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“Bethany, if you give me a smile today, I’ll bake a pan of brownies,” I coax. 

The old woman regarded me and smiled as she nodded. Bethany’s family hired me from the Aging Agency to help care for her. I come in five days a week and just do simple housekeeping for her. Really she’s great company, always full of stories from her youth.

“I couldn’t have children. My Harold loved em so we loved our nieces and nephews like they were ours.” 

Every day she tells me the same thing, her mind slips occasionally. I am pleasant and act as if it’s the first time I’ve ever heard her utter the words. Her sister, Tabitha, tells me Bethany remembers me when I’m not around, so I’ve made a positive impression on the aging lady. Perched in her wheelchair, she’s eating a bowl of peaches I just sliced. She can walk, but she’s very weak and unable to do so all the time. The wheel chair is more for her ability to be as mobile as possible.

“You know, Angel, there may come a day when we invite you to live here and help care for her all the time,” Tabitha says.

I smile and nod but say nothing. I love Bethany, but I’m not sure I want to commit to something that responsible. I enjoy having time off and away from my job.

Tabitha’s son comes by from time to time. He’s a really sweet young man, about 24 years old and single. He catches my eye as I’m 23 and single too. 

“Becker is such a big help for us,” Tabitha says.

Tabitha had him as in her early 40’s. Becker is an only child, a surprise they say. Unlike me with my three sisters, Becker is Tabitha and John’s everything. He perches on the sofa, looking around the room while his mother is telling him how Bethany wants her living room rearranged. He nods and agrees.

When Tabitha leaves, it’s just he and I and Aunt Behtany. I settle Bethany in her room for a nap while I help Becker rearrange the furniture. 

“You’re truly a good nephew,” I say.

He smiles. “My parents raised me to be respectful to my elders. I didn’t have grandparents because they had died by the time I came along. My dad is ten years older than my mom.  And mom and Bethany are fifteen years apart,” he says.

“Wow, opposite of me. My mother had me when she was 23. She had four daughters by the time she was 29, all of us 2 years apart. I’m the oldest,” I say. I’m rather proud of that, as I had three little sisters who always looked up to me.

“I can’t imagine what that would be like,” he says.

“It’s okay. You grew up as an only child to older parents, opposite of me. I dare say, we both had good childhoods,” I say.

“You’re right. My dad’s family is large, there are lots of cousins. He is one of five, with two brothers and two sisters. They all had fifteen collectively,” he says.

“Dang, big families indeed,” I say and giggle.

“You came from a big family,” he says.

“Yes, I did. My childhood shapes my choices today and my future I’m sure,” I say.

“You’re so good with Aunt Bethany. She has nothing but wonderful things to say about you,” he says.

“I have found my true passion. I know to many, the job I have is just a job, but to me, it’s about building relationships. I love being at home, so why not being at the home of someone who can use my help and whom I enjoy spending time with. I started working at the Aging Agency when I was 21 after working at a Geriactic Center for 3 years as a CNA. It gave me the experience I needed and I wanted to deal with patients who still had their facilities about them. Bethan is a joy. She and I became fast friends when I met her,” I say.

“You’re so good with her. Like you are here visiting and just are a part of her family,” Beker says.

“All good. So, Beker, what do you do other than being a wonderful son and nephew?” I ask.

“I own a landscaping business. I work when I need or want to. I have three others working for me, so I’m able to do a lot of admin work. I don’t mind the hard labor though. But I chose it partly because I have aging parents and well, Aunt Bethany. Besides, it’s a lucrative business,” he says.

I am pleasantly surprised at his gumption and goals. “Nice,” I say. The admiration for him runs deep, but he’s my client’s nephew so I try to keep things professional. The more I get to know Beker the more I admire the man.

We huff and puff and finally have the living room rearranged. Bethany needs access to the furniture due to her wheelchair. We store the coffee table against the wall in the dining room. She lives in a retirement condo, and doesn’t have a lot of room. I traipse around, pulling her lovely houseplants and placing them on the coffee table in a nice arrangement. She’ll have the ability to wheel up and water them. I make sure the watering can has plenty of water. 

Beker stands back watching me and I didn’t realize it until I turned around. “What?” I ask.

“I just enjoy seeing how you’re taking care of these little details, Angel. You’re truly living up to your name,” he says.

I roll my eyes. “I’m not an angel. My parents were so enthralled when I came along. They didn’t have a name picked out so my mother was lying in the hospital bed looking at me. She said, oh, look Stan, she’s an absolute angel. And he said, that’s it, that’s her name. And it stuck,” I say.

“See? You are an angel,” he says.

I laugh. “Well, my three sisters probably would say not. I was a pistol,” I say.

As I come to work, not everyday, but more days than not, Beker comes by. Aunt Bethany always has stuff for him to do. She eyes me suspiciously and gives her nephew a knowing smile. My brow lifts as I see the exchange between the two.

“Today, Beker is staying for lunch. Set out another plate,” Bethany says.

She has fried chicken in the fridge with potato salad and fresh hot rolls that I pop into the oven. I try to make her lunch special and she and I enjoy it. It’s one of the perks of my job, to eat with her. I don’t take off for a lunch hour, instead I stay put during my entire shift taking care of her. I feel it’s almost unfair that I enjoy this so much and I’m paid too.

We sit at the table, Bethany smiles at me and at Beker. “Now, you two need to work this out,” she says as she takes my hand and his and puts his on mine.

“What?” I ask as I giggle. The fierce blush rides across my cheeks.

Equally blushing, Beker smiles at me. “Let me explain, you see, nothing gets by Aunt Bethany. She knew I had a crush on her helper from day one. But I’m a slow polk and haven’t gotten around to asking out the lovely young lady yet and Aunt Bethany feels I need to light a fire under me,” Beker says.

“What?” I ask. A dumb question, no doubt, but it catches me so off-guard that I say the wrong thing. “I mean, huh?” I laugh.

“Well, yeah, you’re cute and all. Bethany is a matchmaker,” he says as he winks at his aunt and I blush ten shades darker.

“Okay, maybe I have a little crush on you as well. I wasn’t sure if Miss Bethany here would appreciate her helper going after her nephew.”

“Oh, Angel. Don’t be a dense girl. Pick a winner and stick with it. Once I eat, I’m sitting in the living room, enjoying watching one of my soaps. I want you two to go outside to the patio and enjoy an iced tea,” Bethany said.

I shake my head in disbelief at the blatant appeal to matchmaking. “But Bethany, I’m at work and as such, I’m here to help you. Not visit with your nephew, even though he is awfully cute,” I say. There, I give it back to them in my own whimsical way.

“That’s what I insist you do for me right
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