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    Thank you for everything, Mom! I love you!
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Chapter 1


[image: ]


Elizabeth "Lizzie" Wilson had reached a crossroads in her life. At fifty-three, with a reasonable amount of life experience, she should have spotted the tractor-trailer-sized life events barreling toward her. But she didn't. Planning a wedding for her youngest daughter with a little less than a week's notice about the impending nuptials should have been the flashing neon sign her life was about to change. 

Her baby girl, Patrice, had become the proud wife and self-proclaimed ride-or-die to Colin Banks four months ago on a gorgeous summer day in Elizabeth's backyard. She had no idea what a ride or die entailed, but Patrice was overjoyed with her decision. Her youngest daughter wanted nothing more than to spend all her remaining minutes and moments basking in the warmth of Colin's love. Elizabeth could admit there was nothing like young love, even if she was well past the happily ever after stage of life.    

Less than a week after the "I do's," Patrice emptied her childhood bedroom of everything not affixed to the bones of the house and moved into Colin's end-unit townhome in Chesapeake, Virginia. In the past four months, Elizabeth and Patrice had only seen each other on the rare occasions when the newlyweds could spare an hour or two outside of each other's presence. And those occasions were getting more and more rare.

The anytime, anyplace mother-daughter bonding time she'd taken for granted was a thing of the past. With more than a bit of sadness, Elizabeth accepted that their Monday mall meet-ups and mani-pedi weekends were as dead as her car battery, she realized as she took another quick glance out her rearview mirror. 

Elizabeth had broken down just outside of one of the library branches in Norfolk. She had planned to meet up with her oldest daughter, Harbor, for their version of girl-time, which was a lifetime in the making. Elizabeth had only recently begun to build an authentic relationship with Harbor after Patrice all but guilt-tripped them into planning her wedding and walking her down the aisle, mother on one arm and sister on the other. 

After much prayer and time seeking God to understand why she had dropped the ball as a mother, Elizabeth realized building a healthy relationship with Harbor would require patience and love on both their parts. Meeting at the City of Norfolk's newest and truly grand library was a great start. 

Harbor, a professional ghostwriter, used her gifts as a wordsmith to help up-and-coming authors who wanted their ideas to reach a worldwide audience. And she loved to visit libraries and soak up knowledge like a sponge, Elizabeth reflected as she watched a mother and her four or five-year-old daughter walk into the library. The little girl with the curly puffs, fire engine red rain boots, and pink tutu hopped and popped into the library. Elizabeth guessed the pair was headed to the children's section to get a seat for story time. 

Elizabeth remembered how much joy Harbor had experienced at that same age when they'd made weekly visits to various libraries in the Hampton Roads Area. Their visits to the children's section would always conclude with a stop by one of the bakeries for a chocolate muffin and a container of chocolate milk. Elizabeth wondered if Harbor remembered any of the time they had spent just being a normal mother-daughter duo before she became an aloof and emotional sinkhole her daughter could not fill. 

When Elizabeth glanced out her side-view mirror, she spotted Harbor's powder blue sedan turning the corner. She didn't understand why getting a glimpse of her oldest child caused her nerves to demand she acknowledge their existence. She and Harbor had spent time together at least a half dozen times in the last four months, just getting to know each other again. Elizabeth had even taken a trip to Atlanta to attend a book signing with one of the authors Harbor collaborated with. So why did she feel she was taking two giant steps backward instead of going forward into a bright, new chapter with her child?

Elizabeth knew she could not let fear settle in her spirit about her relationship with Harbor. By no means did she feel worthy of receiving her child's forgiveness. That being acknowledged, neither was she going to let the enemy guilt trip her into walking away from freely accepting Harbor's gift of mercy toward her. 

"Father," Elizabeth uttered moments before Harbor pulled up beside her. "Help me to stand on your Word and to know who I am in you. Bless us, God. Thank you." 

Elizabeth did not even attempt to explain the peace enveloping her as she rolled down her window just as Harbor pulled up.  

Harbor turned on her blinkers and rolled down her passenger-side window. "Hey, Mom," she said. She glanced in her rear-view mirror to see a tow truck turning the corner. "Looks like I made it just in time. I'm going to park in the garage and meet you out front."

Elizabeth smiled at Harbor and probably stared at her for a second too long because her child gave her a quizzical look.

"Are you okay?" Harbor asked with genuine concern.

"Perfect," Elizabeth responded, grabbing her purse. "I'll see you soon."

Harbor nodded, then drove off. 

Before stepping from her car, Elizabeth gave herself a cursory glance in her rear-view. Her fair complexion, dotted with freckles on her cheeks and the bridge of her nose, had only begun to show signs of aging. The fine lines appearing around her eyes should have sent Elizabeth into a frenzy and caused her to run to the nearest make-up counter to buy an overpriced eye cream to slow down the aging process. 

I am not doing that. You are a beautiful woman of a certain age, she told herself. She gave her chin-length auburn bob a bit of a shake, then stepped out of the car.

The tow truck driver, a man that looked to be in his mid-fifties, wearing a faded blue jumpsuit, walked up to Elizabeth. He grinned, and Elizabeth was taken aback by the smile she saw radiating through his kind brown eyes. So, she smiled back.

"Thank you so much for coming," Elizabeth began, unsure what else to say. She handed him her keys. 

She'd never called for a tow truck before. She'd had no reason to. Her husband had handled any car-related crisis...major or minor. When Bradford died five years ago, Elizabeth decided it would be easier to park her vehicles in the garage and secure a rideshare if she needed to go anywhere. She had only recently started to take her cars out for short trips around town to get comfortable with being behind the wheel again. It would have made sense for her to have one or both of her cars checked out by a mechanic before she hit the road in search of her newfound freedom. Hindsight was most definitely 20/20, she told herself. 

"What is it that you need from me?" She asked, looking down the street, hoping she would see Harbor walking out of the parking garage. 

The man smiled again and pulled out a card from his breast pocket. "My name is Mason...Mason Avery." He handed her his card.

Elizabeth accepted the card and gave it a quick glance. Avery's Towing and Auto. 

"Thank you," she responded in a squeaky voice, like her vocal cords needed as much work as her car. And she was confident she
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