
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Doctor Hamish McVay returns to his hometown after being gone for twenty-five years. His mother and father are starting to decline in health and are needing some help.

	Hamish is rescued by a giant of a man when horses break loose during a parade. The man turns out to be the one person Hamish doesn’t want to see. Glen Carlyle, the man who broke his heart twenty-five years ago.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	“Dr. McVay, your mother is on line three. She says it’s important and needs to speak with you right away.” His receptionist hung up. Hamish stared at the phone. His mother would never call him at the clinic unless it was an absolute emergency.

	“Mom, what’s wrong? Are you and Dad okay?”

	“Sweetheart, I’m so sorry to bother you at work, but your father fell this morning and was rushed to the hospital. He has a broken hip and will have surgery in about an hour. Hamish, I could really use your support right now.” His mother started crying.

	“Mom, please don’t cry. You’re breaking my heart. I’ll fly out in an hour or so and be there this afternoon. Is Dad at St. Thomas?”

	“Oh, you don’t know. St. Thomas isn’t taking patients. Dr. Wilson had a heart attack and passed away last month. There’s no one to run it, so it’s basically closed. Your father’s at Raytown Memorial. Please come as soon as you can.”

	“I didn’t know that. See you very soon. I love you, Mom, and tell Dad I love him, too.”

	 

	*

	 

	Hamish picked up the phone again and dialed his boss’s number. “Carl, I have a situation. My father fell and broke his hip and needs surgery. My mother’s alone, and she’s struggling. I’ll be leaving in fifteen minutes to get to them. Carl? Carl?”

	Carl barged into Hamish’s office. “Like hell, you’re leaving in fifteen minutes. There are patients to be seen. Your old man’s in the hospital being taken care of, and your mother must be there, too. So if she needs help, she’s in the right place.”

	Hamish stood up. He could feel his face was red with anger. “Are you fucking kidding me. These are my parents. They need me, and I’m going.”

	“Well then, it looks like you’ll be throwing away your opportunity to become a partner in this clinic.” Carl had a smirk of superiority on his face.

	“You know, Carl, you can shove that partnership crap up your ass. I should’ve been partnered here fifteen years ago.” Hamish sat at his desk and pulled out a drawer. He took out a folder and pulled several papers from it, then quickly wrote several things on the papers and handed them to Carl.

	Carl took the paper smugly. “What’s this?” He read the papers, paled, and went from smug to shocked. “You’re resigning? You can’t. I have to have enough notice to replace you.”

	“Once again, Carl, fuck you. I’m taking my thirty vacation days, and my resignation is effective as of that date. Plus, I contacted the board inquiring as to why I was rejected as a partner last month. Do you know what the answer was, Carl? You stopped it for the twelfth time. You did that, Carl. So once again, fuck you.”

	Carl stood gaping at Hamish.

	Hamish picked up a box that had his personal things in it. “You see, Carl, I planned on leaving here soon, but now I have reason to leave immediately.” He turned and walked out the door. He thanked the staff as he left the building.

	Hamish went home to his condo and packed several suitcases. He got the cat kennel out and hunted down his cat, Trina. Then he got Eddie, his toy poodle-Yorkie-Shih tzu mix’s harness, and took a cab to the small local airport. Hamish had called ahead, and they had his plane gassed and ready to fly. He loaded his pets and suitcases and took off for home. He looked at little Eddie and said, “Boy, we’re going home.”

	An hour later, Hamish landed at Roseland Airport. “Eddie, we’re home. Let’s go see Grandma and Grandpa.”

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Hamish rented a car and drove to his parent’s home. Once in his old room, he tossed his luggage in the corner, let his cat out of his carrier, and closed the door as he left. He walked Eddie and put him with the cat.

	Hamish reached for his phone and called his mother. “Mom, how’s Dad doing?”

	“Hamish, where are you?” His mother sounded very tired and sad.

	“I’ll be at the hospital in an hour. And Dad, how is he?”

	His mother was silent for a moment. He thought she was crying. “Honey, he isn’t doing so well. The surgery went well, but his heart... he’s struggling.”

	“I’ll be there soon. Hang in there, Mom.”

	 

	*

	 

	Hamish parked his car and rushed to the hospital entrance. A doctor met him as he walked through the doors. “Dr. McVay? I’m Dr. Herb Henderson. Your mother asked me to meet you and take you to your father’s room.” He shook Hamish’s hand.

	“It’s Hamish. Let’s go.”

	“He’s not doing so well. His heart is struggling even with medication. At this point, Magnes may not have much time.”

	They reached his father’s room, and his mother met him with a big hug and some tears. Hamish looked over at his father. He looked so frail and small. He could feel the tears well up.

	“Emily, none of that now. Our son’s home. Are you here to just take care of your old man?” his dad asked.

	“No, Dad, I’m here to stay. You got to get off your lazy ass so I can reopen the hospital in Roseland. I’ll need your assistance with that.” Hamish had reached his father and took his hand.

	The old man suddenly looked years younger. “Are you fucking kidding?”

	“Magnes, your language.” His mother gave them both the mom-look.

	“Dad, I really mean it. I’m selling my condo. I resigned from the clinic, and I’m going to sell my shares. Carl’s going to shit his pants when he finds out I’ve been buying up the shares in that clinic. The idiot should never have opened that can of worms.”

	“That Carl was always an asshole. He deserves every bit of bad karma he gets,” Hamish’s dad said.

	Dr. Henderson interrupted, “It seems all you needed was to have that son of yours come home. Your vitals are much better.”

	Hamish turned to his mother. She was weepy-eyed. “Mom, Dad’s going to be okay. I know you were scared, but the worst is over.”

	She walked into his arms and hugged him tight. She then asked, “Did you really mean it? You’re home to stay? You really mean it about the hospital?”

	“Yep, my dear old Mom, I sure do. We have some stuff to arrange before Dad gets home. He’ll need a hospital bed, walker, and portable pot. We need to open the downstairs bedroom that Grandma used to have. We’ll have to have some handrails installed in that bathroom. I’ll take care of that in the morning.”

	“Nobody died and put you in charge. I’m not moving into the sick room,” Magnes said and crossed his arms in defiance.

	Emily said sharply, “Okay, then it’s off to the rehabilitation center for six weeks.”

	That was the end of the conversation.

	 

	*

	 

	Hamish’s father’s recovery was amazing. After four weeks, he was able to get around very well, although he needed a wheelchair for long distances.

	The family decided to go to the Fourth of July Parade. It was always a fun event in Roseland. The community was a rural farming community. There would be floats, tractors, kings and queens riding in the back of convertibles, the high school band, horses, and horse-drawn wagons.

	Hamish watched the parade and really enjoyed the pageantry. He noticed an unsupervised toddler. The little guy was collecting candy thrown off the floats. The clopping of giant hooves brought his attention back to the parade. It was a team of four horses pulling a wagon full of children. Hamish noticed the horses seemed to be very nervous. He glanced to the left and saw the little guy from earlier run into the street. This caused the horses to spook, and they charged right for the child. Hamish dashed out and grabbed the little boy. The horses closed in so quickly that all he
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