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  Dedicated to all those who have overcome the obstacles. 

May you succeed in everything you do.








  
  What lies behind us and what lies before us are tiny matters compared to what lies within us.

Ralph Waldo Emerson








  
  Let us not become weary in doing good, for at the proper time we will reap a harvest if we do not give up.

 Galatians 6:9
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  Chapter One


Lilly’s fingers dug into the armrest. She’d rather be in an OR with a patient’s brain exposed than in this chair waiting for someone to peel back her own. 
Should I be in here? I’m a doctor. Surely I can do something on my own. Then the voices of the ones closest to her rang through her ears.
“You need help, Princess. You can do this. Kat, it’s ok. We’re all here for you, baby. You’ll feel so much better.” Everyone encouraged her to come here. 
“Doctors are the worst patients. We figure we can solve all our problems and don’t need to reach out to anyone. We feel invincible when in reality, we’re the ones who need help the most. There’s no shame in seeking help. Look at all you’ve been through. It’s time to put the pain away. It’s time to start healing. Remember how much better you felt when you forgave Matthew? You’ve completed step one; now it’s onto the healing part. You have this Smurf.” Karen, her psychiatrist best friend, encouraged her to seek treatment. She recommended Lilly to an out-of-state team to help her deal with her ongoing mental health issues.
Hope for Healing was an outpatient facility specializing in mental health therapy. World-class therapists and psychiatrists were there for counseling and crisis situations. Lilly chose this place because it was far enough away from everyone in her New York area—away from the whispers of colleagues and the stigma.
Lilly was supposed to be the one in control—the award-winning, pioneering neurosurgeon. But after a lifetime of upheaval, loss, and fear, she finally admitted she couldn’t keep walking this road alone.
Lilly waited for her intake specialist, eyes drifting over the motivational posters on the wall while George Jones crooned about stop loving her. Sweet Jesus, talk about depressing. Her leg bounced faster. This is slit my wrists music if I ever heard it. I can’t wait to get this over with! She sighed. I hope I never keep one of my patients waiting this long. In reality it was only ten minutes but to Lilly it felt like hours.
A knock at the door made Lilly’s stomach lurch. She straightened in her chair just as a middle-aged blonde woman walked in holding a clipboard.
“Hi, I’m Bethany.” She reached out her hand.
Lilly shook it, trying to ignore the sweat slicking her palm. God, my hands are clammy. Great first impression, Smurf. “Hi, I’m Lilly.”
Bethany sat across from her, legs crossed, pen poised like she had all the time in the world.
“Don’t be nervous. This is all confidential. We’re just going to ask some questions to see where we’re at and how to treat you. All standard procedure. For starters, what brings you in here today?”
What brings me here? Where do I even start? Lilly sighed and brushed her bangs out of her face, not quite ready to divulge her deepest secrets.
Bethany’s voice softened. “Just so you know, Lilly, there’s no judgment here. We’re a team of providers that are here to help you in the best possible way.”
“I understand. I’m a doctor.” 
Bethany’s brows lifted. “Oh, really? What kind of doctor?” Bethany looked down at her notepad, making a note.
“I’m a neurosurgeon.” As she continued to make notes, Bethany continued. 
“So you’ve seen your fair share of traumatic events.”
“You could say that.” Lilly exhaled. Bethany studied Lilly as Lilly wrung her hands, her eyes darting everywhere around the room while she bit her lip.
“Don’t be afraid,” Bethany encouraged. “We’ll go at whatever pace you feel comfortable with. This is a safe area. So Lilly, what can you tell me about yourself? Any hobbies? Are you married? Children?” Bethany sat back, her leg folded under the other.
“My fiancé just got me two cats for Easter.” Lilly smiled big, thinking about her two new babies.
“Oh, that’s wonderful!” Bethany made a note. “What are their names?”
“I have a picture.” Lilly pulled out her phone and swiped through her pictures. “This is my baby. His name is Norman Bates.” Lilly showed Bethany a picture of her black tomcat.
“Norman Bates!” Bethany howled with laughter. “That’s the best cat name.”
“My best friend Karen named him when we were in college because he was always bringing me gifts. He’s my baby.” Lilly swiped to another picture. “These are my new babies. Honey is the calico. She’s the mother. She went to the shelter as a stray and had babies. For years, I’ve wanted an orange cat with white boots to name Skeeter Mo Deeter. Jacob saw him and got him for me. So this is Honey and Skeeter. That’s our dog Delilah with them. The four of them are best friends.” Lilly showed Bethany the picture.
“Oh, they are precious!” Bethany handed Lilly her phone back. “So you love animals, you’re a doctor. You mentioned you have a fiancée. Congratulations—”
“Thank you”
“Do you have a date set?” Bethany continued making notes on her pad.
“No, we’ve—” Lilly dabbed her eyes. Bethany took that moment to hand her a tissue.
“It’s ok, Lilly.” With Bethany’s encouragement, Lilly finally felt comfortable telling her what brought her in here.
“I…” Lilly closed her eyes and swallowed hard. “I had a miscarriage back in March.”
“Oh, Lilly. I’m so sorry.” Bethany put her pen down, leaned forward, folding her hands in front of her, and listened. Lilly was quiet for a long time, unable to go on. “I tell you what.” Bethany sat back—again taking notes— “I can relate.” Bethany said softly.
“You can?” Lilly asked tenderly.
“Let me tell you something about myself and see if it helps,” Bethany said gently.
Bethany looked at Lilly as if she were talking to her best friend. “Last year, I was five months pregnant with a little girl. One night I went to bed—just your normal Wednesday evening,” she gestured lightly with her hand. “I lay down feeling fine. I turned on the movie Titanic. I was going to watch it for the first time in forever. I have a crush on Leonardo DiCaprio.” Bethany smiled warmly.
Leonardo Da Vinci was in a movie about the Titanic?  Lilly blinked, biting back the thought before she opened her big mouth.
“I dozed off just as they hit the iceberg. I dreamed that I was drowning in the ocean. I screamed for help, and no one was there to help me. I flung my arms around everywhere.” Bethany raised her hands slightly. “And no one was there to help.” Bethany choked up.
Oh, bless her heart! Lilly sat forward, listening to every word.
“Then out of nowhere, this hand came and pulled me out of the water.” Bethany reached out her hand. “I thanked him profusely, only before I saw his face, I heard someone calling my name.” Bethany paused to gather herself as Lilly gripped the tissue tightly in her hand.
“I opened my eyes, and there was my husband looking down at me. He was terrified because the bed was soaked. While I was in the water in my dream, I started gushing blood.”
Oh Fifi. Lilly’s eyes filled with tears, holding the tissue close to her heart.
Bethany took a breath and put her palms on the sides of her chair. “I was rushed to the hospital only to find out I had miscarried my little girl, Savannah.” Bethany’s voice faltered, and the room felt still.
“Oh, Bethany,” Lilly said softly and put her hand gently on Bethany’s hand. “I feel your pain.”
“I lost my daughter that night.” Bethany took a tissue and gently wiped her eyes. “There were days I couldn’t get out of bed.” Lilly glanced around the room. 
“You’re here, though. How did you make it out?” Without realizing it, Lilly tilted her head, her body leaning toward Bethany as if to catch every word.
“Even though I knew every coping mechanism, I couldn’t force myself to do it. I fell into a deep, dark depression. I didn’t shower, and my house was in disarray. We almost lost everything.”
“What pulled you out of it?” Lilly leaned her elbows on her knees, entranced by Bethany’s story.
“After about three months, my boss made me see I needed help. Instead of being the helper, I needed help. So I started therapy.”
“Do you feel better?” Lilly wiped her eyes.
“I do. I still have sessions once a week. My husband and I have sessions together at times. Lilly,”
Bethany scooted her chair over closer to Lilly. “I told you that because I understand where you’re coming from. You’re scared. You feel like you should be able to take care of yourself.” Bethany leaned over to get closer to Lilly, offering her comfort amid her unease.
“I’ve debated if I should just go home and figure it out for myself.” Lilly looked down, playing with her tissue.
“Don’t do that. You took the first step towards healing. You came in here. You’re not alone. Just because no one can see your struggle doesn’t make it any less real. It doesn’t make your feelings and beliefs any less real. I’m here to help you make sense of what’s going on in your brain. You know the ins and outs of it like the back of your hand, but together we’re going to work on making it all work again.”
“Thank you,” Lilly exhaled. “It’s a relief to know I’m not alone.”
“You’re not alone. If you ever feel that way, you can call me. I have my card here.” Bethany got her business card and handed it to Lilly. “There’s a crisis number on there as well. It’s ok, Lilly.” Bethany said softly and tenderly. “I’m here for you. Let me ask you. What do you want from therapy, Lilly? What would healing look like to you?”
Lilly’s voice cracked. “I…I … I don’t know. I just want to be normal. I’ve done some self-diagnosis.” Bethany again resumed taking notes. “One of my best friends is a psychiatrist. Together, we think I have bipolar type 1 and PTSD.”
“I see. And what makes you believe you have bipolar?” Bethany swapped out a pen; the old one was dead.
“I have severe mood fluctuations.” Lilly folded her leg under her in the chair.
“How long have you had these?”
“All my life.” Lilly looked down, twisting her hands in her lap. “There are times when I get so down it’s hard to focus. I can’t work. I think badly of myself because I’m afraid I’m letting people down. People depend on me, and I’m always afraid I’ll fail them. Then there are times when I do nothing but go, go, go.”
She focused on Bethany’s pen dangling between her fingers, the quiet presence oddly comforting. “Right now, I’m kind of down. Last night I had a real bad crying spell. I’ve been experiencing down spells for about six weeks. Ever since I lost my daughter.”
“That’s to be expected. Are you on any medicine?”
“No. I used to be when I was younger, when I lost my other daughter.”
“You lost another daughter?” Bethany asked.
“Yeah, I was seventeen. She had an inoperable brain tumor. She died at two months old. Now,” Lilly looked up at the ceiling as she continued. “Now my future mother-in-law has the same kind of cancer, and everyone is looking at me to solve it. Yet I don’t know how to do it.”
“How are you coping with that?” Bethany leaned over on her right elbow, folding her hands as she sat back in the chair.
“Not very well. I feel like such a failure that I can’t do anything, and she’s going to die. Then, on top of all of that, my estranged, abusive, alcoholic father came asking for forgiveness because he’s dying now. He had cancer, and I had to do surgery on him. So,” Lilly exhaled, “I’ve had a lot going on.”
“I’ll say. I’m glad you came in here. Now I have a test for you to take. We’re going to start a baseline to see where we’re at.” Bethany pulled out a piece of paper and began asking several questions. When they finished, Bethany did indeed diagnose Lilly as Bipolar Type One and PTSD. “Now we know where we’re at, and we’ll work on a plan to get you feeling better. Are you open to doing some work outside our sessions?”
“Yeah.” Lilly gave a shaky laugh. “And don’t go easy on me.” She said sternly, pointing her finger. “I need you to push me. Don’t let me get complacent. When I was in college, people trash-talked me until I thought I’d break. Then one day, I recorded all the insults, blasted them in the gym while I practiced, and kept shooting until I laughed at the words instead of believing them. That’s how I got stronger. I need you to coach me like that now.”
Bethany smiled softly. “Then I’ll be your coach. But you’ll have to put the work in.”
“I plan to.”
“For now, let’s begin with a treatment plan. We’ll start a medical regimen, and I’d like to see you weekly. This isn’t a quick fix—but you won’t face it alone.”
“Thank you, I appreciate it.”
“You’re welcome. Now,” Bethany pulled up her laptop. “Let’s get you scheduled and get you on the road to healing.” 
After scheduling her, Bethany walked Lilly out of her office and to the front door. “Remember, Lilly, if you need anything, you call that number.” She pointed to the crisis number on her business card. “They’re there 24 hours.”
“Thank you, Bethany.”
Lilly stepped out into the cool air, cautious yet willing to put in the work. Last night, she found the banner Coach Daily had all the girls sign for Lilly after the championship game. She read what she wrote herself.
2 Corinthians 12:9—”For my power is made perfect in weakness.” Remember that whenever you get down and troubled. No matter what, you have the heart of a Wildcat and the soul of a champion. Always remember that, no matter what happens.
It gave her the courage to go on again. It reminded her that deep down she has a fighter’s spirit. With the help of her dear friends and family, Crusader Lilly was ready to face the biggest fight of her life. The battle against her own mind, and just like the champion she was, she was going to kick its ass once and for all.






  
  Chapter Two


Jacob looked at the school website. “I can’t be doing this. I’m too old. This is insane.” He went to shut off his laptop, then saw the number to his friend Ricky. Jacob was his addiction sponsor. Jacob had to help him through a rough patch last night, but after two hours, Ricky calmed down. Jacob looked at the picture of the kids’ baseball team on his desk that he sponsors. He knew some of them came from troubled homes. “If I do this. That’s just one step closer to opening Camp J.” He ran his hands down his face, full of insecurity. 
Jacob looked at the website again. Lilly’s voice rang in his ears. Do it, J! I can help you. We’ll all help you. You can help so many people. It would be worth it. You can bring awareness. He saw a picture of him and his old music teacher, Mr. Arnold, at his old junior high school. Jacob had just given a talk to some kids about life. What do I know about running a camp for wayward kids? 
Once again, he went to shut off his computer, but the flashing banner ENROLL NOW! Caught his eye. “It starts in a few weeks.” He noticed. “I can’t do this!” He grumbled to himself. “I have too much going on. I have to take Mom to her appointments. Glass Houses is still filming. I need to write songs for Succumb.” He dropped his head in his hands, grabbing the ends of his hair in frustration.
The more excuses he came up with, the more he talked himself out of it. But like a flame, Ricky’s number stared at him in the face. He liked helping him. He liked being the go-to guy. More than that, he understood him. “I understand more than anything what people are going through.” He chatted with an agent and got the answers he needed. “Eight-week classes. I swear it’s going to be forever before I graduate.” He sighed. Then he turned his head to see his mom in her cap and gown. “But she did it. Surely I can do it. I’m the only one without a degree. It’s online. Do I really want to do this?” 
Jacob got the little basketball he had on his desk. He began tossing it up in the air mindlessly. Delilah, his golden retriever, came into his office. She looked at him with a big smile on her face. “What do you think, Miss D? Should I do it? Should I enroll?” Always one to answer, Delilah barked at him, then put her head in his lap as the picture of Elizabeth in her cap and gown sat next to him. “She’s battling cancer and can fight, the least I can do is do something to make her proud.” 
Jacob ran his hands down his face, still unsure and scared. A text from Ricky lit up his phone. Thanks for helpin me last night, man. I couldn’t have done it without you. You’re the best! Jacob bit his lip, then, before his courage ran out, he yelled Lilly’s favorite motivational speech, “Let’s do this, bitches!” He clicked enroll. He was going back to school.






  
  Chapter Three


As he had since he forgave him for his childhood, Lucas visited Matthew at the house he rented. Matthew sat in his recliner. “How are you feeling?” 
“I’m doing better. I had a treatment today, so I’m a little tired. How are you doing? Have you set a date?” Matthew looked at Lucas, asking about his engagement to Lucas’s girlfriend, Dr. Kaylee Adams.
“Not yet.” Lucas sat back with his leg over his knee.
“Congratulations on your engagement. She’s a lovely woman.”
“Thank you. She wants a summer wedding, but she’s afraid she will be too far along to wear a wedding dress. I suggested maybe Labor Day, but the baby is due around then.”
“You can always have it next summer,” Matthew reminded him.
“Yes, that’s a possibility. She’s just worried about her grandfather. He had appendix surgery not too long ago.”
“Oh?” Matthew asked as he twisted in his recliner, pulling on the lever to lift his legs up.
“He’s doing fine. He was here for her birthday to surprise her.”
“That’s good. How are the kittens? Lilly showed me the video. They’re so cute.”
“Yeah, she just loves them. She takes them to work with her. Po and Tot are big around the office. Delilah loves them too. Norman,” Lucas giggled at Lilly’s black cat Norman Bates, “he’s their idol. They do anything to get to Norman, and he just lets them.”
“Norman Bates,” Matthew laughed. “I love Delilah. She’s a good dog. She’s really friendly. Lilly brought her here to pay me a visit. She helped to get me through one of my treatments. She would be a good therapy dog.” Matthew pulled a blanket up over himself.
“Yes, she would. Are you hungry? Did they bring you your food yet?”
“I’m fine. I could use a cup of coffee. Would you mind pouring me one?”
“Oh no, I don’t mind at all.” Lucas went into the kitchen and poured a cup of coffee with three creams and four sugars. He put the kettle on for himself a cup of tea.
“Thank you, son.” Matthew took the cup of coffee and set it on the table beside him. “In that box are several photo albums I had sent. I haven’t had a chance to go through them. I thought we might do that together if you don’t mind. There might be some of your mom, Helen, or Dad in there. I’m sure there are some of you and Liliana as well.”
Lucas opened up the large box. There were several shoe boxes and albums in the box. He handed Matthew one and sat down with one for himself.
“I hope there are some of your mom in there.” Lucas tenderly opened the album with the horse on it. Inside was a picture of a little boy with light blond hair. “Who’s this?” He showed Matthew the picture.
“That is me. I was about seven. That was taken at the lake house when we were remodeling it. I had gotten into some paint and spilled it all over me,” Matthew chuckled. “I was all the time making a mess or getting into things I shouldn’t have. My mother was so upset. I just got that shirt, and I already spilled paint on it. I remember it was canary yellow. I got scolded for that,” Matthew chuckled. He looked at more pictures. “This is my mom, Mary.”
Matthew showed Lucas a picture of a woman with jeans rolled up to the ankles. She had blond hair and a gorgeous smile. “She was beautiful! She looks like old Hollywood royalty.”
“Dad used to say she looked like Grace Kelly.” Lucas handed Matthew the picture back.
“She does! She’s gorgeous!”
“Liliana takes after her. My mother was a genius. There was no problem she couldn’t crack. She loved her boys.” Matthew put the picture back in a box.
“Lilly looks a lot like her.”
“She’d love Lilly. She’d challenge her on her Lillyisms.” Matthew chuckled.
“Oh, Lord help me with those,” Lucas laughed.
“She’d love you too. She’s a charmer just like you. I wish you could have known her. She was a spitfire. She didn’t take shit off of anyone.”
Lucas looked through some of the pictures. There were several horse pictures and several pictures of various other animals. “Who is this?” Lucas showed him a picture of a man standing next to a 1950s Studebaker.
“That’s your grandpa.” Matthew leaned over to look at the old picture.
“That’s Grandpa? He’s so young!”
“If I remember correctly, he drove that to pick mom up for their first date. Then Mom let him drive the Rolls. He couldn’t believe it. She took John and me with her on their first date. It was to a Kentucky basketball game. She told Dad she was going to marry him, and she hadn’t even known him for twenty minutes.” Matthew chuckled. “That New Year’s Eve, they were married.”
They looked through some more photographs. “Here’s one of Liliana. She was three months old here. She was already discovering the world. Dad was always bringing you down. You’d play with her and hold her hand. She’d giggle when you were around. We knew she was going to be special because she noticed things more and recognized patterns. She started recognizing people faster. I’ll never forget her first word.” Matthew chuckled.
“What was it, basketball?” Lucas chuckled as he saw a picture of Lilly holding a plush basketball as a toddler.
“You don’t know?”
“No”
“Her first word was Lukie,” he chuckled.
“It was not,” Lucas laughed and fell back against the couch.
“Dad asked her if she could say, Lucas. She looked at you and tried so hard. Lu….u…u…ukie! Lukie! I remember you cackled so hard and fell on your butt laughing. Lilly bounced up and down, excited that she had done something. Dad tried to call you, Lukie. You got that stern face. You put your hand on your hip and jutted your finger out. You put your foot down! No, Grandpa, I’m Lilly’s Lukie!”
“To this day, I don’t like it when someone else calls me Lukie,” Lucas laughed. “I don’t know why she gets away with it.”
“I think she can do just about anything to you and you’d let her get away with it.” Matthew laughed.
“You’re probably right.”
“But I know you, you just say you want to do something, and she’d do it. Remember how you roped her into dancing,” Matthew chuckled. “I had some of the staff go through the archives and dig out your dancing videos. I watched some of them. I regret not seeing them when they happened. I was always so busy. I put my work ahead of my family.” Matthew leaned over his chair leaning on his elbow.
“Lucas, don’t do that. Don’t ever put your work before your family. Before you know it, they will be grown, and you will wonder where the time has gone. Take it from me, the lessons I’ve learned. Enjoy him while he’s young. Don’t quench his dreams. Show him the future and let him make his own choices and dreams. Don’t do what I did. Liliana wanted to be an architect. I forced her into being a doctor. I never let her live her dream, and I regret that.” Matthew said humbly as he took a drink of his coffee.
“She was meant to be a doctor. She understands it now. If she weren’t a doctor, she would feel helpless and hopeless. At least now she’s fighting a way to save people.”
“How’s she doing with Mrs. Glass?” 
“She still hasn’t found a cure. She’s had a few setbacks after losing Faith.” Lucas walked into the kitchen to get his tea.
“Yes, that was so sad. She was looking forward to being a mom again. She’ll be a great mom.”
“She will. She has what it takes to be a great mom. Do you know why her mom abandoned her?” Lucas came back with his tea, some Splenda, and cream.
“Melinda wanted a divorce. She was too busy to take care of a child. Her career meant more to her than anything—still does from what I understand—and one day she just left. John called me and told me she never showed up to pick Lilly up. I had to go up there and take her home.”
“How is he doing?” Lucas shook the packet of Splenda before pouring it in his cup.
“He’s doing ok. He’s still a minister.”
“Has he been back to see you since the last time?”
“No, we had some words, and he left.”
“I never thought he would come all this way and not see Lilly. He claimed to love us so much, and now he can’t even see her.” He poured some cream in his tea and stirred it.
“It’s better that way,” Matthew said softly.
“Why?”
“He’s ashamed of how he handled some things. He’s not ready to face her and come clean.”
“What does he need to come clean about?” Lucas played with the tea bag.
“A lot of things. I told him it’s water under the bridge and it’s best not to bring it up.”
“Is it harmful to her? She can’t afford to be hurt again.” Lucas took a drink of his tea before adding more Splenda.
“It’s best not to say anything.”
“Matthew! I don’t want her to be caught off guard. Tell me what it is so I can shelter her.”
“He’s ashamed of how he treated you kids, when Jessica died.”
“He turned his back on us. I’ll never forget that.” He stirred his tea.
“He’s sorry about that, I can tell. There was just a lot of things going on.”
“Like what?” Lucas tried to get it out of him. Matthew was silent.
“I had hoped when she saw him after her national championship that the wounds would heal. She tried calling him, and he never called her back.”
“He didn’t want to disrupt her life.”
“It’s so sad. She loved him. We used to call him Uncle Dad because we thought of him as a dad.”
“He told me that,” Matthew said.
“Well, my bonus hour is over. I need to get back to work.” Lucas said as he stood up.
“I appreciate so much you coming over here and spending time with me. It helps to break up the loneliness.” Matthew took a sip of his coffee.
“I can always use a hand at the office. If you want to come to Ashton Tower. If you feel up to it.”
“You wouldn’t mind?” Matthew’s face lit up. “I still do business, but sometimes my mind; I can always use a second opinion. I’d pay you, of course.”
“No, I wouldn’t mind at all. I don’t want you to be alone where anything can happen. In fact, if you feel up to it. You can come back with me. I can use some help on this merger I’m trying to negotiate.”
“Which one?” Matthew closed his footrest and sat up straight.
“The Sizemore merger.”
“Oh, I’ve kept up with them. You’re trying to take them over?”
“Yes, and they are asking for more than I’m willing to give. Their product is useful, but it’s a dime a dozen. I figure I go in lowball and I can take it and turn it around in two years and make triple what I bought it for.”
“They’re playing high ball?”
“Yes”
“Maybe Patrick Industries can get in on the action. I like their model. Between the two of us, we can come up with something. Would you mind helping me get dressed? I have a special suit to wear. I call it my takeover suit. I’ve brokered many contracts in that suit. It’s my good luck suit,” Matthew chuckled.
“I wouldn’t mind at all.”
Lucas followed Matthew into his room. He helped with the jacket. When Lucas looked at him, he was no longer the sick old man with cancer. He was Mr. Patrick, legendary tycoon. In an odd way, it was both comforting and scary. 
“Let’s take them down!” Matthew said in Mr. Patrick’s stern voice.
“Sizemore won’t know what hit them. As I always say, to the moon, Alice!” Lucas laughed and held out a fist. Matthew fist bumped him, then they walked out of the house together, two forces to be reckoned with. 






  
  Chapter Four


At McCreary’s Vet Center, Dr. Kaylee Adams worked with a very special little grey cat named Maisy. “You are a hero! Yes, you are! Yes, you are! You’re donating blood for other animals. You’re the best kind of hero.” Maisy purred. “You’re such a good girl, yes, you are. Your mommy is going to be happy to see you! You’re going to help so many other animals. You deserve all kinds of treats.” Kaylee put the bandage on her arm. Maisy’s owner came in to pick her up. “Thank you for doing this. It helps so many other animals that have surgery. She’s going to be fine. Just give her some extra attention and treats for being the best girl in the world.” Kaylee smooshed Maisy’s face and handed her back. 
“Thank you, Dr. Adams.” Maisy left with her human. Kaylee smiled to herself. One day, it will be Dr. Ashton. Should I say Dr. Adams-Ashton or just Ashton? Hmm, Kaylee giggled.
After lunch, Kaylee loaded her bag with supplies. As part of giving back to the community, McCreary Vet Center worked with the CJ Cast and Elizabeth Glass Homeless Shelter. It was a shelter Lucas created to help homeless families have a roof over their heads. Various businesses organize job fairs and help residents find employment and permanent housing. 
“Ok, KG, let’s see who all we have to see today,” Kaylee said to a teenage girl she had been mentoring. 
“We have Roscoe,” KG brought in a hound dog. “He’s new. He has an upset stomach. He still uses the bathroom and eats well, but he’s had an upset tummy.” Kaylee put on her stethoscope as she felt over Roscoe. The hound dog looked at her with his big brown eyes. 
“His heart rate is good. Let’s get an X-ray and see if he ate something.” KG helped set up the X-ray. “Oh, Roscoe,” Kaylee chuckled as she looked at the X-ray. That cheeseburger must have been good. Look at this, KG.” KG came over to the laptop. “He ate a squeaker from a toy. He’s going to be fine. We’ll get him some anti-nausea medicine. Just watch him. It should pass soon. If it doesn’t, then call, and we’ll take it from there.” Kaylee told Roscoe’s owner.
While Kaylee examined other pets, she and KG talked. “How was school today?” Kaylee asked, since KG recently returned to school after being homeless for so long. She was behind in her classes, but Kaylee and Lilly went over each day and tutored her.
“It was fine.” The teenager shrugged her shoulders.
“Did you pass your math test?” Kaylee examined another animal.
“Yeah, I did. Tell Dr. P I appreciate it. She makes learning a lot of fun and easier.”
“Does she?” Kaylee looked at her.
“Yeah, she makes analogies so it’s easy for me to remember.” Kaylee cleaned off the table after the last animal. “She always ties it back to food. Like algebra, she used cupcakes while we baked. That was fun. She gives the strangest facts about the most random things.” Kaylee broke into a fit of hysterics. 
“Oh, she drives Lucas nuts with her Lillyisms. There’s not a topic she doesn’t have a Lillyism for.”
As Kaylee finished up for the day, she decided to have an important talk with KG. “You know, Kay,” Kaylee said as she zipped up her bag. “I talked to Lucas. With the baby coming, we can use some help around the house.”
“What do you need?” KG asked as she unplugged the X-ray machine.
“Well, I can use some help getting the nursery set up and help around the house. I was thinking, if you want, you can come over and help clean the house and help me make dinner.”
“I don’t know how to cook. I eat whatever the shelter gives.” KG looked at her, ashamed.
“Now you know Mama G and Lilly aren’t going to let you not know how to cook. I talked to them as well. They’d love to have you come and stay with us. We’ll all get together and teach you how to cook.”
“You’d do that? You’d let me stay with you?” KG asked with a hopeful tone in her voice. 
“Yeah. Remember what I told you the first time we met? We, Kaylees, have to stick together. Besides, Po and Tot love Casey. He’s their big brother,” Kaylee petted the Highland Terrier. “It’s up to you. I won’t pressure you.”
“Do you have room for Casey and me?” KG picked Casey up to hold him close to her.
“Yeah, we have plenty of room. Lucas is thinking about remodeling as well, so we might add on.”
“And Mr. Ashton doesn’t mind?” KG lay her head on Casey’s head.
“No, you know Lucas. He has a huge heart. We just have to set up boundaries and rules, of course.”
“Yeah, I can do that. Whatever you want,” KG smiled big. Then had a thought, and her face dropped. “What if it doesn’t work out? I don’t want to be homeless again. What if you don’t want me when the baby comes?”
“Kaylee Grace, we’d never do that. Lucas and I talked about it. He adores you. Jake, Lilly, Mama G, we all love you, and you know how Mimi Rose and Papa D feel about you.” Kaylee giggled at her ornery grandparents.
“Oh, I love them.” KG laughed. “They’re hilarious. So…how does this work?”
“Well,” Kaylee picked up her gear as they headed towards the door. “You have to continue going to school, you have to clean up after yourself and Casey, you have to keep your grades up, respect us, things such as that.”
“Ok, I can do that,” KG said, hopeful.
“And we’re big on volunteering, so helping out at the soup kitchen, food bank, and animal shelter.”
“I can work at the animal shelter. I’d love to do that!” KG got excited. Kaylee turned to the right and headed towards KG’s room. 
“Very well, you can volunteer with me.”
“So, I can…I can stay?” KG said as they stopped at the door to her room.
“Yes, get your things, and we’ll get you moved in.” Kaylee smiled. 
KG bounced up and down on her tiptoes. “Oh, Dr. Adams! Thank you!” KG hugged her tight. “You won’t be disappointed. I’ll do everything you ask. Just…if it doesn’t work out—”
“It will work out.”
“Can you make sure they have a place for me here?” KG asked.
“Lucas and I will make sure you’re never homeless again. Ok, sweet girl, let’s get your things and move you in with us.” Kaylee followed KG into her room, which she shared with a new roommate. 
Oh, KK, I hope you’re doing the right thing. Kaylee thought to herself. That little girl needs someone in her corner. She’s been let down by everyone. You’ve had help, now it’s time to be the helper.
KG came back with Casey and her little bag of clothes. “Do you mind if I wash my clothes at your house? I haven’t had a chance to wash them here.”
“What we’re going to do is go shopping. You need some new clothes. These are a little too small for you. Don’t worry, we’ll get you taken care of.” Kaylee put her arm around KG. They walked down the hall to the admissions room. “Desiree, I am taking KG and Casey home. You can now rent out their room to the next tenant.” Kaylee and KG headed out into the beautiful sunshine, ready to start their new lives together. 






  
  Chapter Five


Lilly turned on her laptop to join her session with her therapist, Bethany. She has been going for a couple of weeks now, and together they have developed a rapport. Lilly has begun to feel more comfortable opening up to Bethany.  
“Hey, Lilly. How are you doing today?” Bethany asked as she began the session.
“I’m doing ok. I got my prescription. It hasn’t had a chance to get into my system yet, but I’ve been doing some research, and I hope it works. Karen said it’s really good to treat Bipolar.” Karen Ward Stevens, a psychiatrist and Lilly’s best friend, recommended that Lilly seek therapy.
“Have you talked to Karen about your sessions?”
“I have. She’s encouraged me to keep going. I told her about our talks.” Norman jumped up on Lilly’s desk and claimed her laptop as his throne.
“This is the famous Norman Bates,” Lilly chuckled and cuddled Norman, who decided then to get down.
“He’s so cute.” Bethany giggled. “Do you think our sessions are helping?”
“Well, we’ve only had a couple of sessions. But yeah, I like it so far. I like talking to you. You’re easy to talk to, and I appreciate that. I just hope you’re able to stay with me for the long haul.”
“I will. Just be mindful that this takes time. Rome wasn’t built in a day. You have a lot of healing to do.”
“MEOW!” Lilly looked down to see her sweet orange kitten, Skeeter Mo Deeter, sitting at her feet. She leaned down to pick him up. “This is Skeeter. He’s my Bug. I’ve told you all about him.” Lilly was known to deflect when she started and hadn’t warmed up to talk yet.
“Aw, he’s so cute! So we talked about your future mother-in-law. How’s she doing?”
“She’s still sick.” Lilly looked down, grabbed a pen, and began doodling.
“You said you’re working on a way to save her? How is that progressing?” Lilly clammed up. The fact that she wasn’t able to save her yet was something Lilly wasn’t ready to face. Lilly hugged Skeeter while she stalled. “It’s ok, Lilly. Take your time.”
“Jake’s been staying with Mama G.” 
“So you’re alone?”
“Yeah,” she shrugged her shoulders as she always did when she was deflecting, “but that’s ok,” Lilly said, her voice quiet but steady as she hugged Skeeter a little tighter.
“Why is it ok?”
“She’s his mom, and she’s sick.”
“But you both just shared a very traumatic experience.”
“I know, but…” She looked down. “I never want to make him choose between us. I’m doing better. She’s sick. We don’t know how much longer she’ll be around. I want him to have memories of her just in case …”
“In case what?”
“In case I can’t find the cure.”
“How is that coming?”
“Well,” Lilly sighed. “I took some time off because of my miscarriage, but I threw myself back in. I still can’t find anything.” Lilly wiped her eyes; her throat tightened.
“How does that make you feel?”
“Like a complete failure,” Lilly broke down in tears, sobs racked through her body as she cried in her hands. 
“How can I save Matthew but not Mama G? Why didn’t I find a cure for her cancer when I first got out of college? What do I have to do to save her? Everyone is looking at me for answers, and I’m so scared of letting them down.” She put her head in her hands while she had her meltdown, finally getting to this week’s trigger.
“Why do you think that?”
“Because I’ll have let her die!” She yelled. “I’m the doctor. I’m supposed to be able to heal her. I feel like a failure. The one person I need to save the most, I can’t. My brain hurts from trying. I think that’s why I have problems sleeping.”
“Is the medicine helping?”
“A little I get really worked up, and then it finally dies down. I still fluctuate all the time. I’ll have spells where I just want to lie in bed and do nothing. Sometimes it physically hurts to get up. Then I have this nagging voice ringing in the back of my head, Mama G! Mama G! Mama G! and I lie there and cry. I get up, and it’s all I can do to make it to the kitchen. I look at George and try, and I kill him all the time.”
“George is your dummy?”
“Yeah, then there are times I can’t put him down. I’ve tried several times and have found three new techniques, and still, none of them help Mama G. I’ve helped other people, but I can’t help Mama G, and I feel like such a letdown and failure.” Lilly dropped her head on her desk and sobbed. “I’m such a failure.” Bethany let her have a few moments. “What will they think of me if I let her die?”
“Do you think they’ll think badly of you?”
“Yes”
“Why?”
“Because I couldn’t save her. I’m a doctor, I’m supposed to heal everything. I can’t let her die, Bethany, I just can’t.” Lilly’s body shook at the guttural sobs coming deep from within. Bethany sat there while Lilly continued to cry.
“I blame myself.”
“Why?”
“The first thing I should have done when I graduated from college was work on Jesi’s tumor.”
“Jesi, your daughter?”
“Yes, and now Mama G has the same kind of cancer. If I had only started work on it, I might have found a solution by now.”
“What are you going to do if you don’t find a solution?”
“I’m going to quit.” She had made up her mind.
“Why?”
“Because I’m not a good doctor.”
“What makes you think you won’t be a good doctor?”
“Because everything will be for naught. How can I save anyone else if I can’t save someone I love?”
“Say you do find the solution. What would you do then?”
“I’d do everything in my power to save her.”
“What would saving her do for you?” Lilly looked at her strangely.
“Well, she wouldn’t die for starters. That’s always a plus.” Her sarcasm dripped off her chin.
“Would it make you feel more accomplished?”
“I would feel the greatest relief. I don’t need the accolades, I just want her to get better.” The clock on Bethany’s desk dinged.
“Ok, Lilly, I think this has been a productive hour.”
“Has it?” Lilly wiped her eyes.
“Yes, you’re beginning to open up more. Now, for this week’s homework, I want you to write two columns. In the first column, I want you to write what is within my control. In the second column, I want you to write what is not within my control. For each item you list, write one compassionate truth you would tell a patient in the same situation. Do you think you can do that?”
“Yeah”
“I’ll email them to you. Work on them as soon as possible. Next week we’ll sit down and go over it.”
“Ok, thank you.”
“I’m proud of you. Just remember, we are here to help you. You are doing great with your homework. We’re digging deep into the heart of the issue. We’ll get you there. Keep taking your medicine, and once it’s in your system, you’ll see a difference. It’s just going to take some time. Give yourself a break, Liliana. You’ve been through a lot. Your brain needs time to process everything. We’ll get you to feel better.”
“Thank you, Bethany.”
“You’re welcome. See you next week.”
Lilly clicked ‘Leave’ on her laptop and ended her meeting. She sat there, as she always did after a session, and allowed herself a few minutes to think about what had just happened. Skeeter jumped up on her desk. She picked him up and cuddled him. She pet his white boots, and he snuggled under her chin. His meows were strong, and his purr was even louder. 
“I love you, Bug,” Lilly said softly to the orange kitten she just rescued. Skeeter pawed at Lilly’s ponytail. Lilly laughed as he crawled around her neck to get it. 
“I’m going to be ok, aren’t I, Bug? You, Honey, Mr. Norms, and Delilah are going to make sure I’m ok, aren’t you?”
“MEOW!” He crawled on top of her head. Lilly laughed and picked up his royal fluffiness as she called him up and set him on the floor. She took her feather wand and played with him. After a few minutes, he saw Delilah, and the race was on. Lilly smiled at the sweet orange kitten.
Lilly opened her email to see the homework. She took a deep breath and downloaded the worksheets. She walked around her house for a few moments, working up the courage to delve deep into her troubled mind. She got a cup of orange pekoe tea, and when she told herself she couldn’t put it off any longer, she opened her Word document and started at the beginning.
Things I can control vs things I can’t control
She wiped her eyes again, put her hands on the keyboard, and, like a flood gate that opened, she let the words pour through. She cried her heart out while she typed it up, but once she was through with her homework, she sent it to Bethany. She never rereads them—afraid she’ll edit herself—then she closed out the document, turned her laptop off.
One day closer to relief.
Lilly had a picture of former NC State basketball Coach Jim Valvano giving his famous speech on her desk. Lilly looked at it as she had every day. She could hear his famous Italian New York accent.
“Don’t give up. Don’t ever give up.”
That phrase, that speech, has given her inspiration in her most trying times. She kept his picture on her desk to remind her every day to keep fighting. She’s the catalyst in someone’s fight. Keep fighting the fight, Punky, she told herself.
Lilly took a deep breath, emotionally exhausted, but looked at the other pictures on her desk. One was a picture of everyone at Easter. It was in a white frame, with the calligraphy font reading ‘my family.’ She picked it up and looked at Elizabeth. She had the royal purple wig that Kaylee convinced her to get. Her smile radiated through the picture. “Oh, Mama G,” Lilly said softly. She ran her finger down the picture.
Don’t give up. Don’t ever give up rang through her ears again.
She looked at a picture of her medical dummy, George. She kept it on her desk so when she felt herself slacking off, he would be a reminder to fight harder.
There was another picture of Lilly and Jacob on New Year’s Eve. He looked so handsome in his tuxedo, and she was beautiful in her blue evening gown. He wrapped his arms around her waist.
In another photo frame was a picture of Lilly holding on to Lucas. It’s that same New Year’s Eve just after Jacob proposed to her. Lucas was lifting her up off the ground. Lilly was excited and happy, and most of all in love.
The last picture on the desk was of Kaylee, Elizabeth, and Lilly after one of their girl days. They’re showing off their nails. Elizabeth was giggling because she went against her normal convictions of pearl or opal and went for the limelight in fluorescent green. Kaylee had bright neon yellow, and Lilly had electric blue. They’re laughing and dangling their hands in front of the camera. Elizabeth was in the middle with her big straw sunhat and large, black, stylish sunglasses. Her smile lit up the picture. Kaylee’s hair blew into her mouth as she laughed, and Lilly was on Elizabeth’s right, giving a flirty pose, all three ladies caught in the middle of a laugh.
Honey, her calico and Skeeter’s mom, jumped on Lilly’s lap, demanding cuddles. “You are so loved, sweet girl. I am so glad I have you. You love me, don’t you?” Honey rubbed up against Lilly’s chest and under her chin. She crawled over to the desk, lay on Lilly’s laptop, and curled up. Lilly spent a few minutes scratching her head, then once again George caught her eye.
“Well, Honeykins Mama G isn’t going to cure herself. George, it’s up to you to be a lifesaver again. Don’t give up. Don’t ever give up.” Lilly reminded herself as she walked out of her office back into her kitchen.
George sat at the kitchen table like he always did with his creepy blank stare. Lilly went to the fridge and took out her bottle of white grape juice. She loaded him up, took her scalpel, and once again drew the tumor on George’s head and began the process of trying to find a cure for her beloved Mama G.






  
  Chapter Six


Jacob sat in the chair next to his mother, trying not to doze off. “Pumpkin lay down there and take a nap. I’m fine.” 
“I’ll be ok.” He yawned.
“You keep dozing off. I’m just going to sit here and talk with Matthew while we have our treatment together.”
“How are you feeling?” He adjusted himself and stretched.
“I’m a little tired, but I’m going to be ok.”
“Do you need anything to drink or eat?”
“I can use some crackers.”
“I’ll go to the shop and get some. Here, let me come make you both comfortable.”
Jacob covered up his mom and handed her her Bible. He handed Matthew a newspaper and tucked him in. Matthew had done better since he had his surgery two months ago and began coordinating his chemo treatments with Elizabeth.
“I’m glad the chemo seems to be helping both of you,” Jacob told them.
“I’m quite pleased myself,” Matthew said. “I’m doing a lot better than I thought I would.”
“Prayers are working for both of us,” Elizabeth smiled.
“Yes, they are, Lizi, yes, they are. Thank you for your kind prayers every time we do this. Thank you for sitting here with me and going through this with me. I don’t feel so alone.”
“If there’s anyone who understands what you’re going through, Matthew, it’s me. I am here for you for anything you need, even if it’s just a shoulder to cry on.” She reached over and gently placed her hand on his arm.
“I appreciate it. We’re quite the team.”
“That we are Matty that we are.” 
Jacob returned from the gift shop with snacks and supplies. “Look what I got,” Jacob chuckled and handed his mom a deck of Uno cards. “Do you two feel like playing?”
“You know what? I’m not feeling too bad. You want to play?” Elizabeth asked Matthew.
“I’ll warn you. She’s a beast,” Jacob chuckled. “She’s the only one who can beat Lilly.”
“She beats Liliana?” Matthew chuckled and sat up, ready for the challenge.
“She hates it! She swears Mom cheats.”
“I don’t cheat,” Elizabeth giggled. “I taught her how to play, and it frustrates her that she can’t win. She thought she would be smart. She found a box of blank cards and could make her own rules. Well, little Miss Smarty Pants got fooled! She thought by having a draw eight she’d win. Except I had one called draw the rest of the deck. I laid it down on her. I spanked her for swearing as much as she did.” Everyone chuckled.
“Yes, let’s play. We can pass the time by.” Matthew said.
Jacob pulled a table over so the three of them could sit together and play. Another patient came in. She was new to getting chemo. She sat alone, with no one to sit with her. “Aww, look at her. She’s so young and alone. Would you like to play with us?” Elizabeth walked over to her. “My name is Elizabeth. This is my son Jacob,” Elizabeth held her hand out for introduction. Jacob waved to her. “This is my friend Matthew.” She repeated the action. “He’s here with me getting treatment as well. What is your name?”
“Eryn.”
“Eryn, it’s nice to meet you. Would you feel up to joining us for a game of Uno? It might help pass the time by.”
“I don’t want to be a bother,” she said shyly. “I don’t know how to play.”
“That’s fine. I can teach you.” Elizabeth smiled at her.
“She’s a beast,” Jacob chuckled. Eryn smiled at him.
“Come join us.” Matthew scooted over. “We have some crackers—”
“I don’t care to get you a drink or something,” Jacob added. Eryn smiled at them.
“If you don’t mind teaching me.”
“I don’t mind at all.” Elizabeth put her hand on Eryn’s shoulder.
“Ok,” Eryn exhaled and giggled. Elizabeth helped her walk over to their table. Jacob went to the vending machine for more snacks and drinks. He came back with an armful of supplies. “Thank you” Eryn took them. “I…I don’t mean to bother you but are you, Jacob Glass?” Jacob smiled at her and winked. “Wow that is so cool. I grew up listening to your music. It’s cool to meet you.”
“Thank you. I appreciate it.” Jacob opened the box of cards and began to shuffle while Elizabeth showed her how to play.
“Don’t let the sweet, goody two shoes God fearing Christian image fool you.” Jacob chuckled as he flipped over the starter card. “She’s a shark! You can’t pull one over on my Lizzie Bee Bee. She’ll win at all costs.” Jacob chuckled. “See! Look at that sinister smile. She’s out for blood.” Everyone chuckled at Elizabeth’s grin.
“I play in my daddy’s honor. He taught me how to play. I taught Jake how to play, and now I’m teaching you. Draw two Jake.” Elizabeth snickered.
“See! She’s a beast,” Jacob laughed.
After a few rounds of Uno—of course, Elizabeth winning them all—Elizabeth’s treatment ended first. She was glad it was over, even though she felt ill. “Lizi, Jacob can take you home. You don’t have to wait with me. I can have my driver pick me up. I know you don’t feel good.” Matthew said as he sat back, finishing his treatment.
“No, I’m not doing that to you. We’re a team. I promised I wouldn’t have you go through this on your own, and I’m not.”
“Eryn’s here; she can keep me company.” Matthew raised his hand, palm up, pointing to Eryn.
“I don’t mind,” Eryn said as she took a drink of her water.
“No, it’s not nice. I’ll just sit here and wait. The two of you don’t have much left to do. I’ll sit here and wait while you finish yours, Eryn.”
“You don’t have to do that, Mrs. Glass. I’ll be fine.”
“No, you’re alone. You need support.” Elizabeth sat back and waved her hand dismissively.
“My husband has to take care of the kids. That’s why I’m alone.”
“How old are your kids?” Elizabeth asked.
“Jocelyn is five, and Evie is seven.”
“Oh, you have babies,” Elizabeth said as she put her hand to her mouth in sadness at what her new friend was going through.
“Yeah. They know Mommy’s sick. A kid at school told them that their mom was sick and she went to the doctor’s one time and never came back out.”
“Oh Eryn,” Elizabeth said.
“So they’re scared every time they see me leave that I’m not going to be coming home.” Eryn started crying.
“Oh, Eryn, I’m so sorry,” Elizabeth said as she walked over to her and put her arm around her.
“So we try not to let them see me leave, so I snuck out while they were asleep and took a bus in. I figured I’d be finished before they woke up. I don’t know what I was thinking,” she chuckled and wiped her eyes.
“Where do you live?” Jacob asked.
“On Pilot Street by the Shell station.” Eryn looked at Jacob.
“That’s down the street from Matthew. I can pick you up. Take some stress off you. That way you don’t have to take the bus. I can’t imagine how awful it is taking the bus to this.” Jacob said.
“I can’t have you do that.”
“I don’t mind at all. Do you guys mind?” Jacob looked at them.
“Not at all,” Matthew said.
“Yes, we can get your appointments scheduled, and the three of you can be a team. That way, your kids don’t have to see you leave, and it takes some pressure off of your husband.”
“I appreciate it so much. I can pay you for gas.” Eryn looked in her purse to pull out some money.
“Oh, don’t worry about it. It’s my pleasure.” Jacob put his hand on hers.
“You’re very kind, all three of you. I appreciate it. It’s kind of scary going through this alone,” she wiped her eyes.
“You’re not alone anymore. You’re my baby now. Mama G is going to take care of you like I do all my other babies.” Elizabeth squeezed her tight.
“Thank you, Mama G. Thank you.” Eryn held on for a few comforting moments.
“It’s settled, we’ll wait here till you finish, then we’ll take you home. Is there anything you need? I don’t care to get you something. Are you cold? We have another blanket in here.” Jacob offered.
“Can I use the blanket? I was so sick this morning that I was late for the bus and forgot my chemo bag. I wasn’t sure what all to put in it anyway.”
“Oh, honey,” Elizabeth said. “Jake, we need to make an extra chemo bag to keep in the car. Remember what happened to us. We weren’t sure what all to bring the first time.”
“I remember,” Jacob said.
“We’re going to make another bag for emergencies. I’ll call you the night before and remind you to get your bag and fill it up.”
“Thank you, Mama G.”
“I’ll take care of you, sweet Ery,” Elizabeth smiled. Jacob got the blanket out of the bag. He had to catch himself.
“This … this … this,” he stuttered.
“I know. I put it in there just in case. I wanted to get use out of it.” Elizabeth said softly.
“What is it?” Matthew asked.
“This is Faith’s blanket,” Jacob said. “Lilly and Mom made this before—”
“I wanted it to get some use. I think she would approve.” Jacob bit his lip. “I’m sorry, Pumpkin. I can put it back on my bed.”
“No, it’s … it’s ok,” he stammered. “You’re right. It’s just a blanket.”
“I don’t have to use it.” Eryn looked at him, unsure.
“No, it’s ok. My fiancé and Mom made this blanket for our daughter Faith, but she miscarried.”
“Oh, Jake
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