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“They say follow your heart, but
if your heart is in a million pieces which piece do you
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“If you’re brave enough to say goodbye, life will
reward you with a new hello.” Paulo Coelho

 


“How long will you be gone, Mr. Cross?”

“Three weeks at the most. Opening the new
location takes time. Of course, you know I’ll be available in the
usual ways.”

“Yes, sir. Video chat, text, phone, and
email.”

“You got it. You are a great executive
assistant, Winnie—and friend. I don’t know what this company or my
family would do without you.”

“Thanks, Mr. Cross. You make it easy to work
for. Any special instructions before you leave?”

“No, just keep an eye out for those files I’m
looking for and on a personal note please keep in touch with Sasha
and the kids if you will. You know how Sasha can get when I have to
be gone for extended periods. You have a way of keeping her
calm.”

“Yeah. She can become awfully depressed. But
that’s because she loves you so much. Surely you can understand
that.”

“I do, because I love her and my kids just as
much. It pains me every time I have to leave them. I plan on
returning as soon as I can. If it wasn’t for our son going through
chemotherapy and radiation, I’d fly them to Dubai with me. That’s
another reason I hate this trip comes at this time. With Harry
facing these horrendous treatments and me being away, I know it’s
even harder on Sasha. Promise me you’ll check on them as often as
possible. They are the priority, not what’s going on in this
office. We have Demi and Jared to handle everyday business
affairs.”

“Seeing that Cross Technologies is already at
the top of its game and one of the best companies in the country,
it stands to reason you must be doing something right.”

“Thanks, Winnie, but that only comes from
having the right team in place, and not to forget the blessings and
favor of God. I couldn’t run this company as efficiently as I do
without people like you, Jared, Demi, and the 4,500 people across
the country employed by Cross Technologies. And the opening of the
new facility in Dubai is going to be huge, and would employ an
additional 275 people, with over half being expatriates. It’s
giving us worldwide, international, and global recognition. Expect
a big bonus. That’s guaranteed, Winnie.”

“Thank you, Mr. Cross.” A smile formed on
Winnie’s face.

Harold Cross was a one of a kind employer.
This was Winnie’s dream job, being executive assistant to
celebrities or for someone of the caliber of Harry Cross who in her
eyes was a celebrity just as much as any big screen stars. The man
was handsome, successful, spiritual, beyond rich, quite generous,
with a personality that endeared anyone who came across his path.
His wife, Sasha, on the other hand, was quiet, reserved, and
pretty, but unfortunately she battled severe bouts of depression.
From what Mr. Cross confided in Winnie during the five years she’d
been blessed to work for him, his wife was known to disappear for
sometimes a day or two at a time when she became depressed. Winnie
had personally witnessed his wife’s disappearing act on two
occasions since her employment. He hadn’t said it, but Winnie
surmised Sasha Cross was bipolar. She had no proof and Harold Cross
never let those words part his lips, but from what she’d heard
about people with bipolar disease, Sasha Cross fit the bill.

“Have a good trip,” Winnie told her boss as
he exited the building and climbed into the waiting black on black
limousine driven by the company’s personal driver, Ron.

“Take care, and remember you should see that
bonus the next pay period. God bless you, Winnie.”

“Thank you, thank you so much, Mr.
Cross.”
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Harold Cross relaxed on his private jet with
four of his closest friends who happened to also be his top
executives traveling along with him. He leaned his head back as he
turned off his MacBook. His phone rang just as the plane taxied the
private runway strip before takeoff.

“Hi, sweetheart.”

“Are you in the air yet?”

“We’re taxing the runway now. Should be any
second. You okay?”

“Yeah. I miss you already though.”

“I promise to FaceTime you and the kids
everyday as often as I can. I just need you to be strong for me and
for Li’l Harry and Lenny. And remember, Winnie will be at your beck
and call so if you need anything, and I do mean anything, please
call her. She’ll be there. You know that.”

“Yes. She’s an angel, Harry. I know we’re
blessed, in spite of Li’l Harry battling this spinal cord tumor.
Our precious little boy, he’s just four years old.”

Harry Cross felt horrible. Hearing his wife
crying almost every day since their four and a half year old son
was diagnosed hurt him to the core. They were a privileged family.
He had all the money and more than any person could ask for. He
was, after all, born with a silver spoon in his mouth. His parents,
deeply spiritual people, passed the torch to him and his younger
brother, but his brother was no longer as active in the company as
Harry. Their mother was in the late stages of Lou Gehrig’s disease
so his brother remained by their parents’ sides in a sprawling
estate on a stretch of road named after the family. The estate on
Cross Road was tucked away in a rich secluded neighborhood in the
mountains of Tennessee where there were only four other homes
behind the gates. Their father, in reasonably good health, refused
to leave his wife’s side, even for a minute. The boys didn’t blame
him.

Their parents were middle school sweethearts.
Once active in civic organizations, social circles, and their
church, they were a well-respected, renowned philanthropic couple.
They passed their high values, integrity, good character, and
reputation to their two sons.

“Baby, please, don’t get yourself all worked
up. Yes, our son has a spinal cord tumor. Yes, it’s cancerous, and
he’s going through a lot, but God is able. We have to remain
strong. We have to believe he will be healed. We have to keep
praying and trusting in God to bring him through this.”

His words were interrupted by the sound of
his wife’s deep sigh, a sign she didn’t want to hear what he said
about God and prayer.

“Okay, well have a safe trip. Call when you
get there.” Her voice sounded tired yet he knew she wished him
well.

“I will. I promise. And you promise me you’re
going to rely on Winnie. She’s going to accompany you to Harry’s
chemo and radiation appointments and any other doctor appointments
he has. The nanny is more than capable of seeing after Lenny and
helping with Harry, too. You have the chef at your beck and call so
I don’t want you worrying about anything. Okay?”

“Okay. Just hurry back.”

“I will. I love you. I love you so much,
Sasha.”

“I love you too.”

He made a kissing sound over the phone. “I’ve
gotta go now, honey. Kiss the boys for me.”

He heard the phone as it went dead. He
released his own sigh, said a prayer on behalf of his family, and
then closed his eyes in much needed sleep.
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“A man travels the world over in search of what he
needs, and returns home to find it.” George Moore

 


Dubai was one of the most beautiful countries
he’d ever seen. This was Harold’s third time visiting the country,
but this time was different. After calling his wife to make sure
she and the boys were fine, his driver took him straight to the new
global headquarters of Cross Technologies. As they arrived at the
all-glass building that boasted twenty-seven floors, with a fine
dining restaurant on the ground floor, and five stories of private
apartment homes at the top of the building structure, Harry mouthed
a “Thank you, God.” He was escorted through a private entrance
especially for him and his executives to a massive 7,500 square
foot space. His quarters were on one side and his executives had
separate spaces on the other side of the penthouse floor. He’d
gladly give it all up if it meant he could save his little boy. It
was true, money couldn’t buy good health. He had the best doctors
for his son and for his wife, but money couldn’t change the fact
that his wife struggled with mental issues and his son had an
aggressive, life threatening form of cancer.

He pressed the button to the private elevator
and accompanied by staff, entered the penthouse.

“Is there anything we can get you, Mr. Cross,
sir?” the suited man asked.

“No, I’m good, James. Thank you. I think I’ll
get a bite to eat before I head to the office.”

“I’ll send the chef up, sir.”

“No need, unless the others want something to
eat. I’m sure the fridge is well stocked. I’ll just make me a quick
sandwich and some mineral water. That should suffice until later
this evening.”

Harry walked through the luxuriously
decorated space and made his way to the kitchen. He opened the
refrigerator and surveyed the array of food and beverages at his
disposal.”

“If that is all, I’ll leave you, Mr. Cross.
If you should need me, I’ll be downstairs, sir.”

“Yes, I know the drill, James.” Harry turned,
looked at James, smiled, and then asked. “Would you like to stay
and join me for a bite? You’re welcome, you know?”

“Yes, I know, sir, but I’m quite satisfied. I
had a hearty meal.” James smiled and slightly nodded.

“Suit yourself. But know you’re welcome to
anything in here.”

“Yes, sir. As always, you are quite
generous.”

Harry reached inside his pocket and pulled
out money from his wallet and gave it to James. In the U.S. the
dirhams he gave James was equivalent to fifty dollars.

James smiled broadly, thanked Harry, and
turned to leave. Would you like a call when it’s time for your
meeting, sir?”

“Yes, I think that would be wise. I might
fall asleep and I can’t be late for the meeting. The lawyers
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