple capital of Georgia, I may as well specifically sell baked goods with those fruits.”

“Sounds wonderful.” Sara chimed. “I have to ask though.” She paused.

“Hm?” Lola hummed with curiosity.

“I’m certain my family shopped at a Peachy Keen way back in the day. Is your family originally from Georgia?”

“I don’t think so?” Lola furrowed her brows, stroking her ginger locks as a nervous twitch.

“Oh.” Sara was certain a Peachy Keen used to be in the area long ago. “I’ll make a notation on your file this listing is top priority. I can’t wait to meet you and help you on a new adventure.”

“Oh, this’ll be a grand adventure for sure.” Lola chuckled.

The ladies exchanged their goodbyes and Lola wondered what Sara was referring to with Peachy Keen being there previously. She shrugged it off, chalking it up to be a mistake and possibly a business with a similar sounding name.

She texted her mother, informing her of the updates she promised. Pleased with her daughter’s ability to promptly work things out, she responded with a smiling face emoticon and great job in capital letters with numerous exclamation marks following behind it. With a slight laugh at the juvenile response she shook her head and began searching for accommodations in Ellijay. Perusing many sites for the best prices she stumbled upon one centrally located in the area. It was well within the budget she set, plus it wasn’t her money she was spending to get there.

In the middle of the night she received a text from her mother, her mother being an insomniac, stating she’d be wiring money to her. She knew her daughter would need something to get by till things were put back on track between the bank and losing the business on such short notice.

Lola booked the room for the dates she selected, giving herself enough time to scout the area a bit to become familiar. She calculated drive time from Florida to Georgia, even adding additional time for pit stops and bumper to bumper traffic nearing Atlanta on Interstate 75. She’d heard horror stories about the traffic there and was nervous because she would experience it soon. With gas figured and food costs covered courtesy of her last orders she fulfilled, she rubbed her hands together with significant pleasure.

Her short frame rose from the sofa and strode to her room once again, this time emerging dressed and ready to take on the day. Her dress was made from vivid green and white fabrics, reminiscent of a serene Spring day. It had a medium-length narrow skirt with a loose waist and bell-shaped sleeves that encased her arms elegantly. She wore a bracelet made of copper on the left wrist. It was set with a small opaque pale pink oval-cut gem that illuminated in the sunlight. On the opposite hand a narrow ring made of copper wrapped around the base of her middle finger. It was set with an assortment of transparent plum purple gems contrasting with the bracelet. She became determined to get the Housing Business license and walk out as a landlord.

Before leaving on this new endeavor, she checked herself once more in the mirror in her foyer. She swiftly headed to her vehicle, key in hand and not wanting to waste time. She bounced inside the cabin of the car, buckling herself in before her ears heard the engine purr.

“Time to become a landlord.” She inspected her face closely, probing at a festering blemish on her chin.

Lola had two options for obtaining the license, online or in person at a local courthouse. She chose to go in person. She was always about first impressions and presenting herself in the best of light. She knew where the courthouse was as she appeared there before to inherit the bakery and gain the license for it. The sun turned brutal early for the day although not uncommon for Florida. Amid the drive she cranked the air conditioner to the maximum to battle the heat pouring into the car.

As she arrived to the courthouse, she hissed as her skin made contact with the disgusting humidity outside.

“Uh!” She fanned herself immediately, trying to prevent
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