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Chapter 00 – Dedication
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Families build a story that connects generations.  As time passes, certain characters in this wonderfully creative story stand out.  Two in my family story are Aunt Eleanor and Aunt Carol.  They are two of the four siblings, including my dad coming from the Joyce side of history.

Anchors to our roots in Yonkers, New York, and filled with the sassy conviction that life is to be lived, they formed a special part of my childhood and shaped my understanding of what family is.

They solidified the link to the great and great-great heraldry while creating their own stories.  Two sisters, having loved and lost, finding sisterly love and family service the culmination of living the fullness of life.

Within days, as is appropriate for deep love, they moved on to their eternal journey, leaving a legacy of love and service.  They also left me with a conviction that being part of the world family is always a good thing.
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Chapter 01 - A Road with No Destination
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Synopsis:

A reporter runs into a kind but withdrawn country singer and chooses to follow him, expecting a story.  He is running from fame and lost in the demise of his brother.  What happens can only be considered – well, you decide.

Nashville

Swinging doors, hot coffee, and total frustration at being rejected by my news editor are critical elements of an epic disaster.  The slow-motion calamity seemed to be laughing at me as the door struck the tall Stetson-wearing man with a guitar, inflicting a newly broken smile.  Reaching out for him as he fell back, my coffee completed the tragedy.

“Oh God, I’m so sorry!”  Tossing the half-filled coffee cup in the gutter, I knelt next to the man, his hat still covering his face.

Pushing his Stetson back on his head, he looked up with a lip beginning to swell and attempted to smile.  “Howdy.”  He reached for his lip as the pain of the door’s reality took over his next retort.

“Let me...”  

“Ma’am, I’m OK.”  He took one of my hands in his and smiled once again, with a little less reaction to the pain.  He pointed to his guitar case.  “Can you pick up Melody and get her off the sidewalk?”

I did, as he took the time to stand and compose himself.  Moving to the side of the Bankers Alley Hotel entrance with guitar in hand, I turned to meet the man.  

He held out a hand, his words sounding like a wonderful tune.  “I’m Chance.  May I know your name?”

“I’m Grace Eddings, a reporter for Music Monthly.  You look like one of the Grey...”

“Grace, it’s Chance.  Just Chance.”  He tipped his hat and gently retrieved his guitar, moving in close to me.  “If you are all right, ma’am, I’ll be moving on.”

He turned, after allowing his smile to show through his swelling lip, and started down 3rd Avenue towards Church Street.
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Choice

There are a few moments in life where two well-defined paths demand a choice.  My rush to Ryman Auditorium put me on the same sidewalk as my retreating cowboy.  I set a quick pace, attempting to close the distance between us.  

At Church Street, he turned left and crossed the road into Premier Parking, where a gaggle of children played next to a school bus.  The traffic lights changed, barring me from following the cowboy.

My destination was right towards 5th Avenue.  The walk sign begged me to follow the assignment handed down by my demanding editor.  Turn right and hurry to Ryman Auditorium, where a herd of reporters will form a mosh pit, attempting to get an idiotic quote from this week’s new diva.  It would be just another day of frustration, reporting the spewed-out sound bites for a never-satisfied audience of would-be fans.

The curb slowed my gait, and a cabbie, attempting to beat the red light, honked, causing me to stop.  

The cowboy’s van edged out into Church Street, and I found myself standing in the lane, forcing him to stop.

“Daddy!  Watch out!”  The child’s scream could be heard through the open window, and the brakes were applied a bit too hard, adding to the drama.

“Now, Grace, no need to get a broken lip, too, over a minor accident.”  He had stepped out of the van and moved towards me.

“I need a ride.”  The words flew out of me, making me jump a bit.

“Where to, Grace.”

My voice trembled as I whispered, “Where you’re going.”
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Chapter 02 – Roads and Reasons


[image: image]


Hope Greymore jumped into the back of the van as her father guided me to the passenger side door.  As I swung my feet in, she touched my shoulder and whispered, “I’m Hope.  You should be more careful when crossing the street.”

“Hope, I’m Grace.  I am sorry if I scared you, but I needed to stop Chance from getting away.”

“Chance?”  her voice rose a half an octave just as my cowboy retook the driver’s seat.  

“Hope this is the lady I was telling you about.”  He watched his daughter closely.

“But...”

“Hope, please put on your seatbelt.”  He looked out the side mirror before accelerating.  “You too, Grace.”

“But...”  the voice from the back had a good deal of questions to be answered.

So did I, as I complied with instructions, wondering how I could choose this particular road.

“Traffic is heavy, so I’m going to concentrate on the road until we are out of the city.  You two sit back and relax.  I know just what we need and where to get it.”  

Chance quickly navigated the van westward, and ten minutes later, we pulled into a restaurant on Charlotte Avenue.

“Pizza!  I love you daddy!”  The spry girl was out of her seatbelt and in my lap before the van pulled into the only available parking spot.  Five Points Pizza was jumping, and Hope smiled at me as she opened the door.  “You think Mario is cooking, Dad?”

She waited for her father to indicate it was OK to get out and waited for me to unbuckle and join her beside the van.  Then, taking my hand, she pulled me to the sidewalk and the front door of the Italian restaurant.  “We like pepperoni, Grace, and Mario makes me a root beer float.”

Chance walked past me with a kind smile and held the door.  “Ladies, your pizza is waiting.”

Guiding us to a corner booth in the back, he informed Hope that washed hands were a requirement.  Then he sat across from me and spoke softly.  “I’m Randy Greymore, but I think you already figured that out.  I will give you an interview, but I need you to promise to let me and my daughter get out of town without a big ruckus.”

His eyes cried out for miracles he did not believe in, and his shoulders sagged from the weight of his expectations.
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“I want to write about Chance.”  His shocked stare filled the moment with silence.  “But how are we going to get your daughter involved in our adventure?”  

“What adventure?  Are we going on an adventure, Daddy?”  Hope squiggled into the booth on my side and half sat, half knelt on the seat next to me.

“It is going to be a secret adventure.”

“Where are we going?”

The waitress interrupted the conversation with her order pad and harried expression, giving some time for Chance to think.  Hope rapidly put in the order, and I was going to have my first root beer float.  The pepperoni pizza was already my favorite.

Chance spoke up after the pizza was set on the table and the root beer floats were passed around.  “We are going to head west and see if we can find happiness.”  

Hope looked a bit confused, and I stopped cutting my slice of pie, looking into his eyes.

“If we are going to succeed, we are going to have to work together.  Are your two girls up for it?”

“Oh, Grace!  This adventure is going to be fun.  My daddy has the best adventures!”

I smiled, and Hope hugged me, kissing my cheek.

“I’m in.”  the words sounded like a long-forgotten song but soothing to a tired heart.  “I would love to go on an adventure with you, Chance.”

“Who’s Chance?”  Hope blurted out one of her many nagging questions.

“That’s the name I gave your daddy when I knocked him down.”  She smiled but wanted more.

“I wanted to meet someone and get a chance at an adventure, Hope.  And your daddy looks like just the right kind of man to go on an adventure.  So, I took my chance.  I think the name fits.  Don’t you?”

“OK, Chance.  Where are you taking us first!”  her giggle was contagious. 

“After you finish your lunch, we need to get outfits.”  He smiled and took a huge bite of his pepperoni pizza.

Ready for Destiny

Two girls with matching outfits walked out of the Goodwill
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