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For all my readers—

I wish for everyone to discover their
purpose and share it widely in the world.

I hope we can all be Dharma Inspired.


CHAPTER ONE

 


 


Christmas in Arizona is always interesting.
Will it be cold enough to feel like winter and the holidays? Will
we get the infrequent photo capture of snow on the saguaro cactus?
You just never know. Many years, temperatures will be in the
sixties and lots of sunshine. Sometimes, however, it will cloud
over and we could have freezing temperatures overnight. That’s what
we’re getting this year.

I got out of my car and crossed the parking
lot, wrapping my jacket around me just a little tighter as the wind
caught it. I was actually shivering! As I approached the large tan
adobe-style building with tall glass front windows, I also glanced
up at the dark clouds moving in. Rain is coming, and maybe the
forecast is right? Light dusting of snow by morning.

I opened the front door to find the work
crew still putting the finishing touches on our new spa. My name is
Libby Madsen. My business partner, Alexis Johnson, and I have had
the dream of opening a day spa for many years. We’re both licensed
massage therapists and met about ten years ago at trade school and
became fast friends. Ever since, our full focus has been on
building a business together. Our version of ‘day spa’ is meant to
be not only a place for massage, but overall relaxation therapies.
Alexis is also a meditation teacher so we have created a space
where she can hold her sessions and events, too. Someday we hope to
incorporate a physical therapy unit to complement our current
offerings. But, one step at a time; we are still figuring out how
to afford our first phase.

“Good morning!” I called out to no one in
particular as I made my way through the front door.

Somewhere from the depths of the building I
heard, “Libby!”

Ahhh, Alexis beat me here. I ventured back
through another set of doors toward the office at the back of the
building. Before the contractors fired up their power tools, the
place felt cold, empty, dusty, and lifeless. However, I could
easily imagine a day soon where I would walk through these large
open spaces filled with warm colors, furnishings, and, most
importantly, clients.

“Hey, you!” I greeted, as I swooped in and
set my bag down on the floor in the far corner. There were stacks
of varying sizes of wood and hardware strewn out all over the
floor. Alexis is the shining example of woman empowerment. Here she
was in the midst of building a desk, and yet, her creamy mocha
complexion glowed as though she was a woman of leisure, kicking
back and eating bon-bons. Not a hair out of place and, of course,
dressed stylishly in her deep blue flowing tunic which covered a
black turtle-neck long-sleeved shirt and yoga pants. Who puts
makeup on while construction is going on? My friend, Alexis, that’s
who! Perfect natural shades with a peachy glow. Angelic. “Wow,
great progress on the desk construction!”

“You know, it’s kind of therapeutic
actually. But, I’m very happy we’re not building all the
furniture!” She smiled and hopped right up, came over and enveloped
me into a graciously warm hug. We stood there for a long moment
savoring the embrace. Alexis always greets everyone with
amazing warmth and love—it’s just who she is. I’ve learned to
relax, accept, and appreciate every time I receive one of her
greetings. “Welcome to another beautiful day at the spa, my
friend,” she whispered, squeezed my shoulders, then released
me.

“Looks like they are making great progress
out there. Should be done any day, right?” I asked, looking around
just outside the office door.

“That’s what they tell me,” she replied,
with an edge to her voice that indicated she didn’t fully believe
it.

I knelt down on the floor and looked over
the instructions that were laid out near the wooden pieces closest
to me. I’m fairly handy as long as I have instructions, but forget
it if I’m expected to engineer something from scratch. Not my
strength at all.

“It’s really coming together though, isn’t
it? I mean, six months ago, we saw this shell of a building and it
was all still a dream. Now, we have the inside rooms constructed,
and we’re so close to furnishing, decorating, and finishing it all
out.” Goosebumps appeared on my arm. Dreams do come
true!

“I know! So exciting, isn’t it?” Alexis all
but squeaked in her excitement. “Hey, do you see a piece labeled
‘G’ or ‘H’? Maybe right under those…” she pointed to a stack of
wooden desk parts.

“Yep, got ’em. Here let me hold that …
there.”

We worked together for the next hour, in
sync following the directions and both lost in our own thoughts.
Sounds of drills and hammering were coming from all points
throughout the building. It would be good when it was nice and
quiet in the building. I could imagine it, but right now it was
still very much a noisy construction zone.

“You know, Christmas is right around the
corner,” Alexis piped up. “I really am not ready … I swear we’ve
been so concentrated on the business, I nearly forgot I have a
three-year old who is bouncing off the ceiling over Santa’s arrival
soon. What kind of Mom am I?”

“I’m sure Joshua doesn’t know your attention
is elsewhere. You are so good at being present where you are and
especially with him,” I smiled.

“Aww, I hope that’s the case. I still have
shopping and wrapping to do and feel like it’ll never get done in
time. It always does though, so I’m not going to worry.”

“No worrying. You know it doesn’t do any
good,” I laughed.

“Hey, what’s your favorite Christmas
memories with your mom when you were a kid?” she asked.

I had to think about that one. “You know, I
think I loved how both my parents really got into the spirit of the
holidays. From Thanksgiving on, our home was decorated to the hilt.
They put Clark Griswold to shame!” I giggled remembering the lights
my dad would string up all over our property and how bright
it was at night.

“That sounds fun! Well, you know very well …
my family is part Hindu and part Christian. My parents raised us
kids as Christian, but my maternal grandparents were Hindu. Mom
tried to keep some of the Hindu traditions going, but after her
parents died, it’s almost as though she chose not to remember
anymore.” Alexis sat back for a moment, lost in her memories. “We
did have a Christmas tree, but I don’t recall a lot of decorations.
Pretty simple stuff. I remember she was always trying to get us
kids to not focus on the commercialized aspects of the
holiday. Instead, she would teach the biblical and religious
origins. As kids, I don’t think we really appreciated that, but I
do now.”

“Oh man, talk about commercialization of a
holiday—inside my childhood home, we had garland on stair
banisters, huge Thomas Kincade-like village scenes, gingerbread
houses, snowmen, and Santa scenes throughout the house—every
surface was filled with some type of decoration. I remember
it felt like a winter wonderland. I loved it!” I reminisced in
wonder.

“I loved baking with my mom!” she said
excitedly, but then suddenly looked sad. “I do miss her dearly.” I
reached out for her hand and squeezed. I knew how she felt; I
missed my dad terribly, too.

“I really enjoyed baking as a kid, too. Ok,
maybe it wasn’t so much the baking, but definitely decorating
cookies … and then eating them! Hey, maybe you, Joshua and I
should plan a day before Christmas where we bake some goodies?”

“I’d love that! And I know Joshua will be
game. He doesn’t even remember his grandmother since he was just
born when she died.” I saw her choke back her sadness again.

“How do you honor your Hindu religion at the
holidays?” I asked.

“I make sure to share stories of our
ancestors back in India. Joshua loves hearing all about the
festivals filled with scrumptious food and celebratory dancing.
They celebrate something called Pancha Ganapati. I honestly don’t
remember a whole lot about that tradition, but I know it’s held in
December—nothing to do with Christmas, mind you. I know my mom
tried to educate us, but as kids, we just really loved the
Christian holiday more. Grandma probably rolls in her grave seeing
how Americanized we truly are!”

“Sad she also passed before Joshua could
meet her,” I said.

My friend had a wistful look on her face,
but didn’t say a word.

After tightening a few more screws, we both
stood, one on each side, and lifted the desk into place.

“Perfect!” We stood by admiring our
handiwork.

My eyes widened and I got as excited as a
kid on Christmas morning … “Hey! We’ve been talking about having a
grand opening party for the spa. What about throwing a
holiday-themed party?”

I saw my friends’ shoulders slump forward.
Poor woman, she can’t carry any more weight of the holidays than
she already is.

I continued, sweeping my arms wide, side to
side, and venturing into each room as she followed me around.
“Don’t worry, I’ll handle it all! Christmas trees here … and here
…” I ran from one side of the room to the next. “And maybe over
there, too. Garland, and tons of lights! Imagine this place just
lit up! We could have several appetizer stations—like, over
there … and there. Drink stations in several places. With
everything spread out, it disperses the people too.” I just kept
running from one corner to the next, illustrating my vision for the
perfect grand opening holiday party.

Finally, Alexis cut in. “Um, Libby?
Christmas is literally three weeks from now. The spa is due to open
by end of this week. How on earth would we be ready for a
party? I’m barely ready for the holidays at home.”

“I know, I know. But, they have party
planners that can take care of it all…” I proceeded to remind her
how the painting, flooring, and furniture delivery was all due to
be done within the next two days. The contractors will be gone and
then we’d just have to decorate for the party. “We’ll get caterers
for food and drink. I’d take care of it all—leave it to me.”

“We do still have a little money left in our
start up budget. I can’t imagine you’d find a party planner on this
short notice, but hey—” she hesitated, still looked a bit forlorn,
but then broke into her huge effervescent smile and said, “go for
it!!”
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