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      Starting over is always scary, but sometimes that’s just what we have to do. When I picked this cozy town of Texas to settle in, I didn’t expect everyone to be so welcoming. But, coming from Utah, where things weren’t quite as open, it was a breath of fresh air.

      I purchased a small house in the middle of town. It never occurred to me that there would be a lot of traffic in a town of 5,000. But this street certainly produces the visitors. My new address was 705 Central St. I had a white picket fence around my property and a cute mailbox with a mockingbird painted on the side. The left part of my yard had an immense tree that the realtor told me was close to 100 years old. It looked perfect for playing hide-in-seek as a kid. Along the edge of my house in the flower beds were different wildflowers and then a couple hibiscus plants.

      Everything was in bloom this summer. The previous owners clearly loved their landscape and took excellent care of it. But what drew me to this place was the butterflies. When I took the tour of the house, there had been five flapping their wings from plant to tree in the yard. I had always wanted to live in a place with butterflies all around.

      It had been a sign. And now, this home was mine. My very first.

      “Hey neighbor,” I heard a woman say from the sidewalk.

      “Hi there!” I waved at her. I was outside unloading my car still since I closed on the house late last night.

      “Welcome to the street. My name is Joane.”

      I walked over to her and extended my hand. “I’m Kelly. Nice to meet you.”

      As we shook hands, I noticed another person was walking up.

      “Oh, that’s the mayor. He makes it his job to greet all new people to Township Village.”

      My lips curled into a smile as he approached. He put his hand out and grinned at me. “Good morning there. My name is Mayor James.”

      “Mr. Mayor, good morning. My name is Kelly.”

      “I see you have already met Joane. She’s the head of our welcoming committee. Careful or she will hit you up to join the club.”

      Joane laughed. “Stop it. I haven’t even had a chance to give her the welcome basket yet.”

      “There is a basket. Like in the movies?” I asked.

      They both laughed. “Exactly like in the movies,” Joane responded. She had her car parked on the side of the street. I watched her walk over to it, open the door, and retrieve the basket.

      “You will note that in this basket will be the best tasting cookies you have ever had,” the mayor bragged.

      “Is she your wife?” I joked.

      “Me, his wife?” Joane barked a laugh. “God help the woman who marries him. No. I am happily married to the town reverend.”

      It now made sense why she was the welcoming committee. “I see. I look forward to tasting these cookies.”

      “There is a lot more in there besides treats. My card is also in there. If you have questions or need anything, reach out. We always help take care of the newbies.”

      “My, you are so kind.”

      Mayor James grinned at me. “Just like in the movies.”

      “I have to run. I have another basket to drop off. Hope to see you around, Kelly.”

      We said goodbye to Joane and then I noticed the mayor wasn’t in a rush to leave. We stood there in an awkward silence for about thirty seconds, but it felt like an eternity.

      “How long have you been mayor?” I asked, breaking the silence.

      “Going on four years. I’m one year into my second term.”

      “Do you like it?” What a dumb question to ask, I thought, after the fact. Obviously, he liked it or why else would he still be doing it?

      He smiled. “More than I thought I would like it. I can only serve for three terms before I have to take at least a year off.”

      “Is that what your goal is?”

      He nodded. “Yeah. I’ll admit, it is a lot to do while maintaining a professional job as well.”

      “Oh,” I said. “So, it isn’t a paid position?”

      He shook his head. “No, I’m one of the three town vets’.”

      “Vets? Like veterinarian?”

      Mayor James grinned. “Yep. I love animals. It’s my Achilles heel.”

      “What’s your first name? If I may ask.” I smiled at him. He was cute and seemed very nice. I was enjoying our conversation.

      He chuckled. “James is my first name. Oglesby is my last. Mayor James comes off the tongue easier.” He tossed a wink at me as he said that last part.

      “I need to finish unpacking my car,” I said.

      “Would you like some help? I’m free.”

      My lips curled up into a smile. “I’d love the help. Thank you, Mayor Oglesby.”

      “You can just call me James.” He walked over to my car, picked up a box, and looked at the house. “Anywhere particular you want me to put these?”

      I shook my head. “I’m staging everything in the living room for now.”

      He nodded. “Perfect, I will get this all done and then we can go to lunch.”

      “Lunch?” I asked.

      “Well, you didn’t expect to work me up an appetite and then make me starve, did you?”

      “I haven’t thought about food all day, honestly.”

      “Oh, then it is for sure settled. We’re going to lunch. Come on, let’s unpack this car.”
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      It was an unusual sensation, grabbing lunch in a new town with the mayor, but it was turning out to be a fun afternoon. He had taken me to the local café, Sunshine Diner. In a way, it reminded me of the television show Cheers. Everyone knew his name. Many came up to talk to him, and they all stared at me.

      “I’m starting to get self-conscience,” I chuckled as another bystander looked our way as they left the diner.

      “Trust me, it’s me they are looking at.”

      Shaking my head, I chuckle and replied, “Mr. Mayor, I think you’re wrong. They are all wondering who that new woman is hanging out with the most eligible bachelor in town.”

      “You may be right. But just ignore it. I’m simply doing my civic duty and helping our newest resident get settled in.”

      “I really appreciated the help today. You made unpacking the car and moving all the boxes way easier.”

      “See,” he grinned. “That’s my job. Civil service at its finest.”

      Our waitress walked up to the table, smiling. “Can I get either of you anything else? Maybe a to-go meal since you’re getting settled in?”

      “Oh no, thank you. But I may come back for dinner, or breakfast,” I smiled. “Can I just have the check?”

      James held his hand up, reached for his wallet, and pulled out a card. “Nonsense. Your lunch is on me.”

      “No, seriously, let me treat. You’ve helped me so much.”

      “Mayor James has never let someone else pay for lunch in the four years he’s been mayor. Good luck trying,” our waitress smiled, took his card and walked off.

      “Never, eh?”

      He shrugged. “I don’t have children, my house is very affordable, my vet practice is thriving. I give back to the people when and how I can. These lunches are nominal.”

      I’d heard of these small-town do-gooder people, but I had never met one in real life before. It was remarkable that people like him existed in today’s world. “Well, thank you for lunch. You will have to come over for dinner one night to let me thank you then. I insist.”

      “Are you any good at cooking?”

      “I grew up in a family of four younger brothers, a father who worked all the time and a mother who was busy cleaning houses for neighbors. Cooking was the only way I stayed on my brother’s good side.”

      “Then I will gladly accept the invitation. How about tomorrow night?”

      “Perfect. That gives me plenty of time to get to the store and make sure my kitchen is up and running.”

      “It’s a date then,” James grinned. “May I walk you home?”

      I nodded my head. “I’d like that.”
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        * * *

      

      The next twenty-four hours flew by, and I had almost forgotten that I still needed to run to the store for food. It was three, and the mayor was coming over at seven. This left me just enough time to shop, cook, and shower. Without letting time get away, I quickly finished up my work for the day, got into the car, and made my way to the market.

      I’d never shopped at a local farmers' market before, but everything smelled and looked fresher than any supermarket I had ever been to. The farmers were nice, and all would talk about their crops for an endless amount of time if you weren’t careful. By the time I got everything I needed and got home, I was about a hundred dollars in the hole and only had three hours left.

      My kitchen was enormous. That was one of my major requirements in a house. Very open with an island. I put all the food away I didn’t need and then got to work making the pasta noodles for the lasagna I wanted to cook.

      While the dough was rising, I mixed the ground meat and seasonings. Cleaned the island from the flour mess and prepped my pan for the layering.

      This was my favorite part, the layers. My homemade lasagna had been a family favorite growing up. All the boys demanded it at least once a month. When I had to cook for a new person, it was my go-to dish.

      At half-past six, I was done prepping and slipped the lasagna into the oven to bake. This way, James would smell the aroma as he entered, helping to set
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