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  For my Mother,


a book she might actually read.








  
  Scripture


“But Mary kept all these things and

pondered them in her heart.”

(Luke 2:19) KJV








  
  one
1


“Holly, I think I finally finished them?” My teaching assistant came over with a pile of papers. 
“You are the best!”  I took the pile.  
“It took long enough!”  Chelsea laughed.  “I love helping kindergartners learn, but the testing isn't nearly as fun.”  
“Preaching to the choir.”  I laughed.  “Are you coming to the staff Christmas party tomorrow night?”
“Yes, and I'm bringing my boyfriend.  I had to tell him there was going to be a desert table, but he agreed to come.” Chelsea flashed me a smile.
“Right, that reminds me... I'm supposed to make chocolate covered pretzel sticks that say naughty and nice.”  I made a face.  
Chelsea laughed.  “I loved your pilgrim ones you brought in for Thanksgiving.  They were the best.”  
“They are until you eat a ‘naughty’ one.”  I grinned.  
“Save one for me if you get here before I do.  I know they will disappear first.”  Chelsea nodded. 
My timer went off.  “Kids are done with music class.”  I sighed. 
“One more day and we get to recover.”  Chelsea put a hand on my shoulder.
“Thank you for everything you do.  Work would be a lot less fun without you.”  I made a sad face.  
“I still have two years until I graduate, and I'm planning on staying on until then.”  Chelsea and I walked out of the door.  
“Mrs. Web is retiring in two years.”  I smiled.  
“I know.”  Chelsea wiggled her eyebrows. “And I am planning on taking her spot.”
I laughed.  “If you need help studying for your license to be a teacher, I'd be happy to step in.”  
“I might take you up on that.  I'm going to finish this year and then start studying for it.  I hear it's hard.”  Chelsea told me as we walked down the hallway.
“I passed my first time around, but I do know a few that never did.”
“I would hate to do all this work for nothing.”  Chelsea made a face.  
“Not nothing. You can be my assistant forever if you want.”  I laughed.
Chelsea laughed and shook her head. We both knew she had other plans. I would miss her when she graduated. 
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Iplaced the naughty and nice pretzel sticks on the dessert table. I hoped I made enough. I thought about my teaching assistant and slipped sealed pretzel sticks in my purse, just in case. 
The speakers started playing music.  The Christmas music was a nice touch.  It made the season feel a little more real.   Today was the last day for the kiddos.  I would miss them, but I was ready for the break.
I sat down at an empty table with my drink.  I watched the fourth grade teachers’ two kids run around the stage together.  She yelled at them and I fought a giggle.  I was off duty. Blissful peace covered me.   
A few minutes later, Chelsea sat down beside of me.  “Ted is scoping out the desert table.  I told him I didn't know if we were supposed to eat yet, but he said it was better to ask forgiveness.”
“Than permission.”  I finished. 
“Exactly.”  Chelsea laughed.
Ted sat down.  “I got you three of those pretzel rods you said you wanted.”  Ted pushed them over.  
“Sh...”  She hissed.
“What?  They're not contraband.”  Ted rolled his eyes.  “Hey, I'm Ted, since Chelsea is too rude to introduce us.”  He held out his hand.
I laughed.  “Holly.”  I shook his hand.      
“He only came for the food.”  Chelsea whispered.
Ted took a bite and nodded.  “These are really good.”  He held up the pretzel stick to Chelsea.  “See, it says I'm nice.”  
Chelsea rolled over her pretzel sticks.  “And I'm naughty?”  Her eyebrows went up.  
“They have more chocolate.”  He pointed at the pretzel.  “See Chels, I'm always thinking of you.”  He flashed her a grin.
Chelsea laughed.  “I'd be mad, but... you're right, I'd rather have more chocolate.”  
I grinned. “Good, because I got you reinforcements.  I handed her the two I saved in my purse.”  
Chelsea held up five pretzel sticks.  “At least Holly gave me one that said I'm nice.”  
Ted grinned.  “She doesn't know you like I do.”
Chelsea backhanded him.  “Ignore him.  Are you all packed up?”  
“Yep, but it's sitting on the couch at home.  I'm running home and then I'm leaving as soon as this is over.”  I grinned.  “I've been promised hot chocolate when I arrive.”
“Maybe I should come too.”  Chelsea wiggled her eyebrows.  
I laughed.  “We can have a hot chocolate day when we get back from break.” 
“Even better.” Chelsea grinned. 
“It can be our science project for the day.”  I pointed at her. 
“I'd buy that.” Chelsea nodded her head.
I laughed.  The rest of the party flew by.  The next thing I knew, I was walking to my car. 
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“Holly, please tell me you will be careful.” My mother's voice was full of concern. 
“I'm always careful.”  I put my bag in the backseat.  “Mom, do you have an extra fan?”  
“Uh...”
“So, that's a no.”  I ran back in and grabbed my fan from my bedroom and stuffed it in the car with my blanket and pillow.  “Look Mom, I love you, but I have to go so I can go.”  I laughed. 
“Sure Honey, love you.”  She waved through the screen.
I flashed her the American Sign Language I love you sign.  She flashed it back, and I ended the conversation and threw my phone on the passenger seat.  It was already getting later than I liked, but I wanted to make it back tonight. 
I closed the door and ran back in to double check I wasn't missing anything when I saw my phone charger.  I pulled it out of the wall and got a water bottle out of the refrigerator.  I scanned the house.  Everything was fine.  I locked the door behind me and made my way back to the car.
I tapped the garage button and pulled out.  It was supposed to rain later tonight, but I couldn't remember when.  I made a face in my rearview mirror. With the time change, it was already pitch black out.  
I would need some music.  I turned up the radio.  I usually enjoyed road trips, but it wasn't as much fun by myself.  I stopped at the stoplight.  A few minutes later, I was on the highway pointed towards the little village of Amanda that no one has actually heard of. 
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It started to rain. I slowed down. I didn't want to wreck. I didn't have time to deal with that. That's when I saw a lot of lights ahead of me. I slowed down further. The lane on the left appeared to be closed, but I was stuck in that lane. I went through at a snail's pace. 
I saw a car with its hazard lights on.  It was being loaded onto a tow truck.  I felt bad for whoever it was; they were probably trying to get home for Christmas too.  That's when I noticed the car was cherry red and reminded me of something.  I leaned over slightly.  The license plate said Winters.
“No.”  My mouth fell open.
I rolled down my window to get a better look.  A familiar figure had a backpack on.  He turned away from the road like he was confused.  
“Bryan!  Is that you?”  I called.  
The figure turned around.  “Holly?”  Surprise covered his face.  
A horn started blaring behind me.  I put on my caution lights and pulled over on the side of the road.  Bryan leaned in the passenger side window. 
“What happened?”  I leaned towards him.  
“Some kid side swiped me when he passed me.  He wasn't paying attention.  With the rain, my car lost control and hit a tree.”  Frustration filled Bryan's voice.  “The kid at least apologized.  His Dad ripped him a new one when he showed up.  I think my car might be totaled.”  He made a
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