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Synopsis
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Six degrees of separation is the idea that all people on average, are six or fewer social connections away from each other. A friend of a friend, an uncle or an aunt, my cousin Vinnie, or a coworker may connect any two people in the world in a maximum of six steps. 

The ending of each Six Degree Connections Series story leads from a person affected by the current story into the next story. We are all connected. Find out how.
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Stella is a character. Quite a character, or that’ what Bill used to tell her. Before he died. Now, homeless and broke, the 40-something artist needs to start all over again. She raised Bill’s kid since the boy was twelve, but he took off the day he turned eighteen, and Stella has not seen him since. But this is still his home, if he wants it. The one thing for shit-sure, it’s not Stella’s home. Not anymore. After she leaves the little farm outside of Oakville, Ontario, Stella decides to return to the city that helped her become an artist – Toronto. Glen might be able to get some of her paintings into this gallery – if she had any. She’s got to find some place to hunker down for a while so she can set up her studio again. Then, after she’s sold a couple, it will smooth sailing right on ‘til destiny throws another loop at her.

Arriving in Toronto in the early hours of the morning, Stella is deep in thought, pondering her first move now that she’s back in the big city. She’s so engrossed in her reflection that she’s too late when she finally notices the light turning red at the intersection. Gunning it, she decides to peel through, after all, who would be out on the streets at three o’clock in the morning? When she hears a thump, she realizes someone must have been out. Stella has run over a man.

Registering that his leg is broken, and badly, Stella’s guilt leads her to drive him to Emergency. Then wait for him. Then...take him home. Where she plans on looking after him until he can heal...and she can paint a few best-sellers. But the man takes a little convincing.

Phillip is a sports reporter. Never wanted to be anything else. He’s tall and athletic, and stoic and quiet. He loves his aging mother dearly and takes her to church every Sunday, never misses a one, even if he has to work all night. He takes his mother to church and lunch afterwards, even if there was a game the night before. Even if he’s had no sleep and has smoked an entire pack of Players, he still gets dressed up and picks Mom up for church. He loves her. And he loves God even more. He loves God, but he doesn’t think of himself as a church-fanatic, this is just the way he was raised. He’d love to go on a retreat one year, but right now, his church only offers that for couples. And...Phillip is single. There was a woman in his life once, early on, right after university. But when he found her in bed with not one, but two of his good friends only weeks before they were to be married, Phillip swore off women for the rest of his life. Sure, it’s been difficult, but he has his job and his love of sports to keep his mind busy. And church and Mom take up a lot of his time.

The morning he decided to pick up his dry-cleaning right after reporting the late hockey game and after party, he also chooses to run across the street before the light has completely changed. Who else would be out this early in the morning? They’ve got to be crazy. Like him.

Pain is searing through his leg as he lies in the street, having just been hit by a speeding car that he didn’t even see. Then a hand touches his shoulder, and he rolls his head back to look up into the eyes of what must be an angel, there to take him to heaven. What else could she be? She’s...beautiful.

Phillip has no idea what he’s in for when he agrees to allow Stella to care for him while his broken leg mends. The pushy woman, who looks to be five years his junior, starts by telling him what to do, in his own house! Then...she cleans it! Phillip does not care how good looking he thinks Stella is, she’s a woman. And that means, she’s bad news. And not the kind of news he likes to report.

Like what you’re reading? 

Why not read the Six Degree Connections Series from the beginning. 

Check out Book I – He Shoots, He Scores 

Sign up for the Victoria Michaels Newsletter here: Newsletter 
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Chapter One – Stella
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“Dearest Rocky, I don’t know when you’ll get this letter, or if you’ll even get it, but here’s hoping you have a good life. Your father was a broken man, but I tried to love him anyhow. He did not feel it in his heart to leave me anything when he passed. I hope that you don’t mind, I have taken the money he kept in the coffee can over the fridge. It was only about $1,000 but this will get me started in Toronto until I sell a few pieces in the gallery. I will pay you back when I can. In the painting of your father, I tried to capture his more amiable side, show the light that tried to peer through his cracks whenever it could, but he would never let it fully break through. This is your house now, sweetie. I hope that you make it a home. Forever in my heart, Stella.”

I put down the pen and reread the letter before folding it and stuffing it into the envelope. I lick the glue and seal it tight, placing a puff sticker that I bought at the dollar store over the seal. I have already prepared the front, spending an hour with the glue gun and glitter to get Rocky’s name just right. How it should be, large and glittering. Leaning the letter up against the painting set on the coffee table, I take one last look around, then close the door. I put my suitcase in the trunk of my Subaru, the one good thing that Bill bought for me in the nine years we were together, toss my purse on the passenger seat and drive slowly down the driveway toward a new life. Leaving this one behind is like peeling dead skin off the bottom of your feet after a long, grueling hike. Thank God it’s over.
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Yonge street looks the same. Especially at three o’clock in the morning. Same buildings, same restaurants, same bums on the street. Where should I go? What do I do now? I don’t even know anyone here anymore...do I? Maybe Glen. He said I could always hang a few paintings in his gallery. Problem is...I don’t have any. When Bill got sick, I stopped painting to look after him. All my old creations have been sold; the money spent long ago. 

My old friend depression is now settling in, and I feel a tear slide down my face. Wiping it away I look up at the streetlight and hit the gas as it turns to amber. Too late, the amber has turned to red just before I get to the intersection, but it’s too late, and I’m going too fast. Going through, I tell myself, squeezing the steering wheel a little tighter as if that will make everything okay.

There’s a thump, then a screech of tires. My tires. My foot is on the brake, and I squeal to a stop. What was that? I put the car in park and open the door. There is no one on the street at this ungodly hour. Well, at least there shouldn’t have been anyone on the street. But now I see him. He’s lying there, not moving, face down in the intersection. For a moment I freeze next to my car. I look back at the door, the car still running. Do I run? Momentarily, I consider this, then I take a gulp and turn back toward the man lying in the street. There’s no one else around. I walk over to him and kneel next to his back, placing my hand on his shoulder.

“Oh...uh...what-the-hell...?” Thank God, he’s alive! I pull on his shoulder and he turns his head to look at me. I am taken aback by those piercing blue eyes. Holy fuck! They’re almost scary.

“Can...can you walk?” I ask without even considering if he can even get up.

“Yeah. I think so.” The man rolls over, never letting those blue eyes drop their spell over me. I take hold of his arm and try to pull him up.

“Ah...ow! Damn! My leg. I think my friggin leg’s broken.” I look down at his leg which has a bone sticking out of his blood-soaked pants and I almost vomit.

“Wait here. I’ll bring my car over. You can pull yourself into the passenger seat.” He nods and I run to fetch my vehicle. Still no other cars have driven by, but they will soon, and I don’t want them to come upon this scene. Quickly, I pull up right next to him, then jump out again to run around to the passenger side. We both struggle and even though he is moaning and swearing, we manage to get him into the car. I strap him in and run back to the driver’s side. 

“Hospital?” He asks.

“Of course.” I respond and head toward St. Michael’s.
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“Yes, I’m his wife. He tripped on the stairs and broke his leg. I thought it would be faster to drive him here than waiting for an ambulance.” I read Phillip Rosen’s driver’s license as I hand it to the triage nurse. Age 46, 6’2”, 187 lbs. Nice. 

“Occupation?” She asks and looks up at me after I don’t answer. I pretend to not hear her as I rummage through his wallet. Then I find what I’m looking for.

“Sorry...what was that?” I look at her with innocence.

“Occupation? What does your...husband do?” She gives me a challenging look.

“He’s a reporter. Sports. Maybe you’ve seen him...on television?” I shoot her my own challenging glare and she backs down. I tuck the media pass back into this wallet and force myself not to smile.

The nurse types a little longer then prints out a form
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