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GRANTED WISHES

Sometimes True Love needs a little help. That’s where the Fairy Godmothers’ Union, True Love Local steps in. This collection includes all the Fairy Godmothers’ Union tales to date:

‘In Every Day an Hour’ is the story of Jordan and Renata, who were divided by misunderstanding before they ever had the chance to get started together. It takes a dose of magic to dispel the misunderstandings and give love its chance.

In ‘Happy to be Stuck With You’ it takes a fairy godmother’s interference to get practical security-expert Craig and New Age mystic Amy together in one place long enough to see past their differences.

‘In Your Dreams’ calls on the fairy godmothers to free Linda from the enchantment that has kept her from being her true self and letting Tony, the man she secretly loves, see the true beauty within her.

‘Mission Improbable‘ is the story of a couple in trouble - until a fairy godmother helps them to see each other a little differently…

In ‘Unmasking‘ it takes a fairy godmother’s interference to get Rosalie the right costume to wear to the Comix Convention where she and Steele can each discover the other’s true identity.

‘Switcheroo‘ and ‘Sweitchertoo‘ tell the stories of two college room mates with very different lives. A fairy godmother’s magic allows them to learn what they need to know to improve their love lives by stepping into one another’s shoes.

‘Faire Play’ In her Renaissance Festival role as Lady Marlinda, Marly meets the roguish Laszlo, ‘a troubadour of ill-repute,’ and wonders how much of his flirtatious role is true to Miklos, the man behind it.
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IN EVERY DAY AN HOUR

from the files of the Fairy Godmothers’ Union, True Love Local

SIX YEAR-OLD RENATA SPALDING DIDN’T realize that this would be the last time she saw her fairy godmother. The meadow simmered with the songs of crickets and stirred with the bobbing dance of daisies and sunlit grasses in the green-scented breeze. The high whine of a cicada sounded from the windbreak standing in the way of any view of the lake. Renata lounged in the meadow grass as easily as if it were the living room rug at home – never minding what her mother might say about grass stains and wood ticks. Whenever she was with her godmother, the meadow seemed like a larger, wilder kind of room in a larger, wilder home than her own.

“What is it, Gomamma?” she asked the white haired woman who sat, more properly, above her on a stump near the overarching maple at the edge of the meadow.

“I think you’re old enough to say, ‘Godmother’ now, Rennie. Or even, ‘Arabella,’ which is my name, you know.” Her tone might have seemed stern if not for its warmth.

“But you’ve always been ‘Gomamma.’ It would be like talking to someone else if I called you different.” Pleased with her logic, Renata smiled up, basking in her godmother’s warmth.

Arabella laughed. “Well, I probably won’t be seeing you again, so there’s no point in changing it now.”

“Why won’t I see you again?” A cloud crossed the summer warmth in which Renata had felt so at ease.

“Oh, my dear child. People are always leaving this world – everyone does it one day or another, and I must be going sometime soon.”

“But I don’t want you to go!” The cloud grew darker. Her small hands gripped a withered one that felt as sturdy as any tree root and surely would not easily let go of the world?

“Don’t fret. There, there, now.” Her godmother patted the child’s hands. “I have a goodbye present for you – weren’t you just asking what it was?” Arabella’s tone was as warm as ever, reassuring in its calm strength.

“I didn’t know it meant goodbye. I don’t need one. You should stay.” Renata still clung to her godmother’s hand.

“Oh, but this is a magic present, and you haven’t seen it yet.” Arabella’s eyes twinkled.

Renata paused at that. “Like the magic tadpole you showed me, that turned into a frog? Or the caterpillar that turned into a Monarch butterfly? I saw those on TV, too. It doesn’t seem like real magic if it’s on TV.”

“I think you’ll like this magic better. It will give you a wish.”

Renata straightened at that, releasing Arabella’s hand at last. “A wish?”

“Just one, and the timing must be right. It must come straight from your heart.” Arabella pulled something shiny from a pocket in the long, many-pocketed, flowered vest she wore over a short-sleeved shirt and sturdy beige trousers. She let it slip between her fingers, revealing a shiny blue stone hanging from a shimmering golden chain.

“Ooo.” Renata reached out to touch the stone, so like a chunk of the sky, ringed in its golden setting. “Only one wish?”

“Yes, greedy thing.” Her godmother laughed at her again. “One wish in every day – but there’s only one hour in the day when it will work, and you never know which hour it will be. It’s not always the same hour, so don’t think you can figure it out – and, as I said, the wish must come from your heart.”

“Why is magic always so tricky?”

“It’s only tricky when you look at it from the outside – just as trying to describe how your feet work is harder than simply walking from here to there.”

“Hmm.” Renata held out her hand, accepting the stone as it dropped from her godmother’s fingers. “Thank you.” Renata looked up again, studying Gomamma’s lined face, her heart filled with a mix of wonder, gladness and regret.

“Am I forgiven, then, for going away?” Arabella rose to her feet in stages, at first bent, with hands on knees, then straightening slowly, with a sigh.

“Yes. But I’m still sad.”

“So am I,” Arabella confessed, “but that’s part of the magic.”

When Renata returned to the rental cabin where the family summered, her mother asked where she’d been so long. “I was starting to worry.”

“Just out on the meadow.” Renata drooped where she stood. “My fairy godmother is going away. I won’t see her anymore.”

“I’m sorry, honey,” her mother said aloud. Under her breath she muttered, ‘about time.’ “Jennifer and George are down by the beach. Why don’t you go play with them?”
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Twenty three years later

Jordan Colfax took his place at the conference room table on the twenty-first floor and Renata Spalding kept her eyes deliberately elsewhere. She studied the scrawled notes on the legal pad before her, then let her gaze wander to the view beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking downtown Minneapolis and a lovely skyscape of strato-cumulous clouds in the crisp blue of the December sky.

Better to look anywhere else than to catch the scornful glint in Jordan – Mister Colfax’s – eyes when he happened to glance her way. Better to avoid looking anywhere in his general direction – despite the intrinsic pleasure of seeing him. His strong features aligned around knowing eyes beneath the stern dark brows and thick head of dark hair as he bent over a sheaf of notes. It spoke well of his tailor that those broad shoulders fit so neatly beneath his suit jacket as he took his usual casual pose, top shirt button open, paisley silk tie loosened, as at ease in his high-backed leather swivel chair as a lion surveying its pride. He’d be perfect, if only he weren’t such a huge jerk.

Ordinarily she might distract herself in conversation with her fellow representatives from the IT Department, but with Maggie retiring from her position as director of the web design team and the leadership role now open, the other members of the team were oddly quiet. Each of the three sat apart from the others, seeming occupied in their own thoughts.

Renata hardly knew whether to hope for the position. She’d been on the team longer than anyone, knew every CSS class and ID tag in the HTML, every hex code and where the PhotoShop originals were filed for every jpeg, ping and gif. But her heart sank, seeing Jordan at the table. Things never seemed to go her way when he was involved.

Strange how her heart could sink while other parts of her never failed to spring alert at his presence. When they’d first met she’d thought she caught a different kind of look from him, something hot, almost predatory, that made her melt even in memory. When had that changed? How had he gone so suddenly from steam heat to deep freeze?

“Thanks for coming, everyone.” Jordan sat forward, addressing the group, sparing no particular look for Renata. As liaison between upper management and the Information Technology department, he presided over the meeting. “I’ll be brief and you can all get back to more interesting things than listening to me relay the latest memos from Management.”

A few people chuckled at that. He placed both hands on the table top, leaning in further, seeming to take the reins of the team with only a sweeping glance. “Management has decided on a new team leader to step into Maggie Roark’s position.”

Renata looked up, her notes for design improvements forgotten. This was it. She held her breath, hardly daring to hope.

“We took Ms. Roark’s recommendations into account.”

She crossed her fingers. Maggie had promised to put in a good word for Renata.

“And we studied the year-end performance reviews and qualifications for all candidates. I’m happy to announce that Ted Dickson will be leading the web design team starting today.”

Renata clapped robotically along with the others, making her smile a mask. A roaring filled her ears. She heard only noise. Dickson! The newest member of the team? What the hell? How was he better qualified than she was? How could she protest without sounding like a petulant child?

The rest of the meeting passed as if it were some too-familiar re-run of an old TV show playing with the mute button on. Until, toward the end, Jordan brought up the Green Team’s agenda, an issue Renata had taken to heart.

“Before you go, I’ll need a few suggestions for things your department can do to help the company’s Go Green drive.”

“We already recycle.” Dickson spoke in tones of annoyance.

Renata raised her hand.

Jordan pointed to Harvey Stoltz, the IT manager.

”He’s right. We already recycle,” he said, shrugging. “And that includes sending used equipment to a salvage operation.”

Renata kept her hand up.

Jordan looked around the table. “Anyone?” He pointed to Andy, one of the developers.

“We can power down all non-critical equipment that’s not in use.” Andy shrugged, too, looking around with a pleading expression.

“We already do that too,” Harvey muttered.

A long moment of silence. Renata’s hand remained up, alone above the heads of all at the table.

Jordan scowled, gave her a nod. “You.” He looked away.

“We go through a lot of Styrofoam coffee cups in the break room,” she said, keeping her tone mild. “I hear they make compostable ones now. We could switch to those or even invest in some non-disposable mugs for visitors. Most of us,” she nodded around the table, “bring our own ceramic mugs already and it’s mainly the visitors who use the Styrofoam ones. We could even get ceramic mugs with the company logo on them.”

“Someone would have to wash them,” Andy noted.

“Make it part of the regular break room clean-up rotation,” Harvey suggested. “That’s a great idea, Renata. We could get some reusable water bottles with the logo, too, make them available at a discount to employees. I’ve been seeing a lot of the disposable bottles in recycling. We should cut down on that waste.”

Renata hoped she showed no sign of how smug she felt at the moment. Mr. stick-up-the-butt Colfax had looked pained to have to acknowledge her, acknowledge that she might have something to contribute. But lo and behold, she did have something to contribute, and others had no problem picking it up and running with it.

Her satisfaction was short-lived. As the meeting broke up she recalled that Dickson was now her superior on the web design team.

What the hell was Mr. Jordan Colfax’s issue with her? Did he have something to do with management’s odd choice for Maggie’s successor? He said they’d considered Maggie’s recommendation, but it sure didn’t sound that way. Why wouldn’t they listen to Maggie? Someone must have spoken against her recommendation. The way Colfax looked at her made her suspect she knew the source. But if he had a problem with her, how could she address it? She only ever saw him at meetings where her personal issues had no place.

He probably wanted her to protest, to act petulant and demanding, and give him the chance to put her down in public. Damned if she’d give him the satisfaction. Renata headed, steaming back to her desk.
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Neatly side-stepping the paths of a couple of people who clearly wanted a word after the meeting, Jordan headed straight for the elevators at the end of the hall. Time now to prepare a memo to the board, updating IT’s status, then check in with the Holiday Party committee. He’d volunteered as facilities liaison, which had turned into even more of a hassle than last year’s giant snafu of a party.

The elevators made only slow progress up from the skyway level. Must be stopping at every floor. It gave Harvey Stoltz a chance to catch up with him.

“Got a second there, Jordan?”

“Just.” He nodded to the lighted numbers over the elevators, showing their advance, the nearest still six floors below them.

“Why in hell did the board put Dickson in charge of the design team? He just got here – you know there’s gonna be a bitch of a learning curve before he gets a handle on everything.”

“Not my decision,” Jordan told him. And it wasn’t.

“Don’t you have some pull with the board? They’ll listen to you, won’t they? That Spalding gal knows our sites inside out. Maggie had her taking over the most of it already...”

“Sorry, Harvey.” Jordan shrugged. The elevator dinged its arrival. Thank God. “The board members have already made their choice.” He edged into the elevator as a couple of business-suited colleagues exited.

As it happened, the board did listen to his recommendations. Too bad about the design team having to deal with Dickson’s learning curve. Too bad Spalding was such a conniving witch. You’d never know it to look at her. When they’d first met he’d even thought there was something special about her… no. By the time he’d learned of her part in doctoring that photo it had been too late to do him any good in the settlement, but damned if she’d get ahead in this company while he could do anything about it.

Just as the elevator doors started closing again Jack Litton slipped between them.

“Jordan, my man!” Jack raised a hand as if to high-five Jordan’s, then lowered it when Jordan failed to follow suit. “I’m glad I caught you.”

“Are you?” Jordan surveyed Litton coolly, looking down his nose at the slightly shorter, whip-thin man. Back when they’d palled around people had compared them to brothers, given that they shared the same dark coloring, but that was all they shared these days. “I’d think you’d want to stay out of my way, Litton.”

“You’re not still on about that little prank are you?” Jack stepped back. The two stood alone in the elevator as it shot upward.

“That little prank cost me custody of my kid,” Jordan growled, poking Litton ‘s chest with his forefinger. “Renata Spalding may have doctored that photo, but I got Monica’s lawyer talking recently and he says you’re the one who gave him the prints. What was it? You thought you’d help Monica out of the kindness of your heart?” Poke. “She pay you off?” Poke. “Or was there something more between you? It would be just like her to set me up as a philanderer when she was the one playing around…”

As he spoke, Jordan advanced on Litton until the slighter man stood backed up against the elevator doors, and stumbled backward when they slid open behind him. Jordan exited, leaving Litton behind without another word.
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“Ready for our skywalk?” MaryAnn leaned into Renata’s gray-walled cubicle.

“I’ll say. Let’s get out of here.” Renata logged off, shutting down per company policy whenever leaving one’s desk for more than a few minutes. She jumped up, grabbed her bag, slung it over her shoulder and joined MaryAnn en route to the elevator, as eager to escape the office as if the building were burning.

“Are we racing today?” MaryAnn had to hustle to keep up with Renata’s longer legs.

As she reached the elevators, Renata slapped the ‘down’ button hard. “Sorry.” She took a conscious breath. Deep, slow, relax, she reminded herself as they waited. “I just want to get out of here.”

“I take it the meeting didn’t go well?”

“You could say that.” Renata gritted her teeth, unsure whether she was biting back despair or anger.

“What happened?” MaryAnn asked as the elevator doors closed behind them, leaving the two alone in the mirror-walled cell as it dropped the fifteen floors to skyway level.

Renata quickly filled her friend in on the board’s choice for new head of the web design team.

“The guy who transferred in from Chicago last month?”

“The same.” Renata lowered her voice as they exited the elevator, passed through the security gates and into the vaulted public lobby that dwarfed everyone with its polished granite walls and three-story ceiling. “The one who’s fresh out of a school that taught him to use tables for layout – instead of complying with the W3C Accessibility Standards and using CSS.”

“Excuse me? In English please?” MaryAnn interrupted. “What difference does all the W3CSS stuff make?”

“Oh, just whether visually disabled people who use non-standard browsers will be screwed or not if they visit the site. Dickson thinks he should be able to design a website the same way he would a print magazine.”

They merged with the hundreds of other people who traveled the skyways: office workers and shoppers of all stripes, some in office dress, some bundled up for the snowy weather outside. Renata maneuvered to the ‘slow lane’ closest to the skyway windows overlooking the icy streets and sidewalks of downtown Minneapolis.

“I don’t understand why they’d put him in charge of designing the company website, then.” MaryAnn kept pace with Renata.

“That’s just it.” Renata ignored the tightening in her throat. “I don’t understand it, either. Maybe I’m just not as good as I think I am?” She was only a designer, not a programmer, after all… but then, Dickson was no programmer, either.

“Don’t do that to yourself. Maybe it’s got nothing to do with you.” MaryAnn spoke with unaccustomed force, “Maybe Dickson has friends in high places, or his resume is more up-to-date, or the board has some long-range scheme in mind.”

“Or Mr. Colfax hates me,” Renata considered out loud as they walked along corridors lined with shops and restaurants and through the skyways crossing between buildings a level up from the streets. “When I first came here I even imagined there could be something between us.” She laughed a grim chuckle at her own foolishness. It must have been self-deception: imagining things that never were. “But for the past few years I swear he can’t look at me without scowling, and he wouldn’t even acknowledge my existence if he didn’t have to call on me in a meeting.”

“Why would he hate you?” MaryAnn paused to admire the display of jewelry in one of Nordstrom’s windows flanking the skyway entry to the store.

Renata looked past the sparkling gems and gold, hardly seeing them. The issue rankled like a persistent sore in an awkward place. “I don’t know. It’s like I’ve got a sign over my head saying I killed his puppy. Whatever he’s thinking is a mystery to me. But the guy doesn’t like me. Maybe someone who looks like me did kill his dog or something.”

“It would be awfully unprofessional of him to let that affect his business decisions – like who should be in charge of the website.” MaryAnn scowled in disapproval, but then her look turned thoughtful. “I don’t know. I heard Mr. Colfax used to be different.”

“Different how?”

“More easy-going. I’m not sure exactly – just that he’s changed since his divorce. You know how he’s all business now. My guess is he got hurt pretty badly then and built up his walls.”

“Hmm. Maybe that’s it…” Sometimes he did seem to be carrying a hidden cloud around with him. Before the morning’s meeting he’d looked particularly grim for a moment when Harvey Stoltz brought out pictures of his new grandson. Had he lost a child to a custody battle or something? A wave of sympathy washed through Renata. Maybe she’d been misjudging the man – thinking only of her own concerns.

“Hey, I’m sorry. This has been all about me.” Renata made the effort to shake off the cloud of disappointment and futility weighing on her spirits and smiled more brightly, “There’s no use talking about it. Shall we check out the deals up on the fourth floor?”

Later, walking back to the office, Renata turned the conversation on MaryAnn, asking her about her night classes, the better to take her mind off troubles she didn’t know how to begin to solve. But, as they passed back through the security gates and approached the elevators, MaryAnn brought up the company’s annual holiday party. “So, Tom and I are going tonight, how about you? You should come. It would be fun!”

Fun? Facing people who must think she’d been passed over for promotion because she wasn’t good at her job? Fun facing the people who’d made the decision? Fun like a root canal.

“Uhm. I hadn’t planned on it.”

“Have you thought that maybe Dickson got the job because he knows how to schmooze with the bosses? It’s not all about the work, you know. You’ve got to let people get to know you, see what a bright, decent person you are.”

“I so don’t want to be around people when I feel like such a loser – everybody knows I got passed over again.”

“Listen to yourself! You know you’re good at your job. You have to go and hold your head up and show everyone that you know better than the bigwigs who overlooked you.”

Renata smiled, raising a hand to forestall more. “I hear you.” Maybe her friend had a point. Maybe she’d be doing better in her career if she’d learn to do a bit of schmoozing. “I’ll think about it.”
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When she finally got back to her desk, Renata signed onto her computer, checking her email for new messages. The only item was a forwarded poem from MaryAnn about ‘Sisters.’ She deleted it unread. She didn’t need any reminders of that other sore spot in her life. Like sisters were so great. The last she’d heard from her own sister, Jennifer, had been a comment on Renata’s FaceBook page telling her to go to hell.

She wanted to put her head down on her cluttered desk – if she could find any space among the piles of papers and reference books. She could only guess what had her sister mad at her. One more item for the bag of mystery crap tied around her neck, dragging her down a little further into the pits of misery every day.

Renata straightened consciously. She refused to give in to that pull. She tried to keep a positive attitude in life, treat people considerately, do the right thing – but sometimes it seemed as if, dealing with the people in her life, she might as well be walking through a mine field where even the most carefully considered steps could explode in her face. Enough. Forget about it; time to get to work.

And plenty of work awaited her. She had to go through all the layout tables in the new design specs Dickson had sent out shortly after the meeting, and make sure they were labeled with alt tags to give a clue to the people whose browsers couldn’t make sense of them.
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A handful of venerable ladies sat around a table, sipping from cups of tea that filled the small library conference room with the aroma of apples and cinnamon, though the scents of wood polish and old books remained as undertones.

“I’ve got one of Arabella’s here.” The silver-haired Union Chief held up a manila folder. Philomena, as usual, presided over the monthly meeting of the Fairy Godmothers’ Union, True Love Local, Minneapolis Chapter.

She sat nearest the windows, which were flanked by tall bookcases bearing unbroken rows of leather-bound tomes with gilt titles in a language that most closely resembled JRR Tolkein’s high Elvish. “Ordinarily, Arabella’s provisions would have assured that her goddaughter was united by now with the man destined as her True Love. But something has gone wrong. Is anyone free to follow up on her?”

“I thought Arabella arranged everything before leaving this plane. Didn’t she?” Serafina asked. “She took her responsibilities quite seriously.”

“I thought so as well.” Philomena set the folder down on the tabletop in order to clasp both her hands before her. “But there seems to be some problem. It could even be enemy interference. Arabella’s time-delayed device has not been activated, and her goddaughter’s situation is devolving. Not only has true love eluded her, but discord is spreading to her other close relationships. The details are in the report.”

“I’ll check into it,” Serafina volunteered, accepting the folder as Philomena handed it across the table. “I’m sure it just needs a little tweak to get Arabella’s arrangements in motion again.”

“I’m sure you’re right,” Selena asserted. The others nodded and murmured their agreement before turning to the next item of business.
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Renata sighed, pushing away from her computer, leaning back in her swivel chair, mentally reviewing the contents of her closet at home. After a few hours of tedious work that would never have had to be done if she were running things, she’d made her decision. If she was actually going to attend the holiday party she’d need something to wear. When was the last time she’d bought a new dress? Not in the past year certainly. Five years ago? She preferred evenings at home; parties were more hassle than they were worth. Not only did she need a new dress, but she’d have to think about her hair, do something different with it.

She got off work at 4:30. The party started at 8:00. She’d have to find something to wear in between, plus get home, feed Persimmon, grab a bite for herself and get dressed. Maybe she’d better leave work a little early? She worked late often enough to make up for it. But where could she find a nice dress on such short notice?

She picked up her phone and punched in MaryAnn’s extension. “Hey! I’ve got a question that’s right up your alley.”

MaryAnn wore something stylish and flattering every day, while Renata pushed the boundaries of ‘business casual’ as far as they’d go. “I have to find a dress...”

“You’re coming to the party!” MaryAnn crowed. “This is great!”

“Yeah, yeah.” Renata couldn’t help smiling at her friend’s enthusiasm. “Don’t gloat, but I think you may be right. “It’s too easy for the bosses to overlook me if I never show up for anything but work.”

“You know I’m right. And you’re in luck. Macy’s is having a sale.”

“It will always be Dayton’s to me.” Renata grinned. “I remember going to the Holidazzle Parade every year when I was a kid and goggling my eyes out at the displays in Dayton’s windows: Santa’s workshop with robot elves, Pinocchio, the Twelve Days of Christmas... It seems so weird to have Macy’s take over the store and the tradition.”

“With Macy’s we’re getting New York couture right here in Minneapolis. I want you to go online right now and check their website for dresses – get an idea of what you like before you go into the store – then you’ll know what to ask for when you get there.”

“That’s a great idea. Any recommendations?”

“Well, I like Calvin Klein, of course – but I think Maggie London has some things that would really flatter your figure.”

“I’ll take a look. Thanks so much! I’ll see you and Tom at the party later.”

“You bet. And you’ll have fun - you’ll see.”

Renata could hear the smile in MaryAnn’s voice as they ended the call. Well. Okay. She’d better have fun; she didn’t want to be responsible for disappointing a friend.
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Jordan arrived at the party space to find Betsy Hanson standing by with a clip board as the catering staff set up their stainless steel trays for the buffet along one wall of the ballroom.

“How does everything look?” he asked her.

She tucked a stray strand of blonde hair behind her ear, glancing down at her clipboard before turning back to him. “We’ve got all the cold appetizers ready to be set out as soon as the party starts – but the driver who’s bringing the hot food was detoured by the Holidazzle Parade. We don’t know how long it will take him to get through.” Her voice had a strangled edge to it. “And I have to meet Greg in ten minutes.”

“Relax” Jordan told her. “You go. I’ll handle it. There’s still half an hour before the party’s supposed to start. People can survive on cheese and crackers until the hot food gets here.”

“I know. I know.” Betsy took a deep breath. “Everything else is going great. Know on wood.” She gestured to the other end of the room. “The karaoke is all set up for later, the bar tender is ready to go. It’s all yours.” She pushed the clipboard into his hands and grabbed a gray coat hung over the back of a nearby chair and pulled it on as she spoke, “So, it’s been a while since your divorce; are you bringing a date this year?”

The question was out before Jordan could forestall it. He laughed it off. “I’ll be playing the field tonight,” he winked. “Keeping all the married men on their toes, flirting with their wives.”

“Oh, you.” Betsy slapped his shoulder. “See you later tonight.”

He grinned as she hurried away, then scanned the checklist in hand. Everything that could be set up ahead of time was checked off, from fruit and cheese platters to karaoke equipment. All according to plan. Too bad he hadn’t planned on a date while he was at it. Flirting with the married women was amusing, but ultimately unsatisfying.

But the prospect of arranging a date had seemed too much like a chore. He had to stop comparing the real women he met to the one who haunted his dreams, the one he couldn’t see because she shone so brightly. The one he knew by the way he felt when she appeared in those dreams. He felt bigger than himself: everything in him charged to full power, a wild love ringing through him as if he’d been struck like a great iron bell.
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This close to Christmas, shoppers crowded the aisles in Macy’s. The crowds thinned on the upper floors and in the women’s departments, but Renata felt lost confronting the racks of bright colors and varied fabrics. Where to start? She wandered down the aisles, surveying the options. Where were the sale items?

“Can I help you, dear?” A tiny woman clad in a neat mauve suit with trim of purple velvet stood before Renata, her wispy silver hair topped by a pillbox hat sporting an ostrich plume.

“Are you with Macy’s?” Renata asked doubtfully. The woman seemed more like some strange species of bird than a sales lady.

“Oh, no, but you looked so lost, and maybe I can point you in the right direction.” Her bright cheer and warmth seemed genuine.

“I’m just looking for a nice dress; I heard there was a sale.” Renata shrugged, nodding to the well-laden racks surrounding them on every side.

“What do you think of that one?” The lady pointed to an alcove behind Renata. The sign above it read, ‘Maggie London.’ The pointing finger fixed on a dress worn by a shapely mannequin. “It’s a lovely color, isn’t it? Just like a bright summer sky.”

“Oh, yes. I love the color,” Renata breathed. And she loved the way the dress draped around the curves of the mannequin. It looked to be silk, with a layer of chiffon floating free at the skirt.

“It would bring out the red highlights in your hair and the creaminess of your skin tone,” the lady went on.

“Thank you for pointing it out,” Renata shook the lady’s hand before turning back to the dress - “I’ll try it on.”

[image: divider]

Renata stood at the bathroom mirror, leaning back from a countertop cluttered with various jars, bottles, her curling iron and jewelry box. She studied her


























































































































OPS/image4.jpg
MRS





OPS/image2.jpg
MRS





OPS/image6.jpg
MRS





OPS/image8.jpg
MRS





OPS/CoverDesign.jpg





OPS/image3.jpg
MRS





OPS/image0.jpg





OPS/image1.jpg
MRS





OPS/image5.jpg
MRS





OPS/image7.jpg
MRS





OPS/image9.jpg
MRS





