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Heather Randall moved through her daily life with quiet confidence. At 5'6", her slender frame reflected years of disciplined workouts and a diet that most college students would find boring or impossible to maintain. 

Her auburn hair fell in soft waves down her back, and even on rushed mornings, it never seemed to go awry. She knew her looks made men stop and stare, but it was discipline and not vanity that kept her skin glowing and helped her maintain a healthy 122 pounds.

She didn’t rely on makeup to cover her skin—her clear skin and bright eyes did the talking—but she used it to enhance her looks. Even the clothes she wore suited her perfectly. While not a fan of designer styles except for special occasions, Heather was in tune with all the latest fashions. 

Heather had been a brilliant student throughout elementary, middle, and high school. She had always been driven, although her ambition sometimes meant she left family and friends behind. Graduating as valedictorian from Forest Park Technical High School, Heather studied journalism and graduated with a GPA of 4.0. 

Writing had originally been a way for her to ease the pain of her father's death when she was just ten, but within the first year, she grew to love it. At 12, she became a volunteer columnist for The New York Times and was a paid teen columnist at 16. In addition, she published her first story at 13 and a children's book at 15.

After graduation, she entered SUNY Empire in Manhattan to pursue a degree in journalism. During her junior year, she landed a part-time job at Forest Park Gazeette, a local newspaper with a reputation for its excellent coverage of local and regional events. 

At first, it thrilled her to work as a fashion writer, and she worked diligently on every assignment, eager to prove her worth. After almost a year, she lost the enthusiasm she originally had. The stories her managing editor assigned—bridal expos, pet fashion shows, retirement home makeovers—didn’t appeal to her any longer. 

She hungered for more fulfilling assignments, ones that made her feel excited about coming to work. While she didn’t allow her lack of enthusiasm to affect the quality of her work then, she feared it would eventually happen. 

By late summer, Heather’s restlessness had turned into quiet dread, and she became a clock watcher—-something she had never done. The Gazette’s latest assignment—-a fashion show for older adults—felt like a cruel joke. 

She stared at the assignment board, squeezing her fingers into a fist and mumbling angrily under her breath. Her face felt hot to the touch as anger overcame her. This position no longer provided the thrill it once did. Fashion writing had become boring, and she was desperate to leave it behind in the dust.  

Since she first entered university, she had struggled with the career question of becoming a journalist for a magazine or a columnist for a newspaper. The only thing she knew for sure was she wanted to be a writer. 

That evening, she sat across from her mother at their favorite cafe, sipping roasted espresso as the moon peeked through the clouds of late evening. They often came here when Heather had some time in the evening to spend with her mother. 

“Mom, I’ve been thinking about my future career, and I’ve made a decision,” Heather said in a low but steady voice. “I’m not accepting the full-time position the Gazette offered.”

Beverly glanced away from her coffee to look at her youngest daughter with a furrowed brow.

“What? I thought you were happy about the offer they made.

Heather took a minute to gather her thoughts.

“I thought I was, but it isn’t what I want any longer. Sure, it’s safe, but it’s just not something I want to do for a lifetime career.”

“I’m not sure I understand. Just where do you want to go from here?”

“I don't know, Mom, but fashion writing isn't it. It doesn’t feel challenging; it's the same thing day after day. I need more than that. It's important for me to enjoy what I do, and I need to find the niche where I fit and know I have some creative freedom in deciding what I'm going to write. I know there will be job assignments no matter where I go, but most places allow some creative freedom. The Gazette does not.”

Heather showed her mother the advertisement she had seen posted in the cafeteria at SUNY. The Music World was a music publication that opened about three or four months before. Their advertisement was for an assistant production assistant who would work closely with the senior editor. While the position in the advertisement stated it was entry level, it was for a music magazine, an area in which Heather had a substantial amount of knowledge.

“I’m applying,” Heather said. “I just need to update my resume with the additional experience I’ve gained from working at the Gazette.”

Her mother’s expression softened. “That’s a big step, but I know you love music and writing. It sounds like the perfect niche for you.”

“I think so, too,” Heather said. “And I need to make the leap. I need to feel like I’m accomplishing something.”

They sat without speaking for a moment as they pondered the potential effect of the decision Heather had presented. Beverly reached for Heather’s hand.

“Then take the leap,” she said. “Just make sure you land where you can exercise your talent and have some control over your writing assignments.”

Heather reassured her. "I know what I'm doing, Mom. Don't worry about anything. If you remember, I had six different offers at the time I accepted this one. You can be sure I won’t make a decision without weighing everything."

“I know you did, but you still need to be cautious about making any major changes. You love music, and you love writing, so the two of them together could be a good match for you. Just make sure you don’t accept anything that doesn’t meet your expectations.”

Heather smiled, showing her gratitude for her mother’s support. A flicker of unease suddenly stirred beneath the surface of her calm exterior while she sipped her coffee. There were things Heather had never told Beverly about Brian Jeffers or the reason she had first started writing. 

The conversation with Beverly at the cafe was only one of many conversations Heather had with her mother over the same topic. However, this was the first time she had gained her support. During previous conversations, Beverly had always reminded Heather of her own situation. 

After her husband died, it took her years of hard work to achieve her current position as vice president of advertising and marketing for Burns and Burns, one of the most prestigious public relations and marketing firms on the entire East Coast. 

While it hadn’t been easy, she had two girls and a boy to raise as a single parent. Tom had left her financially secure, but she needed something to do to keep herself busy and her mind off the pain of losing him. 

Both she and Tom had wanted the kids to have all the advantages, and she was going to ensure they had them. Although she didn’t understand what Heather wanted the Gazette couldn’t offer her, Beverly would support Heather’s decision.  

Heather mulled over her thoughts all night long, trying to decide if she should really leave the security of The Gazette and venture onto another career path. All those doubts dissipated when she remembered the latest assignment. Her reaction to the posting on the job board had surprised a co-worker who was standing nearby.  

“Is this a joke or what? Do they really expect me to cover a fashion show for older adults? Oh, Puh-leeze!! Give me a break here; my mother wouldn't even wear clothes like that. 

“Also, when have elderly adults ever attended fashion shows? I've talked to the designers myself, and everything they design focuses on people my age up to maybe their early 40s. While I don't read the fashion pages, it's easy to see what shows in the high-end stores like Macy's and Saks. I’m sorry, Patti. This just frustrates me.”

“Don’t worry about it, Heather. I understand how you must feel.”

Both her hands and lips were trembling as she paced the floor in frustration. No one had ever seen Heather so upset. She was usually very laid-back and took everything in stride. This time was different, and she planned to complain to her head editor.

The head editor was a matronly woman of about 55 with silver hair pulled tightly into a bun, much as her grandmother would have worn. She wore a navy business suit and heels. Though she understood Heather's concerns, she explained the decision was out of her hands.

“Are you serious? A fashion show for elderly adults? And you expect me to attend on my time?”

"I know you're young and you prefer covering the fashions you and your friends wear, but the paper feels this step is necessary to show the readers we are not catering to a select group. Though I may not agree with them. I cannot challenge the decision of upper management. 

“I work here, but I don't have any say in what goes in the paper. My job is to assign staff to cover stories my bosses assign. I don't always agree with their decisions, but I must abide by the rules. It won’t really be on your time. We will compensate you. Just submit an expense report since this will be outside of your normal working hours.”  

Heather walked out of the head editor’s office still grumbling under her breath.

She knew for certain she had to send her resume to The Music World and give it her best shot. When her father died, she began a journal to relieve her depression and followed it up with some crude poems and short stories based on events that had happened in her life. At 13, she won a $500 prize and publication for her story, Roses in the Meadow, that she submitted to a children's writing contest. Even though she was only 13, it was so well written several publications purchased reprint rights to that and several other stories she wrote. 

Before the age of fourteen, she had published a poetry anthology, a children's novella, and many essays and articles in various children's publications. At 15, she published a children’s novel. Throughout middle and high school, she received honors for many things she wrote for her English classes. Even the term papers she submitted received high acclaim for the quality of her research and development. 

Her middle school English teacher recommended her for the journalism curriculum at Forest Park Technical High School and gave her the credentials she needed to receive the highly coveted title of editor of Forest Park's high school newspaper. 

While being a bookworm didn’t help Heather win many friends, that was of no concern to her. She had her best friend Sheila Miller, who had been beside her since fourth grade. Sheila had been her rock when she received the news about her father’s death. She could remember it as if it were yesterday. 


Heather had just come back inside after morning recess when her teacher told her to gather her things and report to the office.

“Why, Mrs. Cooper?”

“I don’t know, Heather. I just received a message for you to report to the office. They didn’t tell me why.”

When she got to the office, her mother was waiting for her. Beverly's eyes were red and swollen, and her face was pale. 

“What’s wrong, Mommy?” Heather asked.

“Let’s go. We’ll talk when we get home.”

“You’re scaring me. What’s happened? Is something wrong with Daddy?”

“Let’s go to the car, and we’ll talk.”

When they got in the car, Heather questioned her mother again about what was happening. Instead of answering, they headed home. As soon as they got inside the door, Heather again asked what was going on.

“Mommy, why did I have to come home from school? Why have you been crying?”

“Sit down, Sweetie. I have some bad news.”

“What?”

“Daddy has been in an accident.”

“He’s going to be okay, though, right?”

“This is hard for me to tell you, but they said he couldn’t have survived the crash, but they can’t find him or his car.”

“Is he...dead?”

“They think so, yes.”

“NO! NO! It can't be!” 

After that, Heather ran to her room crying. She cried for days after that and wouldn’t see or talk to anyone, even her cousin Jodi in London. Sheila had tried to call and visit, but she refused to even see her until after the memorial service.


After Heather started therapy, Beverly bought her a journal, and she began writing. At first, it was memories of days with her father, but later it became stories and poems. Beverly never knew what she was writing, so she didn’t know it had started with the death of her dad.

She went back to her desk and began the outline of the article she needed to write. The fashion show was on Saturday, which meant she had to attend on her own time—another disadvantage of staying where she was—-even though the head editor had told her they would compensate her for her time. It still meant she couldn’t make any plans during the time of the fashion show. She knew it would always be that way, and it didn’t appeal to her. 

After she finished the outline and submitted her other completed work for the day, she prepared to leave. It had been a stressful day, and she was happy it was over. 

Her mother was still at work when Heather got home, so she got on her computer to update her resume. When she finished, she excitedly faxed it from the machine in her mother's home office. 

She wasn’t totally confident she had qualifications they needed, but she began planning her strategy all the same. Heather often lacked confidence when it pertained to her writing, but she didn’t let it prevent her from taking the challenge and running with it. While people had often told her she was an excellent writer, she just took it in stride. Being a pessimist was one of Heather’s negative traits.
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Heather knew music like she knew her own name, especially the biggest and most popular acts on the music scene. The hottest group on the scene for the past couple of years was England's Mark Spencer & The Rock Revolution, and she had every one of their US CDs and some of the British releases thanks to Larry and Jodi. They had only recently begun touring the US, and according to Jodi, that was because Mark had been at university. 

Sheila and Heather had attended every concert within a 75-mile radius of New York City, and about a year ago, she had discovered the blond guitarist in the group was her cousin Jodi's husband, Larry Danielson. She hadn’t taken notice of it up to that point because she hadn’t seen him since their wedding. 

Even when Jodi or Larry had sent her CDs of Rock Revolution that were not available in the US, it never crossed her mind to ask. She just assumed they had sent those CDs to her because they knew it was her favorite band, and they were in London where they could find them.

Heather had developed a huge crush on Mark Spencer, but she kept it to herself because she didn't want Jodi to attempt any matchmaking! She knew it would happen eventually because during a few phone calls with Jodi, she had mentioned Mark had seen some pictures of her with Jodi and had been asking questions. 

With the fact Mark had been asking questions, all Jodi had to hear was Heather had a crush on him to start on a matchmaking quest, and that wasn't what Heather had in mind. All she wanted right now was to find a job where she was happy and try to put all the memories of Brian Jeffers in the past forever.
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CHAPTER 2: The Shadow Beneath
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As Heather left the office for the day, she became deep in thought and recalled one of the many times Sheila had been her rock. It was after the incident with Brian Jeffers—an incident she wished she could forget. Even now, almost four years later, the memory of that fateful afternoon was still as clear as if it had happened yesterday. The clarity of that day had prevented her from trying to form a relationship with another guy. 

Her therapist couldn't even draw her out of the shell she had formed to prevent her heart from being hurt again. A year ago, she had sent Heather to see a hypnotist, hoping the power of suggestion would allow her to bury the memory, but she had buried it too deep within her to have the strength to eradicate it. 

After hypnosis didn’t help Heather bury the incident with Brian, Ellen felt the only remaining solution was for Heather to find someone who loved her enough to draw the sadness from within her into himself and will it away. No one with the strength to do that had walked into her life, and she doubted anyone ever would.

As she sat lost in her daydreams, she found the memory of that day coming back to her, haunting her, consuming her just as it did when it happened. She closed her eyes just for a second and saw Brian's face again and heard his cruel and scornful laughter the many times he made fun of her desire to stay a virgin until she found someone she really loved.

"What's love got to do with it? Christ, this is not one of your romance stories, Heather; this is reality. Grow up!" He threw his hands up in frustration as a look of scorn crossed his face. 

"Look who's talking! You're the one who sees nothing wrong with sleeping with every girl you go out with. Here you are, almost 20 years old, and you still let that thing between your legs make decisions for you. It's time you grew up and learned there's more to life than sex, and there's a difference between having sex and making love."

"Who cares? In the end, it feels the same."

"That's not what I hear from people who have been on both sides."

"Maybe you need to find out."

"And maybe I don't! At least not with someone like you."

She hated him for what he had tried to take from her, and no amount of jail time was going to give that back to her. Quickly, she pulled herself back to reality again, trying to put aside the memory of what had happened that afternoon. She had too many things to do now and had to quit worrying about the past. 
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Since that time, Heather had lost all desire to form a relationship with any other guy. Sure, she had a few dates here and there, but every guy she dated was only interested in sex. She finally just gave up and quit trying. 

When she entered SUNY in late summer of 1997, she carried a chip on her shoulder and refused to let any guy get close to her. Yes, she made some male friends, but that was all she ever allowed the relationship to be.

Most of the guys thought she was just shy or already had a boyfriend, but she had one male by the name of Cameron Asbourne who tried to get her to talk to him about things in her past. He knew something bothered her and encouraged her to talk about it with him.

“Cam, I really would rather not talk about it.”

“Why? You might find it healing.”

“I’m sorry, but this is something I would rather not talk about.”

“Is that the reason you don’t get close to other guys except as friends?”

“Yes, it is. Please don’t force me to talk about it. The incident happened on Valentine’s Day, and I still can’t get it out of my mind.”

“Okay, but if you ever want to talk about it, I’m here to listen.”

“I appreciate that, and I appreciate your understanding.”

Heather and Cameron remained friends until her sophomore year, when he began pressing her for more than just friendship.

“I told you from the start I wasn’t interested in a romantic relationship. Why can’t you just accept that?”

“Why? Because I want to be more than your friend, Heather.”

“Well, it’s not going to happen. If this is the way you feel, then I guess we just need to stop talking or hanging out together. I am not interested in a romantic relationship with you or anyone else. I need to go.”
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Two days after she had faxed her resume—-on Thursday, September 14th——her cell phone rang just as she left her last class and had stopped for lunch. She cautiously answered, as the number was not familiar.

"Hello?" Her voice was shaky and somewhat low as she attempted to find out who was on the other end. 

"May I speak to Heather Randall, please?" the caller asked in a very professional voice with well-articulated words.

"This is she," Heather said questioningly.

"Heather, hi! This is Gary Stevenson, senior editor for The Music World. I reviewed your resume, and it's quite impressive. When can you come in for an interview?" He sounded excited at the possibility of meeting her, and the tone of his voice showed how impressed he had been with her qualifications.

She trembled with excitement. They liked her resume, so she only needed to impress them at the interview, and she would have her dream job.

With her voice shaking, heart beating fast, and hands trembling, she tried to speak in as calm a voice as she could. "I am on my way to work, but I get off at 5:00. If that's inconvenient, I have some personal time I could take and leave early." She was trying hard not to yell out loud, but she was so excited she had butterflies in her stomach.

"No, that isn't necessary. I'm usually here until at least 7:00. The office is new, and we're still getting set up, so it often takes much longer than the regular workday to wrap everything up. Would you like to come this afternoon or would tomorrow be better for you?"

Another day and another time would mean more hours to be nervous. No, it would be better to go today before she thought about it longer and drove herself insane thinking about hundreds of ways to say the same thing.

"This afternoon would be perfect. Where is your office?" She carefully wrote the address precisely as he gave it to her. The last thing she wanted to do was be late for the interview.

"We're in the brick office building right across from Central Park. Are you familiar with it?"

"Certainly. Our building is within walking distance of there, so I can just leave my car in the parking garage."

"Great. I'll see you about 5:30 or 6:00; I’ll keep it flexible for you."

"Thank you. I should be able to make it by 5:30."

Fortunately, Heather had felt like dressing professionally when she left for class that morning, so she had worn a professional three-piece suit—–skirt, blouse, and blazer with high heels to match. Perhaps she had an inclination something good was going to happen. Was it a dream, or maybe a subconscious premonition? Whatever the reason, she was ready to take on the world.

Beverly was working from home that day, so when she finished eating, Heather called and asked her to bring some of her clips and bylines from her portfolio. She wanted to present some items from her portfolio at the interview.

“Mom, I need you to do me a huge favor. I got a call from The Music World on my way to lunch. They loved my resume and want me to come in this afternoon for an interview.”

“That’s wonderful for you. What do you need?”

“Can you go in my room, in the file cabinet and grab some of my published work from my portfolio? I want to present it at the interview.”

“Certainly. Where do you want me to meet you?”

“I’ll meet you in front of the building where the Gazette is. I’m so glad I decided to dress professionally this morning.”

“Okay, I’ll see you in about 20-25 minutes, depending on traffic.”

She finished lunch and headed back to the office to wait for her mother. She had just gotten to the building when she saw Beverly pulling up. 

“Thanks, Mom,” Heather said.

“You’re welcome and good luck.”

“Thanks, Mom. I have a good feeling about this interview.”
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Heather found it difficult to concentrate on what she had to do. The more she tried, the more distracted she became. Her hands were still trembling and her heart still beating fast as she thought about the upcoming interview. It didn't help that she was trying to concentrate on a fashion show for seniors, a subject that didn't interest her as a 21-year-old young woman. She had to put her best foot forward, though, because she didn't want to leave on an unpleasant note in case they offered her the position at Music World. 

By 5:00, she had wrapped everything up she could for that day and headed to the interview after refreshing her makeup and redoing her hair. As she walked the few blocks to the building, she thought intensely about what she wanted to say. While she rode the elevator to the ninth floor, she gazed around her, staring at all the people who were on the elevator with her, hoping they weren't going to the same place. As she got off, the surrounding scenery shocked her. Directly in front of the elevator was the entrance to the magazine. There was a huge glass door with gold lettering that introduced visitors to the office.

The magazine took up the entire floor, and it they had tastefully decorated the entire area in musical style: guitars and drums imprinted on the door; plaques on the outside walls denoting those who had been contributing influences in music, and she heard music from various genres as soon as she exited the elevator. 

As she walked inside, she saw the receptionist's desk, which she guessed was pure oak or mahogany. Each piece of furniture in the office matched exactly; even the décor on the walls blended in with the furniture. There was music memorabilia as far as she could see. There was nothing makeshift or cheap here. It was all carefully thought out and perfectly coordinated. 

After about five minutes, she came face to face with a man well over six feet tall with salt and pepper hair. She guessed his age was perhaps early, and he wore a perfectly tailored pinstriped business suit. He had an athletic build and wore wire-rimmed glasses that fit the oval shape of his face. The cologne he wore reminded her of what her father used to wear and made her a little sad. 

"You must be Heather. I'm Gary Stevenson. Please, follow me."  

As he led the way to his office, she looked at all the surroundings and wondered where she would sit if they hired her. His office was quite comfortable and professionally decorated, with an enormous window and a beautiful view overlooking Central Park. The desk took up most of the length of the room, with bookcases and a credenza behind it. His wall boasted many diversified accomplishments, including a Pulitzer Prize and many other literary awards. She felt so small compared to the obvious genius of the man before her, but then, she was only twenty-one years old.

"Please sit down and make yourself comfortable."

"Thank you. This is much more elegant than I expected."

"My company's philosophy is if you take care of your employees, you will earn their respect and help them reach their goals, which we hope will mirror ours. So... what exactly brings you to us? Better yet, what do you feel you can offer us?"  

He looked directly at her, being certain they made eye contact. He wanted to hear not only what she had to say, but he wanted to read into her thoughts as well. Over the years, he had become quite adept at doing that.

She thought intently about the question because she wanted to be honest without making it sound like she was just bored with her present position. She wanted Mr. Stevenson to understand she wanted more from writing than the area of fashion writing offered. It was essential for him to understand she believed writing for an entertainment magazine would fulfill her need for diversity in writing.

"My position at The Forest Park Gazette isn't offering me the challenge I had expected. I've been there for a year now, and I feel I've gone as far as I can go. Even though it's only part-time, I need something that is going to challenge both my intellectual and writing abilities, and fashion writing just isn't doing that for me."

"I see. What do you think we can offer you in that area?"

"With my experience and education in journalism, I feel there are more opportunities here for advancement and challenges. They knew me in high school as a whiz kid in music. There is nothing about modern music I don't at least have knowledge of unless, of course, you're talking alternative, rap, or heavy metal. I don't personally enjoy those genres, but that doesn't mean I wouldn't cover them as part of my job."

"Do you have a favorite type of music?" The grin on his face told her he wasn't doing this job for prestige but because he loved music as well.

"Doesn't everyone? Pop/rock is my favorite. I've been to several concerts with my friend Sheila to see MSRR. They have been my favorites since I heard their very first US single."

"As in Mark Spencer & the Rock Revolution?"

"You know them?" She seemed surprised he would be familiar with someone as young as the Rock Revolution.

"I have to become knowledgeable about artists in various genres in this business. Rock Revolution has been a favorite of teens and young adults since their first single hit the US airwaves two years ago." His facial expression told her he rather enjoyed it.

“True. My cousin's husband is in the group, but I've never been fortunate enough to meet any of the other band members. It's been three years since I've been able to visit Jodi, though we do write frequently and occasionally talk on the telephone. She and I are more like sisters than cousins.”

"Perhaps you will soon meet all the group members."

"Perhaps some time in my life that may become a reality." 

Ah, yes, that would be a dream come true. As much as she mistrusted men, she certainly would love to meet Mark Spencer. He was so talented, so easy-going on stage, and she was curious about what he was like in person. He seemed like such a gentleman. She couldn't see him ever so much as hurting a fly, let alone a woman.

"What hobbies do you have?"

"Reading, writing, music, computers, and hanging out with my friend Sheila."

"Boyfriend?"

"I'd prefer not to discuss my social life."

"As you wish. I see from your resume you've had some work published. Would you care to elaborate on that?"

"I can do better than that. I have brought some clips and bylines of some of the work I've published."

As he looked through her portfolio items, she could see by his expression her accomplishments impressed him. His eyes had become big as he looked at the ages when she had written and published some of the work. Included in her portfolio were some bylines from the column she had been writing for The Forest Park Gazette over the past year.

"Quite impressive for someone so young. I think you will fit in here nicely. When would you like to start?" By that time, he had leaned back in his chair and appeared quite relaxed as he spoke to her. Of everyone he had interviewed, he knew he had to hire this young woman. 

Her heart raced as she thought about it. This was a dream come true—-working for a music magazine! Her hands shook and her lips trembled as the excitement built up inside her.

"Two weeks so I can give proper notice to the paper." Her voice shook with excitement, so she had to choose her words carefully.

"That's understandable. Heather, what I'm offering you is the position of assistant entertainment director. What that means is you will assist me in deciding what articles we will publish. There will be times I may ask you to handle certain other aspects, such as editing tasks, writing articles, and interviews, because those are very sensitive issues requiring security and expertise, and our people are not always in positions to follow those as closely as I would like. We can work around your classes until graduation, and after graduation, I'm willing to pay you $28,000 annually plus bonuses and a review in six months. How does that sound?"

Her jaw almost dropped to the floor. Never in her wildest dreams had she thought she would make that kind of salary right out of university. 

“Wonderful, and it's actually much more than The Gazette offered me, with more of a challenge. Thank you, Mr. Stevenson.”

"Don't thank me, Heather; thank yourself. You're the one with the ability to do the job; I'm just the person who is giving you the opportunity to prove it. We get paid on the 1st and 15th, so it would be easier for payroll to just have you start on Monday, the 18th, which is a little over two weeks. Is that a problem for you?"

"No, not at all."

"Okay, then you be here on the 18th as soon as you finish class, and we'll put you to work. Until graduation, you'll receive $20 per hour with a flexible schedule, and when you become full time, you'll go on payroll at the salary we discussed."

"I'll be here. My last class usually ends by 1:30, though some days it's earlier."

"Just so you know, I don't always wear a suit. It depends on what I'm doing that day. Our dress code fluctuates between business and business casual, depending on the events of the day. You can come in on your first day in business casual, and when you see what your schedule involves, you will know how you need to dress for that day. I prefer my employees to dress businesslike, as you are now, when meeting with a client or doing an interview."

"That isn't a problem. I need to do the same thing now. Sometimes I just feel in the mood to dress professionally."

Her feet were flying high in the air as she left his office. She couldn't wait to give up the boredom of the paper and start doing something meaningful. She practically skipped back to her car, and as she did, almost forgot to be cautious and ask for an escort—-something she could regret in New York City at this time of the evening.

As she drove home, she was ecstatic, full of life, and ready to start this new chapter in her life. Maybe this job would help her put her fears to rest and allow her to move on to things that were important in her life. 

She still had a bounce in her walk when she got home, and as she faced her mother, there was no doubt in the mind of Beverly Randall her daughter had landed the dream job. She only feared Heather had jumped in too fast and taken less than her earning potential.

"Mom! I'm so happy! They offered me the job on the spot. I start on the 18th."

"So, how much did they offer you?" Her eyes were inquisitive, and she prayed Heather had enough ambition to go after only the best opportunity.

"Until I graduate, $20 per hour, and after graduation, they offered me $28,000 plus bonuses. The amount shocked me; I didn't expect more than maybe $24,000. The Gazette only offered me $23,000."

"Not bad for a SUNY senior at only twenty-one years of age."

"My point exactly, Mom."

"That's wonderful. I hope you'll be happy for years to come." Beverly saw how happy Heather was, so she knew it was the right decision. She taught her well, and this was a decision Heather made on her own.

"I'm sure I will be."

She gave her notice the next day when she went to work. Everyone at the paper was sad to see her go, but they knew she had to do what was right for her. The younger staff members envied her because they knew she was accepting a prestigious position that would allow her to reach her goals. Perhaps the new position held prestige because she would interact with famous people, those most people could only dream of meeting.

Over the next couple of weeks, she made it a point to tie up all loose ends. She had finished the article on the senior fashion show and had interviewed local celebrities and business owners. She wrote a biography about John Taylor, one of the richest men in New York. He had taken a small construction company that was on the verge of bankruptcy and turned it into a mega-corporation in just five years. 

On her last day of work, she went in at 12:00, because her co-workers had planned a going-away party that comprised a luncheon for eight. Some coworkers she knew she would never see again, but with others she exchanged addresses and phone numbers so they could stay in touch. Her head editor wished her the best of luck and told her they would look for her name in Music World soon. 

She was sad and happy at the same time as she gathered her personal items from her desk. After all, she had shared the best and worst times
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